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er kr affords young perſons an innocent pleaſure, a taſte for it, 
under certain limitations, ſhould be indulged, Why ſhould they be forbid- 
den to expatiate, in imagination, over the flowery fields of Arcadia, in Elyſium, 
in the Iſles of the Bleſt, and in the Vale of Tempe? The harmleſs delight which 


F they derive from Poetry, is ſurely ſufficient to recommend an attention to it, at 


an age when pleaſure is the chief purſuit, even if the ſweets of it were not 
blended with ROY | | 


But if OY TH were the ultimate object of Poetry, there are ſome who, in the 
rigour of auſtere wiſdom, would maintain that the precious days of youth might 
hs more advantageouſly employed than in cultivating a taſte for it. To obviate 
their objections, i it 15 neceſſary to remind them, that Poetry has ever claimed the 
power of conveying inſtruction i in the moſt effectual manner, by the n 


of pleaſure. e IS — 
There is reaſon to believe that many young perſons of natural genius would 
have given very v eee to learning of any kind, if they had been intro- 
"ME » toit by books appealing only to their mos and judgment, and not totheir 
fancy. Through the pleaſant paths of Poetry, they have been gradually led to 
the heights of ſcience: they have been allured, on firſt ſetting out, by the 
beauty of the ſcene preſented to them, into a delightful land, flowing with milk 
and honey; where, after having been nouriſhed like the infant from the mo- 
ther's breaſt, they have gradually acquired —_ enough to reliſh and digeſt 
the lolideſt food of * | 


This opinion ſeems to be confirmed by actual experience; for the greateſt 
en, in every liberal and honourable profeſſion, have given their early years to 
the charms of Poetry. Many. of the moſt illuſtrious worthies in the church 
and in the ſtate, were allured to the land of learning by the ſong of the Muſe; 
and they would perhaps have never entered it, if their precepters kad forbidden 
hem to lend an ear, Of ſo much conſequence is Poetry to tae genera ad- 
ancement of learning. . 
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And as to morals; © Poetry,” in the words of Sir Philip Sydney, << doth not 
d only ſhew the way, but giveth ſo ſweet a proſpect of the way, as will entice 
© any man to enter into it; nay, the Poet doth, as if your journey ſhould be 


Mo -- 


full of that taſte, you may long to paſs farther, He beginneth not with ob- 


„ {cure definitions, but he cometh to you with words ſet in delightful propor- 


e tion, either accompanied with, or prepared for, the well-enchanting ſkill of 
& muſic;—and with a tale he cometh unto you with a tale, which holdeth 
children from play, and old men from the chimney-corner. Even thoſe hard- 
heatted evil men, who think virtue a ſchool-name, and deſpite the auſtere 
«4. admoniitions of the philoſopher, and feel not the inward reaſons they ſtand = 


40 


8 _ 


« upon, yet will be contented to be delighted; which is all the good fellow 


e Poet ſeems to promiſe; and fo ſteal to ſee the form of goodneſs; which ſeen, 


* they cannot bot love, ere themſelves beau rare, as if try took a medicine of 
84 cherries,” 


"Thus Poetry, by the gentle, vet certain method of allurement, leads both to 
learning and to virtue, I conclude, therefore, that, under a few ſelf-evident 


| reſtrictions, it is Propary: addreſſed to all young minds, in the courſe of a a liberal 


| education. 


It muſt be confeſſed, at the i ſame. time, that many ſenſible men, both in the 
World and in the ſchools of pluloſophy, have objeRted toit. 


CHANCE, What poct ever fincd for ſheriff? ſays Oldham. It is ſeldom ſeen that 
any one diſcovers mines of gold and ſilver in Parnaſſus, ſays Mr. Locke, Such 
ideas have predominated in the exchange and in the warchoute and while 


they continue to be confined to thoſe loo, may perhap* „in {ome inſtances, be 
But they ought not to operate on the mind of the gentleman, | 
or the man of a liberal profeſſion; and indeed there is no good reaſon to be 


ad vantageous. 


given why the mercantile claſſes, at leaſt of tlie higher order, thould not amuſe 
heir lexture with any pleaſures of polite literature. 7 


That ſome object to che ſtudy of 8 as a part of education, is not to be 


wondered at, when it 1s conſidered that many, from want of natural ſenſibility, 
or from long habits of inattention to every thing but ſordid intereſt, are totally” 
uofurniſhed with faculties for the perception of poetical beauty. But ſhall we 
deny the cowflip and violet their vivid colour and ſweet fragrance, becauſe the 
quadruped who feeds in the meadow, tramples over them without perceiving 
either their hues or their odours? Againſt the oppoſers of Pocrry, the tafte of 
erankind, from China to Peru, yowerfylly militates BT 
: Young 


through a fair vineyard, at the very firſt give you a cluſter of grapes, that, 


They have thought 
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Voung minds have commonly a taſte for Poctry. Unſeduced by the love of 
money, and unhacknied in the ways of vice, they are indeed delighted with na« 
ture and fact, though unembelliſhed ; becauſe all objects with them have the 
grace of novelty: but they are tranſported with the charms of Poetry, where 
the ſunſhine of fancy diffuſes over every thing the fine gloſs, the rich colour 
ing, of beautiful imagery and language. Nature” (to cite Sir Philip Sydne 
again) ce never ſet forth the earth in ſo rich tapeſtry as diverſe poets have done, 
« neither with ſo pleaſant rivers, fruitful trees, {weet-{melling flowers, nor 
ce whatſoever may make the earth more lovely.—The world is a brazen world 
« the poets only deliver a GOLDEN; which whoever diſlike, the fault is in their 
judgment, quite out of * and 2 mt in the Joes fed of SVESTLY-UTTERED 
* ' KNOWLEDGE." = | 


1 will be CAE acknowledged, that 1deas and precepts of all kinds, whether 
of morality or {cience, make a deeper impreſſion when inculcated by the viva- 
city, the painting, the melody of poetical language. And what is thus deeply 
impreſſed will alſo long remain; for metre and rhyme naturally catch hold of the 

memory, as the tendrils of the vine cling round the branches of the elm. 


Old Orpheus and Linus are recorded in fable to have drawn the minds of 
ſayage men to knowledge, and to have poliſhed human nature, by Poetry. And 
are hot children in the ſtate of nature? And is it not probable that Poetry : 
may be the beſt inſtrument to operate on them, as it was found to be on nations 
in the ſavage ſtate? Since, according to the mythological wiſdom of the an- 
cients, Amphion moved ſtones, and Orpheus brutes, by muſic and verſe, is it 
not reaſonable to believe, that minds which are dull, and even brutally inſenſible, 
may be penetrated, ſharpened, ſoftened, — irradiated, by the warm influence 
of fine Poetry 2 


But it is really ſuperfluous to expatiats either on 1 the delight e or the utility of 1 
Poetry. The ſubject has been exhauſted; and, whatever a few men of little 
taſte and feeling, or of minds entirely ſordid and ſecular, may object, ſuch are 
the charms of the Goddeſs, ſuch her powerful influence over the heart of man, 
that ſhe will never want voluntary votaries at her ſhrine. The Author of Na- 
ture has kindly implanted in man a love of Poetry, to ſolace him under the 
labours and ſorrows of life. A great part of the Scriptures is poetry and verſe, 
The wiſe ſon of Sirach enumerates, among the moſt honourable of mankind, 
SUCH AS FOUND OUT MUSICAL TUNES, AND RECITED VERSES IN WRITING. 


* WM With reſpect to this Compilation, the principal ſubject of this Preface (but 
MWfrom which I have been ſeduced into a digreſſion, by giving my ſuffrage in fa- 

our of an art I love)—if I ſhould be aſked what are its pretenſions, I mutt 

A 2 freely 


| genius; My 
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freely anſwer, that it profeſſes nothing more than (what is evident at firſt fight) 
to be a larger Collection of Engliſh Verſe, Fox THE USE OF SCHOOLS, than has 


ever yet been publiſhed 1w oXE voLUME, The original intention was to 


comprize in it a great number and variety of ſuch pieces as were already in 
uſe in ſchools, or which ſeemed proper for the uſe of them; ſuch a number and 
| variety as might furniſh ſomething ſatisfactory to every taſte, and ſerve as a lit- 
tle Poetical Library for ſchool- -boys, precluding the! — and * 
of 5 multitude of volumes. | . 


Such was the defign of the Publication, The Editor can claim no praiſe be- 


vond that of the deſign. The praite of ingenuity is all due to the Poets whoſe 
works have ſupplied the materials. What merit can there be in directing a 
famous and popular paſſage to be inſerted from Shakſpeare, Milton, Pope, 
Gray, and m any others of leſs fame, indeed, but in great eſteem, and of allowed 
heir own luſtre pointed them out, like ſtars of the firſt magnitude 
in the heavens. There was no occaſion for ſingular acuteneſs of viſion, 
or of optical glaſſes, to diſcover a brightneſs which obtruded itſelf on the eye. 
The beſt pieces are uſually the moſt popular. They are loudly recommended 
by the voice of Fame, and indeed have been already ſelected in a variety of vo- 
lumes of preceding collections. To confeſs an humiliating truth, in making 
a bock like this, the hand of the artiſan is more employed than the head of the . 
uriter. Utility and innocent entertainment are the ſole deſigns of the Editor; 
and if they are accompliſhed, he is ſatisfied, and cheerfully falls back into the 
ſhade of obſcurity. He is confident that the Book cannot but be uſeful and en- 
tertaining; but he is, at the ſame time, ſo little inclined to boaſt of his work, 
that he 1 is read y to confeſs, that almoſt any man, willing to incur a conſider- 
able expence, and undergo a little trouble, might * furniſhed : as wm 
5 8 collection. = | 


x 


As taſte will for ever differ, ſome may with to have ſcen in it paſſages from 
ſome favourite, yet obſcure poet, and ſome alſo from their own works; but it 
was the buſineſs of the Editor of, a ſchol. boot like this, not to inſert ſcarce and 

. curious works, ſuch as pleaſe virtueſo readers, chiefly from their rar ity, but 0 
collect ſuch as were publiciy known and univerſally celebrated. The more known, 
the more celebrated, the better they were adapted to this Collection; which is 
not defigned, like the leſfons of ſome dancing-maſters, for grown geatlemen, but 


for yorng learners only; and it will readily occur to every one, that what 1s old 
to men and women, may be, and for the moſt part muſt be, x1:w to boys and gir.s 
recetving their education. Private judgment, in a work like this, mult often 
give way to public. Some things are inſerted in this Volume, entirely in ſub- 


miſſive deference to public opinion; which when general and long continued, 
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186 the leaſt fallible teſt of merit in the fine arts, and particularly in Poetry. 
BE Whatever was found in previous collections, which experience had pronounced 
proper for ſchools, has been freely taken and admitted: the ſtamp of expe- 
rience gave it currency. The freedom of borrowing, it is hoped, will be par- 
doned, as s the colleJors, with W hom 1 it has been wee, firſt ſer the * of! =_ 


tis : nation, and perhaps might be deemed i impertinent, to point out the : 
mode of uſing the Collection to the beſt ad vantage. It 1s evident that it may : 
be uſed in ſchools, either in recitation, tranſcription, the exerciſe of the me- 
mory, or in imitation, It furniſhes an abundance of models, which are the beſt 
means of exciting genius, Such Arts of Poetry as thoſe of Gildon, Byfshe, 
Newbery, and their imitators, effect but little in the dry metho# of technical 
precept; and the young Poet, like the Sculptor, will improve moſt by working 
after a model. It is evident that this Collection may be uſefully read at Ex- 
LISH SCHOOLS, in the claſſes, juſt as the Latin and Greek authors are read at 
| the grammar-ſchools, by explaining every thing grammatically, hiſtorically, me- 
| trically, and critically ; and then giving a portion to be learned by memory, 
The Book, it is hoped, will he particularly agreeable and uſeful in the private 
. ſtudies of the amiable young ſtudent, whole firſt love is the love of the Mule, 

| and who courts her in his ſummer” Ss W alk, and his winter s ſolitude, 


In the latter part many little pieces are admitted, mere luſus poetics, chiefly 
for the diverſion of the ſtudent, They are, it muſt be confeſſed, no more than 
flowrets at the bottom of Parnaſſus ; but it is hoped, that their admiſſion will 
be approved, as they may gradually lead the ſcholar to aſcend higher up the hill, 
who might have been deterred from approaching it if he had ſeen noching! in 
1 the firſt proſpect. but the — the * and che ſombrous. 33% 


| 7; every Exiti on a great variety of hag and vukiohk Poems Jos bees ad and the vo- ® ng 
ine is conſequent'y much enlarged. A few pieces have been of neceſſity omitted, the nſer- 


| 

E tion of which would have rendered the Book unwieldy. Their omiſſion is amply ſup- 

4 lied by the copious addition of new Materials. ¶ ſome miſtakes have inſmiuated them= 
£ ewes, in conſequence of 1 the Editor” s * from the preſs, ie 15 s hoped they will be cou ie = 
* fered with candcur. | 
E | 
= I a will have no cauſe to complain, if, inſtead of ExtraFs, he often 
. inds whole poems inſerted. This has been done whenever it ſeemed conſiſtent 
vith the deſign, and could be done without inju/tice, In this matter, the opinion 
n thoſe who muſt be ſuppoſed beſt qualified to give it, was aſked, and follow ed. 
d- he wiſh was to take nothing but what ſeemed to lie on the common, „ relin- 
d, * uiſhed or neglected by the lord of the manor, 

is 


4 A 3 _ | Though 


KY e un run 


Though the Book is divided into Four Parts, yet the formality of regular 


and ſyſtematical arrangement of the component pieces, has not been ftriftly ob- 
ſerved. Such compilations as theſe have not unfrequently been called garlands 
and noſegays: but in a garland or noſegay, who would place the tulips, the lilies, 


the pinks, and the roſes in ſeparate compartments? In this artificial diſpoſition, 


their beauty and fragrance would be Jeſs pleaſing than if they were careleſsly 
mingled with all the eaſe and wildneſs of natural variety, I hope the analogy 
will hold; if not, I muſt throw myſelf | in this, as J do in all other circum- 
ſtances of this Publication, upon my readers indulgence... 3 pen not . 1 
5 put [ confide i in n pardon. N 7 


: N the roi be the more inclined to extend it towards me, if Ido 
not weary him with apologies. I will then conclude my Preface with the ideas ; 
of Montaigne: —“ I have here only made a noſegay of culled Jour 6, and have br * | 
I nething of my cron but the thread that tes them,” 
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$ 1. An Addreſs to the Deity. THomsoNn. | 
N\ATHER of light and life! Thou 600D 
SUPREME! „ 
O teach me what is good. Teach me THYSELF! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice; we 
From ev'ry low purſuit ! and fecd my ſoul 
With knowledge, conſcious peace,and virtue pure; 
Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading bliſs ! 9 
4 Se 
Y 5 2. Another Addreſs to the Deity. YouxG. 
O THOU great Arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun! 


WV hoſe atl-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 


The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow ;. 
To drink che ſpirit of the golden day, 

And triumph in exiſtence ; and could know 
No motive but my bliſs ; and haſt ordain d 
A riſe in bleſſing! with the Parriarc#'s joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown. 
I truſt in Thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 
Or life or death is equal; neither weighs! 
All weight in this—O let me live to Thee ! 


„ 


Adam and Eve. 

| _ MiLrToOvN. 

THESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wond'rous fairzthyſelf how wond' rous then! 

Unſpeakable, who fitt'ſt above theſe Heavens 

o us inviſible, or dimly feen 

In theſe thy loweſt works ; yet theſe declare 

Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 

Speak ye who belt can tell, ye ſons of light, 

Angels ; for ye behold him, and with ſongs 


385 Die Morning Hymn of 


BOOK TH 


The worm's inferior, and in rank beneath | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS 


I . =. 


E. F IRST. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in heav'n, 


On earth, join all ye creatures to extol 
Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end, 
Faireſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, 
If better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown'f the ſmiling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 
Thou Sun, of this-great world both eye and ſoul, 


| | Acknowledge Him thy greater; ſound his praiſe 
| In thy eternal courſe, both when thou climb'ſt, 
And when high noon has gain'd, and when thou 


fall'ſt. | 


Moon, that now meet'f the orient ſun, now fly'ſt 


With the fix'd ſtars, fix'd in their orb that flies, 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 

In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound 

His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light. 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 


| Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 


Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 2 
And nouriſh all things; let your ccaſeleſs change 
Vary to our great. Maker ſtill new praiſe. | 


'Ye Miſts and Exhalations that now riſe 


From hill or ſtreaming lake, duſky or grey, 


| Till the ſun paint your fleecy {kirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great Author rife! 
Whether to deck with clouds th'uncolour'd ſky, 


Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhow'rs, _ 
Riſing or falling, ſtill advance his praiſe. | 


Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye Pines, 
With ev'ry plant in ſign of worſhip wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 
Melodious murmurs, warbling, tune his praiſc. 
Join voices, all ye living Souls; ye Birds, 
That ſinging up to Heav'n's gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 


And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 
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The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
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His praiſe, ye Winds, that from four quarters blow, 


2 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book I. 
Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, | To Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace ; 
To hill or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade Whoſe altar, carth, fea, ſkics! 
Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe, | One chorus let all being rae! 
Hail, univerſal Lord! be bounteous fill All nature's incenſe rite ! 
To give us only good; and if the night * 1 
Fare gather'd aught af evil, or conce tal * 
Diſperſe it, as now = Ach the — 


1 3. Hymn on Gratitude. Abpbisox. ; 


| HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
| Wit riſing ſoul ſurveys; | 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loft 5 


s 4- The Univerſal Pray er. Pors. | 


DN Deo opt. max. 1 wonder, love, and praiſe. 
FATHER of al! ne.. | bog all word wi equal n 
8 wet” mac * by 8 That glows within my raviſh'd heart? 3 
7 — "Jo — 1 age, 5 | But thou canſt read.it there, 
chova , 0 | ee 
Thou Great ohy Caule, leak underſtood, — Thy 1232 my — — -— gi 
Who all my ſenſe confin d bY a 
To know but = that Thou art =. 2 * Bw _ 3 lay 5 
And that myſelf am blind; | I. 
Yer gave me, in 7 dar e To 22 — cn and cries | 
Io ſee the good from i | | . , 
And, bad dbl. Fe Goble gin bad lars 
eft free the human wi | =— ; > 
= What conſcience dictates to be done, | were 1 * 
Or warns me not to do, 1 : 
This teach me more than hell to ſhun ; - : — 8 * _ py ok . flow 85 
That more than heav'n purſue, — ps r= - 8 ow a, 
whe gs thy free bounty gives Do * as dle Lan an 
et me not caſt away 15 
For God is paid when man receives; 3 | I | FRY jr pH oo gta — * me ſafe, 
T'enjoy is to obey. * | N 
Ver not to 2 contracted ſpan | e . — deaths, — 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, — , 
| Or think Thee Lord alone of man, = And through = prog _ of vice, 
When thouſand worlds are round. More to be fear'd than they. | 
Let = this wh, unknowing hand 1 When worn _ — - — thou 
reſume thy bolts to throw „ 
And deal damnation 4 the land 5 And Revi 4 — I. 7 
1 On each I judge thy foe, = - . | 
EEE, FI = righs, thy grew impart "oY Thy eee bliſs 
1 till in the right to ſtay; 5 
If I am wrong, Oh teach my heart | And in a died ans Sao friend 
1 To find that better way. . I Has dou „ 
E from fooliſh pe. Ten 22 pr wg rok gifts; 
Or impious diſcontent; 88 is 
| Ar aught thy wiſdom has — d, = | Nor 4. 8 CR 9 . or 
_ Or aught thy goodneſs lent. nan * joy. 
| 8 Teach me to on mats war ; ͤ Thr 7 5 er 1 pb * 
5 To hide the fault I fee; | | 
ÿ.Il, | 
at mercy ſhow to me. | 
| E Mean tho? I am, not wholly ſo, | ; When nature fails, and day and night 
| | Since quicken'd by thy breath; 5 Divide thy works no more, 
| O Jad me hereſoe” Y 1 go, My Thy m _—_ — 
iro' this day's life or death. | | . 
his dav, be bread and . [Through all eternuy to Thee 
nw |, Avg forgHinik 
Thou know'fi if beſt beſtow'd or not; | For Q 1 Eternity s too ſhort 


And.lez thy will be TTT 


8 6. Hine 


2 


Through devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 


S 6. Hymn on Providence, from Pſalm 23d. 
5 ADD1s0N. 
PHE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care: 

His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, | 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend, 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, | 
Or on the thirſty mountains pant; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 


My weary wand' ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip flow. 
Tho! in the paths of Death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 

My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dreadful ſhade, 


Tho in a bare and rugged way, 


1 [hy bounty ſhall my pains beguile: 

T 4 barren wilderneſs ſhall finile, 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd ; 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


8 5 AbpisoN. 

THE ſpacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethereal ſky, 
And ſpangled heav'ns, a ſhining frame, 
Their Great Original proclaim : / 
Th'unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay, 
And publiſhes to ev'ry land 5 
The work of an Almighty hand, 


Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, » 
he moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 

And nightly to the liſt'ning earth 

NRepeats the ſtory of her birth: | 

Whilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, 

And all the planets in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in ſolemn filence all 

Move round the dark terreſtrial ball | 

What tho” nor real voice nor found — 

Amid their radiant orbs be found ! 

In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 4 


For ever ſinging as they ſhine, i 


The hand that made us is divine“. 


C8, Hymn. Mrs. Row k. 
HE glorious armies of the ſky 
To thee, Almighty King, 
riumphant anthems conſecrate, 7 


$ 7. Hymn, from the beginning of the 19th Pſalm, | 


Book I. SACRED AND MORAL, 
| But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 


Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee: 
How diſtant then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfeCtions be ! | 
Yet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
When to my raviſh'd ſenſe « 
Each creature, everywhere arounl, 
Diſplays thy excellence ! | 


The active lights that ſhine above, 


In their eternal dance, 


| | Reveal their {kilful Maker's praiſe 


With filent elegance, 
The bluſhes of the morn confeſs _ 
| That thou art ſtill more fair, 


„ wy flow'ry bloom 
In balmy whiſpers own, from Thee 
T.)uhbheir pleaſing odours come. 


And waters murm'ring fall, 
To praiſe the firſt Almighty Cauſe, 
With diffrent voices call. 
Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 

And ſhall I filent be? 


No; rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 


Than ceaſe from praiſing Thee! 


: 8 9. Hymm., Mrs. Rowe. 


[ THo didſt, O mighty God! exiſt 


Ere time began its race; 


Before the ample elements 


Fill'd up the void of ſpace: 


Before the pond'rous earthly globe 
| In fluid air was ſtay'd; 
Before the ocean's mighty ſprings 


I beir liquid ſtores diſplay d: 
Ere through the gloom of ancient night 


Ihe freaks of light appear'd; 
Before the high celeſtial arch | 
Or ſtarry poles were rear'd d-: 


| Before the loud melodious ſpheres 5 


Their tuneful round begun; 


Before the ſhining roads of heav'n 


Were meaſur'd by the fun ; 


: Ere thro the empyrean courts _ 


One hallelujah rung; Os 
Or to their harps the ſons of light 
Extatic anthems ſung : 


| Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 


Or prais A thy wond'rous name; 


| Thy blifs, O ſacred Spring of life! 


Thy glory was the ſame. 


And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ruin break, 
And all this vaſt and goodly frame 


And I hallclujahs ling. [ 
a. 


* in the mighty wreck; 
2 g 


When in the Eaſt its beams revive, 
To gild the fields of air. 
The fragrant, the refreſhing breeze 


The ſinging birds, the warbling winds, 


When 
er 


* ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, 
Th'afoniſh'd ſun roll back, 
And all the trembling ſtarry lamps 
Their ancient courſe forſake; 


For ever permanent and fix'd, 
From agitation free, | 
Unchang'd in everlaſting years, 
— Shall thy cas be. 


—_— 


4 10. Non Sib Pſalm 1480ʃ. 


13 F , my ſoul, th'exalted lay ! 
| Let each en raptur d thought obey, 
And praiſe th tl Almighty 's name : 
Lo! heaven and earth, and ſeas and lies, 
In one melodious concert riſe, | 
Too ſwell th'inſpiring theme. 


Ve fields of light, celeſtial plains, 
Where gay tranſporting beauty reigns, 
Ye ſcenes divinely fair 
Your Maker's wond'rous power proclaim; 


Tell how he form'd your ſhining frame, 
And breath'd the fluid air. | 


Ye angels, catch the thrilling ſound ! 
While all th*adoring thrones around 
| His baundleſs mercy ſing: 
Let er ry lining ſaint above | 
Wake all the tuneful foul of love, 
And touch the ſweeteſt ſtring, 


Join, ye loud ſpheres, the vocal choir : 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid fire, 
The mighty chorus aid : 
Soon as grey ev'ning gilds the plain, 
Thou moon protrac̃t the melting ſtrain, 
And praiſc him in the thade. 


Thou heav'n of heav'ns, ns. vaſt abode, 
Ve clouds, proclaim your forming God, 
Who call'd yon worlds from night : 
4 Ye thades, diſpel - th Eternal {aid ! 
At once th'invole ing darkneſs fled, 
| And nature ſprung to light. 


 Whate' ex a blooming world contains, | 
That wings the air, that ſkims the plains, 
United praiſe beſtow : 
Ye dragons ſound his awſul name 
To heav'n aloud ! and roar acclaim 


Ye ſwelling de deere below. 


Let ev ry element rejoicc: : 
Le thunders, burſt with aw ful voice 
To him who bids you roll; 
is praiſe in ſofter notes declare, 


Each whiſpering breeze of yielding air, 
And breathe it to the ſoul. 


To him, ye graceful cedars, bow; ; 
Ye tow'ring mountains, bending low, 
Your great Creator own ; 
Tell when affrighted nature ſhook, 
How Sinai kindled at his look, 
And trembled at his frown. 


Ve flocks that haunt the humble vale, 
Ye inſects fluttering on the gale, 


OGILVIE. 


Book I; 


In mutual concourſe riſe : 
Crop the yay roſes vermeil bloom, 


| And waft its ſpoils, a feet perfume, 


In incenſe to the ſkies, 


Wake all ye mounting tribes, and ſing; 
Ye plumy warblers of the ſpring, 
Harmonious anthems raiſe 


To him who ſhap'd your finer mould, | 
Wo tipp'd your glittering wings with gold, 


And turn'd your voice to _ 


| Let man, by nobler paſſions ſway'd, 
| The feeling heart the judging head, 


In heav'nly praiſe employ ; 

Spread his tremendous name around, 

Tall heav'n's broad arch rings back che found, 
The gen'ral burſt of joy. 5 | 


| | Ye whom the charms of grandeur pleaſe, | 


Nurs'd on the downy lap of caſe, 
Fall proſtrate at his throne : 
Ye princes, rulers, all adore ; 


{| Praiſe him, ye kings, who make your pow's 


An image of his own. 


| Ye fair by nature, form'd to more, 
| O praiſe th'cternal Source of love, 


With vouth's cnlivening fire: 


| Let age take up the tuneful lay, 


Sigh his bleſs'd name—then ſoar aways | 
And aſk an 8 * re. | 


& 11. FI Ain, 


OW are thy ſervants bleſt, O Lord! 2 
How ſure 1s their defence | TO 


| Erernal Wiſdom is their guide; 


Their help Ommpotence. 


| In foreign realms and lands remote, 


Supported by thy care, | 
Through burning climes I paſs'd unhurt, 
| And breath 'd in tainted air. # 


Thy merty ſweeten'd every foil, 

| Made every region pleaſe; 

The hoary Alpine bills it warm'd, 
And ſinootlid the Ty rrhene ſeas, 


| Think, O my ſoul, devoutly think, 


How with affrighted -, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the wide extended deep. 


ww all 1 its horrors riſe ! 


| Confuſion dwelt in ex- ry face, 
And fear in ev'ry heart, 


O'ercame the pilot's art. 


| Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 
| Thy mercy ſet me free; | 
While in the confidence of pray'r 
| My foul took hold on thee. 


For tho? in Ereadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 
{ I knew thou wert not flow to hear, 


Nor unpotent to fay e. 


| When waves on waves, and gulphs i. in as. 


Ik 


he 


My life, if thou preſerv'ſt my life, 


But thou haſt told the troubled ſoul, 


Who knows the only Son has dy d = GH - 


Book I 


The ſtorm was laid, the winds retir'd, 
Obedient to thy will ; 

The ſca that roar'd at thy command, 
At thy command was ſtill. 


In midſt of dangers, fears, and deaths, 
Thy goodneſs I'll adore 


Ah praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, 


And humbly hope for more. 


Thy facrifice ſhall be; 


And death, if death muſt be my doom, 


Shall * 8 ſoul to thec. 


6 —— 


| — 8 12. Hymn. 8 T | 
JI HEN riſing from the bed of death, 


O'erwhelm'd with guilt and _ . 
1 lee my Maker face to face, = 


O! how ſhall I appcar ? 


If vet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may he ſought, 

My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought; 


When thou, O Lord ſhalt ſtand diſclos SY 
In majeſty ſevere, % 

And fit in judgment on my ſoul, w 
O ! how ſhall I appear ! 


ws 


Who does her fins lament, 
The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endleſs woes prevent. 


Then fee the forrows of my heart, 
Ere yet it be too late; ; 


And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 


To give thoſe ſorrows weight. 


For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, 


* 


To make that . ſure. 


$ 13. Plalm _ Maxniex. | 


; D EFENDER of my rightful cauſe, - 


While anguiſh from my boſom draws 
The deep-felt igh, the ceaſeleſs pray'r, 
O make thy ſervant ſtill thy care. 
That aid, which oft my griefs has heal'd, 
To aid again, intreatcd, vield. 
How long, ye ſons of pride, how long 
Shall fal hood arm your impious tongue, 
And erring rage your breaſt inflame, 
My pow'r to thwart, my acts defame ? 
To God my heart ſhall vent its woe, 


Who, prompt his blefling to beftow 


On cach whoſe breaſt has learn'd his fear, 
Bows to my plaint the willing ear. 

Him would'ſt thou pleaſe ? With rev rent awe 
Obſerye the dictates of his Law : 

In ſecret on thy couch reclin'd 

Scarch to its depth thy reſtleſs mind, 

Till huth'd to peace the tumult lie, 

And wrath and krife within thee die. 


| 


_— 
— 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


With pureſt gifts approach his ſhrine, 
| And fafe to him thy care reſign. | 


I hear a hopeleſs train demand, 


© Where's now the wiſh'd Deliv rer's hand 8 


Do Thou, my God, do thou reply, 


Aud let thy preſence from on high, 


In full effuſion o'er our head 


II ts all-enliv'ning influence ſned. 
| What joy my conſcious heart o'erflows 


t ſuch th'exulting lab'rer knows, 


When to his long expecting eyes 
The Vintage and the harveſts „ 
| And, ſhadowing wide the cultur'd ſoil, 


Wirh full requital crown his toil. 


My weary eyes in ſleep I cloſe; 

5 My limbs, ſecure, to reſt compoſe | 
For Thou, great God, ſhall ſcreen my head, 

| — 9 a guard around my bed. 


$ 14. Palm wy Makniex- | 


1 TS words that from my lips proceed, [read) 


My thoughts (for Thou thoſe thoughts can ſt 


| My God, my King, attentive weigh, 


And hear, G hear me, when I pray. 


_ | With earlieſt zeal, with wakeful care, 

| | To Thee my ſoul ſhall pour its pray'r, 

And, ere the dawn has ftreak'd the ſky, 
To thee direct its longing eye: 

To Thee, whom nought obſcur'd by ſtain 


Can pleaſe; whoſe doors to feet profane 


Inexorable ſtand ; whoſe Law 

- | Offenders from thy fight ſhall awe. 

| | Let each whole tongue to lies is turn'd, 
| Who leſſons of deceit has learn'd, 


Or thirſts a brother's blood to ſhed, 
Thy hate and heavieſt vengeance dread; 
But I, whoſe hope thy Love ſupports 


(How great that Love!) will tread thy Courts, 
My knees in lowlieſt rev'rence bend, | 
And tow'rd thy ſhrine my hands extend. 
Do thou, juſt God, my path prepare, 


And guard me from cach hoſtile tnare;__ 


JO lend me thy conducting ray, 
And level to my ſteps thy way, 

| Behold me by a troop inclos d, 
Of falſhood and of guilt compos'd & 


Their throat a ſepulchre diſplays, 


| Deep, wide, inſatiate; in their _ By 
_ | Lurks flatt'ry, and with ſpecious art 

| Bclies the purpoſe of their heart. 

O let the miſchiefs they intend, 

| Retorted on themſelves deſcend, 


And let thy wrath correct their fn, 


Mhoſe hearts thy mercy fails to win. 


May all whoſe truſt on Thee is plac'd 
Peace and delight perpetual taſte, 
Sav'd by thy care, in fongs of joy 
Their ever grateful voice employs 
And ſhare the gifts on thoſe be A 
Who love the name of Jacob's God. 
To each who bears a guiltleſs heart, 
Thy grace its blefſings ſhall impart; 
Strong as the brazen ſhield, thy aid 
Around him caſts its cov ring ſhade. 
B 3 Pſalm 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Or pale Corruption's ſtartled ear 
Thy praiſe within its priſon hear? 


The ſhadcs of all- obſcuring night. 


y theſe the vengeance- breathing Foe, 
IThy mightier terrors taught to know, 


b ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| The beaſts in him their Lord behold 


§ 15. Pſalm 6th, MERRICK. 


O) SPARE me, Lord, nor oer my bead 


The fulneſs of thy vengeance ſhed. 
With pitying eye my weakneſs view, 


Heal my vex'd Soul, my ſtrength renew! | 


And O, if yet my fins demand 
The wiſe corrections of thy hand, 
Yet give my pains their bounds to know, 


And fix a period to my woe. 

Return, great God, return, and fave 
Thy ſervant from the greedy grave. 
Shall Death's long-filent tongue, O ſay, 


The records of thy pow'r diſplay, 


By languor, grief, and care oppreſt, 5 
With groans perpetual heaves my breaſt, 


And tears, in large profuſion ſhed, 


Inceſſant lave my ſleepleſs bed. 
My life, though yet in mid career, 


Bcholds the winter of its year | 
(While clouds of grief around me roll, 


And hoftile ſtorms invade my ſqul) 


| Relentleſs from my cheek each trace 


Of youth and blooming health eraſe, 
And ſpread before my waſting fight 


Hence, ye profane: My Saviour hears ; 
While yet I ſpeak, he wipes my tears, 


Accepts my pray'r, and bids each foe 


With ſhame their vain attempts forego, 
And, ſtruck with horror from on high, 
In wild diforder backward fly, _ 


I 16. Pſalm Stu. MERRICK, 


JMmortal King! through Earth's wide frame 


How great thy honour, praiſe, and name 


Whoſe reign o'er diſtant worlds extends, 


Whoſe glory heav'n's vaſt height tranſcends ! 
From infants Thou canſt ſtrength upraiſe, 
And form their liſping tongues to praiſe : 


In mute aſtoniſhment ſhall ſtand, 


And bow beneath thy conqu'ring hand. 
When, rapt in thought, with wakeful eye 
I view the wonders of the ſky, Es 

Whoſe frame thy fiagers o'cr our head 

In rich magnificence have ſpread, 
The filent Moon, with waxing horn 

Along ch'ethereal region borne; _ 

The Stars with vivid luſtre crown'd, 
That mighty walk their deſtin'd round, 
Lord! What is man, that in thy care 

His humble lot ſhould find a ſhare! 


Or what the Son of Man, that Thou 
Thus to his wants thy ear ſhould bow? 
His rank awhile, by thy decree, | 
Th' Angelic Tribes beneath them fee, 
Till round him thy imparted rays 

With unextinguiſh'd glory blaze. 
Subjected to his fect by thee, 

To Him all Nature bows the knee; 


\% 


Book I, 


The grazing herd, the bleating fold, 
The ſavage race, a countleſs train, 
That range at large th'extended plain, 
The fowls, of various wing, that fly 
O'er the vaſt deſart of the ſky, | 
And all the wat'ry tribes, that glide 
Through paths to human 4 n 
Immortal King! through Earth's wide frame, 


Ho great thy honour, praiſe, and name 


bw 7 ; Pſalm 23d. MERRICK, 


] 9, my Shepherd's hand divine | 


Want ſhall never more be mine, 


In a paſture fair and large - 
He ſhall feed his happy Charge, 

| And my couch with tend'reſt care, 
| *Midfſt the ſpringing graſs prepare. 


When I faint with ſummer's heat, 
He ſhall lead my weary feet 
To the ſtreams that ſtill and flow 


Though the verdant meadow flow. 
| Here my foul anew ſhall frame, 


And, his mercy to proclaim, . 
When through devious paths I ſtray, 


| Teach my ſteps the better way. 
| Though the dreary vale I tread, 


By the ſhades of death o'erfpread; 
| There I walk from terror free, 
While my ev'ry wiſh I ſee 

By thy rod and ſtaff ſupply'd ; 

This my guard, and that my guide. 
While my foes are gazing on, 
Thou thy fav'ring care haſt ſhown ; 
Thou my plenteous board haſt ſpread; 


| Thou with Oil refreſh'd my head; 


Fill'd by Thee, my cup o'erflows; 
For thy Love no limit knows: 
| Conſtant, to my lateſt end, 


This my footſteps ſhall attend, 
| And ſhall bid thy hallow'd Dome 
2 Yield me an eternal home. 


$ 18. P/alm 122d, MERRICK, 


THE feſtal Morn, my God, is come, 
* That calls me to thy honour'd Dome, 


3 Thy preſence to adore: 


My feet the ſummons ſhall attend, 


| With willing ſteps thy Courts aſcend, 


And tread the hallow'd floor. 


Ev'n now to our tranſported eyes 


Fair Hon's tow'rs in proſpeCt riſe; | 


| Within her gates we ſtand, 
And, loſt in wonder and delight, 
Behold her happy Sons unite 


In friendſhip's firmeſt band. 


N 


1 3. . 
Hither from Judah's utmoſt end 
| The Heav'n- protected Tribes aſcend; 


—— —— ——— — —— ͤ wÆü.U— — —iu—ʒ—ñʃÄ—ñ— 1 
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Book I. 
Their off rings hither bring; 
Here, cager to atteſt their joy, 


In hymns of Praiſe their tongues employ, 
And hail th'immortal King. 


TY 
By his Command impell'd, to Her 
Contending Crowds their cauſe refer; 
While Princes from her Throne, 
With equal doom, th'unerring Law 
Diſpenſe, who boaſt their birth to draw 
_— Fefſe's favour'd —_— 


Be Peace by cach implor'd on Thee, 
O Salem, while with bended knee 
To Jacob's God we pray: 
How bleft, who*calls himſelf thy Fri 
Succeſs his labour ſhall attend, 

And ſafety guard his way. 


end! 


| 5 6. = 
O may'f thou, free from hoſtile fear, 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear, 
Nor war's wild waſtes deplore: 
May plenty nigh thee take her ſtand, 
And in thy Courts with laviſh hand 
- Diſtribute all her ſtore. 


Seat of my Friends and Brethren, hail! 
How can my tongue, O Salem, fail 
To blets thy lov'd Abode? _ 

How ceaſe the zeal that in me glows 
Thy good to ſeek, whoſe walls incloſe 
The manſion of my God! _ 


8 19, The 81h Pſalm tranſlated. 1 
KING eternal and divine! 
The world is thine alone: 

Above thefftars thy glories ſhine, 
Above the heav'ns thy throne, 


How far extends thy mighty name 
Where'er the Sun can roll, | 
That ſun thy wonders thall proclaim, 
Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


The infant's tongue ſhall ſpeak thy power, 
And vindicate thy laws ! . 
The tongue that never ſpoke before 


Shall labour in thy cauſe. 


For when lift my thoughts and eyes, 
And view the heav'ns around, 

Von ſtretching waſte of azure ſkies, 
With Stars and Planets crown'd ; 


Who in their dance attend the Moon, 
The empreſs of the night, 
And pour around her filver throne 
Their tributary light ; 


Lord! what is mortal man? that he 

Thy kind regard ſhould ſhare ? 
Vhar is his Son, who claims from thee, 
And challenges thy care 


swift from your golden hinges leap, | 


4 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


| The flocks that through the valley 


— 5 Their King at awful diſtan 


5 g 0 Lord, how far extends thy 


-F $ 20. Pſalm the 24th, paraphraſed. 


2 , 


Next to the bleſt Angelic kind, 
Thy hands created man, 


And this inferior world aſſign'd, 


To dignity his ſpan. 


Him all revere, and all obey 
His delegated reign ; | 
le 
The herds that graze the plain. 


| The furious tiger ſpeeds his flight, 


And trembles at his power; 


; In fear of his Superior might, 


The lions ceaſe to roar. 


| Whatever horrid monſters tread 


The paths b2acath the ſea, 
ce dread, 

And ſullenly obey. _ 

— 

Where er the ſun can roll,, 

That ſun thy wonders ſhall proclaim ; 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


AR as the world can ftretch its bounds, 

The Lord is King of all, 8 
His wonc ' rous power extends around 
The circuit of the ball. wy 


For he within the gloomy deeps 


Its dark foundations caſt, 


| And rear'd the pillars of the earth 


Amid the watery waſte. 


Who ſhall aſcend his Sion's hill, 
And fee Jehovah there? 


4 
IM ho from his ſacred ſhrine ſhall breathe 
CHRISTOPHER PITT. | 


I be ſacrifice of prayer? 


| He only whoſe unſully'd foul 


Fair virtue's paths has trod, 


Who with clean hands and heart regards 


His neighbour and his God. 


| | On him ſhall his indulgent Lord 


Diffuſive bounties thed ; 


| From God his Saviour ſhall deſcend 
All bleſſings on his head. 
| | Of thoſe wha ſeek his righteous ways 


Is this the choſen race, = 
Who baſk in all his bounrcous ſmiles, 


| And flouriſh in his grace. 


Lift up your ſtately heads, ye doors, 


With haſty rev'rence riſe; 
Ye evcrlaſting doors, who guard 


The paſſes of the Kies. 


Your barriers roll away, 
Now throw your blazing portals wide, 
And burſt the gates of day. 


For ſee! the King of Glory comes 


Along th'ethereal road: 
The cherubs through your folds ſhall bear 


The triumph of your God. 


* — 9 2 — — * 
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Who is this great and glorious King? 


| Decides the conqueſt, and ſuſpends 


Lift up your ſtately heads, ye doors, 


His boundleſs 
Bend at his ſhrine, and tremble at his name. 


Rules and controuls the raging of the Sea; 


Me "firs, and bids the liſtening decps obey, : 


We may, unmov'd with fear, enjoy 


Oh! 'tis the Lord, whoſe might 
The balance of the fight. 


With haſty rev'rence riſe; 
Ye everlaſting doors, who guard 
The paſles of the ſkies. 


- Swift from your golden hinges leap, 


Your barners roll away, | 
__ throw your blazing portals wide, 
| And burſt the gates of day. | 


: For ſee ! the King of . comes 


Along th'ethereal roa BS 
The cherubs through your folds ſhall bear 
The triumphs of their God. 


Who i is this great and glorious King? > 
Oh ! *tis the God, whoſe care 

Leads on his Iſrael to the held; 
Whoſe pow'r controuls the War. 


$ 21. Pſalm 29th. Pirr. 


: VE mighty princes, your Oblations bring, 


And pay due honours to your awful King ; 
wer to all the world proclaim, 


For hark ! his voice, with unreſiſted ſway, 


Within due bounds the mighty ocean keeps, 
And in their watery cavern awes the deeps: 
Shook by that voice, the nodding groves around 
Start from their roots, and fly the dreadful und. 
The blaſted cedars low in duſt are laid, 


3 And Lebanon is left without a ſhade. 


See! when he ſpeaks, the lofty mountains crowd, 


And fly for ſhelter from the thundering God: 


Sirion and Lebanon, like hinds, advance, 
And in wild meaſures lead th'unwicldv dance. 


His voice, his mighty voice, divides the fire, 
Back from the blaſt the ſhrinking flames retire. 


Ev'n Cades trembles when Jehovah ſpeaks ; 


Wich all his Savages the deſart ſhakes. 
At the dread ſound the hinds with fear are ſtung, | 
And in the lonely foreſt drop their young: 


While in his hallow'd temple all proclaim- 


His glori tous honours, and adore his name, | 
He bids the din of war be ſtill, 


High o'er the foaming ſurges of the ſea 


He reigns d'er all; for ever laſts his power 


Dill nature ſinks, and time ſhall be no more. 
Wich ftrength the ſans of Iſrael ſhall he bleſs, 


And crown our tribes with happineſs and peace. 


8 22. Pſalm 46% paraphraſed, PITT. 


= O God we build our ſure defence; j 


In God our hope repoſe: 
His hand protects us in the fight, 

And guards us from our woes. 
Then, be tae earth's unwieldy frame 

From its foundations hurl'd, 


The ruins of the world. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
What though the ſolid rocks be rent? 


1 


Book 1, 


In tempeſts whirl'd away? 


What though the hills ſhould burſt _ roots, 


And roll into the Sea ? 


= Thou ſea, with dreadful tumults wel, 


And bid thy waters riſe 


In furious ſurges, till the daſh 


The flood-gates of the ſkies.. 


1 Our minds ſhall he ſerene and calm, 


Like Siloah's peaceful flood ; 


| Whoſe ſoft and filver ſtreams refreſh 


The City of our God, 


| Within the proud delighted waves 


The wanton turrets play ; 


| The fireams lead down their humid wan, - 


Relu&tant to the Sea; 


| Amid the ſcene the temple floats, 


With its reflected towers, 


1 Gilds all the ſurface of the flood, Ns 


And dances to the ſhores. 


| With wonder ſee what mighty pow er 


Our ſacred Sion chears, 


Lo! there, amidſt her ſtately watts. | 


Her God, her God appears. 


Fixt on her baſis we ſhall ſtand, 
And, innocently proud, 


5 Smile on the tumults of the w orld, 


Beneath the wings of God. 


| Sce! how their weakneſs to proclaim, 


The heathen tribes engage 


| See! how with fruitleſs wrath they burn, | 


And impotence of rage 


| But God has ſpoke; apd lo! the world, 


His terrors to diſp 


| With all the melting globe of earth, 


Drops ſilently away. 


| Still to the mighty Lord of hoſts 


Securely we reſort ; 


| For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 


Our ſuccour and ſupport. | 


Hither, 3 numerous nations, crowd, 


In filent rapture ſtand, 


| And ſee o'er all the earth diſplay'd | 


The wonders of his hand. 


And all its tumults ceaſe; 


| | He bids the guiltleſs trumpet found | 


The harmony of peace. 


He breaks the tough reluctant bow, 


He burſts the brazen ſpear ; 


| And in the crackling fire his hand 


_ Conſumes the blazing car, 


Hear then his formidable voice, 


« Be till and know the Lord; 


| cc By all the heathen I'll be fear'd; 


„By all the earth ador'd.” 


Still to the mighty Lord of hoſts 
—_— we reſort ; 


| For refuge fly to Jacob's God ! 


Our ſuccour and ſupport, - 


Pſalm _ 
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$ 23. Pſalm goth paraphraſed. Pir r. 

Hu hand, O Lord, through rolling years 
T Has ſav'd us from deſpair, Hs 
From period down to period ſtretch d 
| The proſpects of thy care. 

fore the world was firſt congeiv'd, 
1 "Before the pregnant — . 


Call'd forth the Mountains from her womb, | | 
Nov the bleſt years of joy reſtore, 


Who ſtruggled to their birth; _ 
Eternal God ! thy early days 
Beyond duration run, 5 
Ere the firſt race of ſtartling time 
Was meaſur'd by the Sun. 
We die; but future nations hear 
Thy potent voice again, 
Riſe at the ſummons, and reſtore 
ke, eriſh'd race of man; 
Before thy comprehenſive ſight, 
Duration fleets away; 
And rapid ages on the wing, 
Fly ſwitter than a day. 
As great Jehovah's piercing eyes 
c 
The longeſt æra is a night; 
A period is an hour. 
We at thy mighty call, O Lord, 
Our fancy'd beings leave, 3 
of life, 


Rouz'd from the flattering dream 
To ſleep within the grave. 
Swift from their barrier to their goal 
I The rapid moments paſs, | 
And leave poor man, for whom they run, 
The emblem of the graſs. 
Ja the firſt morn of life it grows, 
| And lifts its verdant head; 
At noon decays, at evening dies, 
And — 2 in the mead. 
We in the glories of thy face 
Oiur ſecret fins ſurvey, 5 
And ſec how gloomy thoſe appear; 
Hou pure and radiant they. 
To death as our appointed goal 
| Thy anger drives us on; 
To that full period fix'd at length 
Inhis tale of life is done, CN 
Wich winged ſpeed, to ſtated bounds 
And limits we muſt fly, Wn: 
While ſeventy rolling ſuns complete 
Their circles in the ſky. 
Or if ten more around us roll, 
is labour, woe, and ſtrife, 
Till we at length are quite drawn down 
: To the laſt dregs of life. _ 
But who, O Lord, regards thy wrath, 
Though dreadful and ſevere ? 
That wrath, whatever fear he feels, 
Is equal to his fear. 
So teach us, Lord, to count our days, 
Aud eye their conſtant race, 
To meaſure what we want in time, 
By wiſdom and by grace. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


8 Then our whole courſe of life will 


| And with one pleaſant 


| 


Led by his arm, undaunted I appear 


He 
He held his ample buck ler o'er my head, 


=, And teach my willing ſubjects to obey. 


| 


| Soon as his rapid wheels Jchovah rolls, 


þ 


| And 


With us repent, and on our hearts 
Thy chai iceſt graces ſhed, 
ſhow'r from thy celeſtial throne 

Thy bleffings on our head. 


pri 


 ] Oh! may thy mercy crown us here, 


And come without delay; o 
One glad triumphant day. | 


For thoſe of grief and ſtrife, 
allay 


The bitter draught of life. 1 


I Thy wonders to the world diſplay, 
| Thy ſervants to adorn, 


> 


| That may delight their future ſons, 
TY > And chil ren yet unborn; 
| Thy beams of Majeſty diffuſe; 


With them thy great commands, 


And bid proſperity attend 


- The labours of our hands. | 


$ 24. Pſalm 144th paraphraſed. Pirr. 
Y ſoul, in raptures riſe to bleſs the Lord. 
Who taught my hands to draw thefatal ſwordʒ 


In the firſt ranks of death, and front of war. 
He taught me firſt the pointed ſpear to wield, 


And mow the glorious harveſt of the field. 
By himinſpir'd, from ſtrength toſtrength I paſt, 


Plung'd through the troops, and laid the battle 
In him my hopes I center and repoſe, [ waſte. 
guards my life, and ſhields me from my foes. 


And ſcreen'd metrembling in the mighty thade : 


I ͤAgainſt all hoſtile violence and power, 2 
I He was my ſword, my bulwark, and my tower. 


He o'er my people will maintain my ſway, 


Lord! whatis man, of vile and humble birth, 


| Sprung with his kindred reptiles from the earth, 

That he ſhould thus thy ſecret counſels ſhare > 
| Or what his ſon, who challenges thy care? 

: wy does thine eye regard this nothing, man? 


His life a point, his meaſure but a ſpan! 


| The fancy'd pageant of a moment made, 


Swift as a dream, and fleeting as a ſhade.  _ 
Come in thy power, and leaveth'ethercal plain, 
And to thy harneſs'd tempeſt give the rein; 
Von ftarry arch ſhall bend beneath the load, 
So load the chariot, and ſo great the God 


The folding ſkies ſhall tremble to the poles : 
Heaven's gaudy axle with the world ſhall fall, 
Leap from the centre, and unhinge the ball. 
_ Touch'd by thy hands, thelab'ring hills expire» 


Thick clouds of ſmoke, and deluges of fire; 
| On the tall groves the red deſtroyer | 


YS, 


And wraps th'eternal mountains in the blaze: 
Full on my foes may all thy lightnings fly, 


On purple pinions through the gloony ſky. - 
Extend thy hand, thou kind tes God, 


| Down from the heaven of heavens, thy bright 
And 


E 


When death ſtew raging, 


From all the riſing tumult of the war. 
Againſt ſtrange children vindicate my cauſe, 
Who curſe thy name, and trample on thy laws; 
That our fair ſons may ſmile in early bloom, 
Our tons, the hopes of all our years to come: 
Like plants that nurs'd by foſtering ſhowers ariſe, 
And lift their ſpreading honours to the Kies; 
That our chaſte daughters may their charms | 


5 Of ſuch unbounded happineſs poſſeſs'd, 
To whom Jehovah's ſacred name is known, 
| Who claim the God of Iſrael for their own. = 


| J% curs'd his birth, and bade his curſes flow 


May the clouds frown, and livid 


1 
| 
| 


' ts ny 


Againſt ftrange children vindicate my cauſe, 
Who curſe thy name, and trample on thy laws; 
Who fear not vengeance which they never felt, 


Train'd to blaſpheme, and eloquent in guilt: 
Their hands are impious, and theirdeeds profane; 
They plead their boaſted innocence in vain. 
Thy name ſhall dwell for ever on my tongue, 
And guide the ſacred numbers of my ſong; 
To Thee my Muſe ſhall conſecrate her lays, 
And every note ſhall labour in thy praiſe; 
The hallow'd theme ſhall teach me how to ſing, 
| Swell on the lyre, and tremble on the ftring. 
the monarch led, 


Oft has thy hand from fight | 
and the battle bled; 
And ſnatch'd thy ſervant, in the laſt deſpair, 


diſplav, 


Polith'd, and tall, and ſmooth, and fair as they. - 


Pil'd up with plenty let our barns appear, 
And burk with all the Seaſons of the Year; 
Let pregnant flocks in ev'ry quarter bleat, 
And drop their tender young in ev'ry ſtreet. 
Safe from their labours may our oxen come, 


Safe may they bring the yather'd ſummer home. 
Oh! may no ſighs, no ſtreams of ſorrow flow, 


To ſtain our triumphs with the tears of woe. 


 Blefv'd is the nation, how fincerely bleſs'd! 


$ 25. The 3d Chapter of Job. Pirr. 


In words of grief, and eloquence of woe; 


| Loft be that day which dragg'd me to my doom, 
Recent to life, and ſtruggling from the womb ; | 
— Whoſe beams with ſuch malignant luſtre ſhone, 

Whence all my years in anxious circles run. 
Loft be that night in undetermin'd ſpace, 


And veil with deeper ſhades her gloomy face, 


Which crowded up with woes this flender ſpan, 
While the dull mafs roſe quick'ning into man. 


Over that curs'd day let fable darkneſs riſe, 
Shroud the blue vault, and blacken all the ſkies; 
May God o'erlook it from his heavenly throne, 
Nor rouze from fleep the ſedentary fun 
Over its dark face, to ſhed his genial ray, 
And warm to joy the melancholy day. 

poiſons breathe, | 
Andftain heaven's azure with the ſhade of death. 
May ten - fold darkneſs, from that dreadful 


night 
Seize and arreſt che ſtraggling gleams of light: 


ee. EXTRACTS, 


And ſhield me from my foes, whoſetowering pride 
Lors like a ſtorm, and gathers like a tide : 


| And aw'd the trembling nations 
Afflicted Job an equal reſt muſt have, 


N 


Doo ſr 
To pay due Vengeance far its fatal crime, 


Still be it baniſh'd from the train of time; 


Nor in the radiant liſt of months appear, 
To ſtain the ſhining circle of the Year : 


| roam , 3 5 
There may no ray, no glimpſe of gladnefs come; | 
oom 


| There through her duſky range may _ | | 


No voice to cheer the ſolita 


May every ſtar his gaudy light with-hold, 


| Nor through the vapour ſhoot his beamy gold; 


Nor let the dawn with radiant ſkirts come on, 


{ Tipp'd with the glories of the riſing fun; 


Becauſe that dreadful period fix'd my doom, 
Nor ſeal'd the dark receſſes of the womb. 
To that original my ills I owe; 

Heir of affliftion, and the ſon of woe. 


| Oh! had I dy'd unexercis'd in pain, 
And wak'd to life, to ſleep in death again 


Why did not Fate attend me at my birth, 
And give me back to my congenial earth? 


| Why was I, when an infant, ſooth'd to reft, 


Lull'd on the knee, or hung upon the breaſt? = 
For now the grave would all my cares compoſe, 
Conceal my ſorrows, and inter my woes: 1 
There wrapp'dand lock d within his cold embrace, 
Safe had I flumber'd in the arms of peace; | 


| There with the mighty kings, who lie inroll'd f 


In clouds of incenſe, and in beds of gold: 
There with the princes, who in grandeur ſhone, 
m the throne, 


And ſhare the dark retirement of the grave; 


Or as a ſhapeleſs Embryo ſeek the tomb, 


Rude and imperfect from the abortive womb : 

Ere motion's early principle began, 

Or the dim ſubſtance kindled into man. [ceaſe, 
There from their monſtrous crimes the wicked 


| Their labouring guilt is weary'd into peace ; 


Stretch'd with his lord, the undiſtinguiſh'd ſlave þ 
Enjoys the common refuge of the grave. 

An equal lot the mighty Victor ſhares, 

And hes amidſt the captives of his wars; 
With his, thoſe captives mingle their remains, 
The fame in death, nor leflen'd by their chains. 


There blended fleep the coward and the brave; } | 


| Why are we doom'd to view the yrs ray ! 
t 


Why curſt to bear the painful light of day! 
O! with what joy the wretches yield their breath! 
And pant in bitterneſs of foul for death ! 
As a rich prize, the diſtant bliſs they crave, 
And find the glorious treaſure in the grave. 
Why is the wretch condemn'd without relief 
To combat woe, and tread the round of grief, 
Whom in the toils of Fate his God has bound, 
And drawn the line of Miſcries around ? 

When nature calls for aid, my fighs intrude ; 


| My tears prevent my neceſſary food: | 
Like a full ſtream o'ercharg'd, my ſorrows flow 
In burſts of anguiſh, and a tide of woe; 

For now the dire affliftion which I fled, _ 


Pours like a roaring torrent on my head. 

My terrors ſtillthe Mentors view'd, and wrought 
The dreadful image into every thought : 

At length piuck'd down, the fatal ſtroke I feel, 
And loſe the fancy'd in the real ill. _ 


1 


— 
$ 26. Ne 25th Chapter of Job paraphraſed. | 


| PITT. 

Hen will vainman complain and murmur ſtill? 
T And ſtand on terms with his Creator's will? 
Shall this high privilege to clay be given? 
Shall duſt arraign the providence of Heaven? 
With reaſon's line the boundleſs diſtance ſcan ? 
Oppoſe heaven's awful Majeſty to man | 
To what a length his vaſt dimenſions run ! 
How far beyond the journies of the ſun ! 
He hung yon golden balls of light on high, 
And launch'd the planets through the liquid ſky : 
To rolling worlds he mark'd the certain ſpace, 
Fixt and fuftain'd the elemental peace. 


Unnumber'd as thoſe worlds his armies move, | La 


And the gay legions guard his realms above 
High nk abezal plains the myriads riſe, 
And pour their flaming ranks along the ſkies : 
From their bright arms inceſſant ſplendors ſtream, 
And the wide azure kindles with the gleam. 
To this low world he bids the light repair, 
Down through the gulphs of undulating air: 
For man he taught the glorious ſun to roll, 
From his bright barrier to his weſtern goal. 
How then ſhall man, thus inſolently proud, 
Plcad with his Judge, and combat with his God? 
How from his mortal mother can he come, 
Unſtain'd from fin, untinctur'd from the womb? 
The Lord from his ſublime empyreal throne, 
As a dark globe, regards the ſilver moon. 
Thoſe ftars, that grace the wide celeſtial plain, 
Are but the humbleſt ſweepings of his train; 
Dim are the brighteſt ſplendors of the ſky ; 
And the ſun darkens in Jehovah's eye. 

But does not fin diffuſe a fouler ſtain, 
And thicker darkneſs cloud the foul of man 
Shall he the depths of endleſs wiſdom know ? 
This ſhort-liv'd ſovereign of the world below ?. 
His frail original confounds his boaſt, ( duſt. 
Sprung from the ground, and quicken'd from the 


5 27. The Song of Moſes, in the Fifteenth Chap- 
ter of Exodus, paraphraſed. P!TT. 
THEN to the Lord, the vaſt triumphant throng 

Of Iſrael's ſons, with Moſes, rais'd the ſong. 
To God our grateful accents will we raiſe, | 
And every tongue ſhall celebrate his praiſe : 
Behold diſplay'd the wonders of his might; 
Behold the Lord triumphant in the fight ! 
— what immortal fame and glory grac'd ! 


hat trophies rais'd amid the m_ waſte ! 
How did his power the ſteeds and riders ſweep, - | 


— ph'd in heaps, andwhelm'd beneath the deep? 
Whom ſhould we fear, while he, heav'n's awful 
Unſheaths for Iſrael his avenging ſword ? ¶ Lord, 
His outſtretch'd arm, and tutelary care, 
Guarded and ſav'd us in the laſt deſpair : 

His mercy eas'd us from our circling pains, 
Unbound our ſhackles, and unlock'd our chains. 
To him our God, our father's God, I'll rear 

A ſacred temple, and adore him there | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


| To cruſh that day th d 

Struck by that hand * drooping ſquadrons fall, 
_ | Crowding in death; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 
Soon as thy anger, charg'd with vengeance came, 
They ſunk like ſtubble cracking in the flame. 


crowd, 


| Congeal'd with fear attends the wate 


| 


| Or who oppoſe his miracles to thine ? 


= —U — —— — — — * 


The Lord commands in war; his matchlefs 
might * 
Hangs out and guides the balance of the fight: 
By him the war the mighty leaders form, 
And teach the hovering tumult where to ſtorm. 

His name, O Iſrael, heav'n's eternal 


|. For ever honour'd, reverenc'd, and ador d. 
When to the fight from Egypr's fruitful ſoil, 
_ | Pour'd forth in myriads all the ſons of Nile; 
The Lord o' erthrew the courſer and the car, 
Sunk Pharaoh's pride, and o'erwhelm'd his war. 
Beneath th encumber'd deeps his legions lay, 


| b 


For many a league impurpling all the ſea : 
The chiefs, and ſteeds, and warriors whirl'd 
around, 3 5 
midſt the roarings 
ho ſhall th 

withſtand, | „ 
check the force of thy victorious hand ? 


of che ſurges drown'd, 


And 


— 


y power, thou mighty God, 


Thy hand, which red with wrath in terror roſe, 


proud Egyptian foes. 


At thy dread voice the ſummon'd billows 


＋ 


And a ſtill ſilence lulls the wondering flodd. 


| Rold up, the cryſtal ridges ſtrike the ſxies, 


Waves peep o'er waves, and ſeas o'er ſeas ariſe, 


Around in heaps the liſtening ſurges ſtand, 
Mute and obſervant of the high command, 
train, 
Rous'd from the ſecret chambers of t main. 

With ſavage joy the ſons of Egypt cry'd 


This ſervile nation, Ty3---. 


began the fi 
* with a ſtronger fed the bluſhing flood. 
Oh ! what a copious prey their hoſts afford, 
To glut and fatten the devouring ſword! _ 
As thus the yawning gulf the boaſters paſs'd, 


(Vaſt were their hopes, and boundleſs was their 
| Let us purſue thoſe fugitives of Nile, pride) 


And ſpread fo wide theflaughter, till their blood | 


At thy command ruſh'd forth the rapid blaſt. 


And now the diſentangled waves divide, 


| Then, at the ſignal given, with dreadful ſway, E 
In one huge heap roll'd down the roaring ſea; 


Unlock their folds, and thaw the frozen tide. 


The deeps alarm'd, call terribly from far 

The loud embattled ſurges to the war; 

Till her proud ſons aſtoniſh'd Egypt found 

Cover'd with billows, and in tempeſts drown'd. 
What God can emulate thy power divine, 


When joyful we adore thy glorious name, 

Thy trembling foes confeſs their fear and ſhame. 
The world attends thy abſolute command, 
And nature waits the wonders of thine hand. 
That hand, extended o'er the ſwelling lea, 

The conſcious billows rev'rence and obey, 

O'er the devoted race the ſurges ſweep, 


| And whelm the guilty nation in the deep. 


That hand redeem'd us from our ſervile toil, * 
And each inſulting tyrant of the Nile: X 


With vows and incenſe, ſacrifice and prayer. 


Our nation came beneath that mighty hand, 


From Egypt's realms to Cauaan's ſacred land. 
Thou 


/ 


w _— 
Xe. - 


— 4. 


| Yet dim and undigeſted, till the mind, 
Big with the tender images, expands, 
And, ſwelling, labours with th'ideal birth. 


And ſtarted into life: through every part, 


ThouwerttheirGuide theirSaviour,andtheirGod, 


Jo {mooth the way, and clear the dreadful road. 


The diftant kmgdoms ſhall thy wonders hear, 


The fierce Philiſtines ſhall confeſs their fear; 
Thy fame ſhall over Edom's princes ſpread, 
And Moab's kings, the univerſal dread ; 
While the yaſt ſcenes of miracles impart 
A thrilling horror to the braveſt heart. 
As through the world the gathering terror runs, 
_ Canaan ſhall ſhrink, and tremble for his ſons, 
Till thou haſt Jacob from his bondage brought, 
Ar ſuch a vaſt expence of wonders bought, | 
_ To Canaan's promis'd realms and bleſt abodes, 
Led through the dark receſſes of the floods. 
_ Crown'd with their tribes ſha]l proud Moriah riſe, 
And rear his ſummit nearer to the ſkies. 


- Through ages, Lord, ſhall ſtretch thy bound- 


leſs power, | 


Thy throne ſhall ſtand whentime ſhall be no more: 
For Pharaoh's ſteeds, and cars, and warlike train, 
Leap'd in, and boldly rang'd the fandy plain, 
While in the dreadful road and defart way, 
The thining crowds of gaſping fiſhes lay: 
Dill, all around with liquid toils beſet, | 
The Jord ſwept o'er their heads the watery net. 


He freed the ocean from his ſecret chain, 
And on cach hand diſcharg'd the thundering main. 
The looſen'd billows burſt from every ſide, 


And whelm the war and warriors in the tide; 
But on each hand the ſolid billows ftood, 

Like loftv mounds to check the raging flood ; 
Till the bleſt race to promis'd Canaan paſt 

O'er the dry path, and trod rhe watery waſte, 


8 28. The 139th P/aln: paraphraſed, Pitt. 


2 O DREAD Jehovah! thy ali-piercing eycs 


Explore the motions of this mortal frame, 
This tenement of duſt : Thy firetching fight 
Surveys th'harmonious principles, that move 
In beauteous rank and order, to inform 


This caſk, and animated mals of clay. _ 
Nor are the proſpects of thy wond'rous fight 
To this terreſtrial part of man confin'd; 
But ſhoot into his ſoul, and there diſcern 


The ſirſt materials of unfaſhion'd thought; 


Where'er I move, thy cares purſue my feet 


Attendant. When 1 drink the dews of ficep, 
Stretch'd on my downy bed, and there enjoy 


A tweet forgetfulneſs of all my toils, 


Wafts all the rerrors of my dreams awav, 
Sooths all my foul, and ſoftens my repoſe, 
Before conception can employ the tongue, 
And mould the ductile images to found ; 
Refore imagination ſtands diſplay'd, 
Thine eye the future cloquence can read, 
Vet unarray*d with ſpeech. Thou, mighty Lord! 
Halt moulded man from his congenial duft, _ 
And ſpoke him into being: while the clav, 
Beacath thy forming hand, lcap'd forth, inſpir'd, 
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| 


I ſtartle at myſelf. - 


At thy command, the wheels of motion play'd, 
But ſuch exalted knowledge leaves below, 


| And drops poor man from its ſuperiar ſphere. 7 


In vain, with reafon's ballaſt, would he try 
To ſtem th'unfathomable depth; his bark 


| O'erſets, and founders in the vaſt abyſs. 
[Then whither ſhall the rapid fancy run, 
Though in its full career, to ſpeed my flight 

From thy unbounded preſence ? which, alone, 


Fills all the regions and extended fpace 


— 


Shall my unrein'd imagination rove, 


| Beyond the bounds of nature! Whither, Lord“ 


| To leave behind thy Spirit, and outfly [ ſpread, 

Its influence, which, with brooding wings out- 
Hatch'd unfledg'd nature from the dark profound. 

If mounted on my tow'ring thoughts I climb 
Into the heaven of hcavens, I there behold _ 


The blaze of thy unclouded Majeſty ! 
In the pure empyrean thee I view, ks 
High thron'd above all height, thy radiant ſhrine, 


| Throng'd with the proſtrate Seraphs, who receive 
| Beatitude paſt utterance ! If I plunge ! 


Down to the gloom of Tartarus profound, 
There too I find thee, in the loweft bounds 
Of Erebus, and read thee in the ſcenes 
Of complicated wrath : I ſee thee clad 

In all the majefty of darkneſs there. 
If, on the ruddy morning's purple wings 
Upborne, with indefatigable — „ 
I feck the glowing borders of the eaſt, 


With his firſt glories gilds the ſparkling ſeas, 


And trembles o'erthe waves; ev*n there thy hand 
Shall through the watery deſart guide my courſe, 


And o'er the broken ſurges pave my way, 
While on the dreadful whirls I hang ſecure, 
And mock the warring occan. If, with hopes 


As fond as falſe, the darkneſs I expect h 
To hide, and wrap me in its mantling ſhade, 


Vain were the thought; for thy unbounded ken 
Darts thro? the thick'ning gloom, and pries thro? 
The palpable obſcure. * Before thy eves [all 


And kindles into day: the ſhade and light 


| To man ftill various, but the ſame to thee. | - 


On thee is all the ſtructure of my frame 


| Dependant. Lock'd within the filent womb, 
| Sleeping I lay, and rip'ning to my hirth; _ 
Yet, Lord, thy outſtretch'd arm preſerv'd me there; 


* 


| Before I mov'd to entity, and trod 


The verge of being. To thy hallow'd name 


I'll pay due honours; for thy mighty hand 
Built this corporeal fabric, when it laid 
Unſeen, thy ſor'reign preſence guards my ſlcep, 


The ground-work of exiſtence. Hence I read 
The wonders of thy art. This frame I view 
"With terror and delight; and, wrapt in both, 
bones, unform'd _. 
As vet, nor hardening from the viſcous parts, 
But blended with thiunanimated maſs, © 
Thy eye diſtinctly view'd; and, while I la 
Within the earth, imperfect, nor vereetv'd. a 
| The firſt faint dawn of life, with caſe ſurvey'd 


The vital glimmerings of the active ſeeds, 


My ſubſtance ſcarce material. In thy book 


Juſt kindling to exiſtence, and beheld 


3 Was 


Book © 


Where the bright ſun, emergent from the deeps, 


The vanquiſhꝰd night throws off herduſkyſhrowd, 


How dear, how rooted in my inmoſt ſoul, 


All that imagination er conceiv'd : 


And mock thy ling ring thunder which withholds 


Thou great tremendous GOD ;—Avaunt, and | 


See if a flaw or ſtain of ſin infeCts 


FS 29. Ar Hymn to the Supreme Being. An Inu- 


W | W. hich not the heav'a of heav'ns, nor boundleſs | Waye in the ſtarry vault, and emulate the ſkies, 


He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day; | 
Firſt, faireſt offspring of th'omnific word! _ 


To wing his ſounding chariot thro! the ky, 


Aud bade its centre reſt for ever ſtrong ; 
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Was the fair model of this ſtructure drawn, 
Where every part, in juſt connection join'd, 
Compos'd and perfetted th'harmonious piece, 
Ere the dim ſpeck of being learn'd to ſtretch 
Its ductile form, or entity had known 

To range and wanton in an ampler ſpace. 


— 


Are all thy counſels, and the various ways 

Of thy eternal providence ! the ſum 
So boundleſs and immenſe, it leaves behind 
The low account of numbers, and outflics 


Leſs numerous are the ſands that crowd the ſhores, 
The barriers of the ocean. When I riſe 
From my ſoft bed, and ſofter joys of ſleep, 
I riſe to thee. Vet lo! the impious flight | 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the ſons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand, 


Its forky terrors from their guilty heads? [fly | 


All ye who thirſt for blood!--for,{wol'nwithpride, | 
Each haughty wretch blaſphemes thy ſaered name, | 
And bellows his reproaches to aſfront 
Thy glorious Majeſty. Thy foes I hate 

Worſe than my own. O Lord ! explore my ſoul! 
My guilty thoughts; then, lead me in the way 
That guides my feet to thy own heaven and thee. 


tation of the rogth Pſalm. BLACKLOCK. | 
. Quid prius dicam ſolitis parentis _© 
Laudibus ? qui res hominum ac deorum, 
Di mare & terras, variiſque mundum 
_ Temperat horis ? Hon. 
RISE, my ſoul ! on wings ſeraphic riſe! 
X And praiſe th'almighty Sov'reign of the ſkies; 
In whom alone eſſential glory ſhines, _ 


TJ _ SY „ 
When darkneſs rul'd with univerſal ſway, 


Which like a garment cloath'd its foy'reign Lord. 


On liquid air he bade the columns riſe, 


That prop the ſtarry concave of the ſkies ; 


Diffus'd the blue expanſe from pole to pole, 


And fpread circumfluent zther round the whole. | 
Soon as he bids impetuous tempeſts fly, 


Itapetuous tempeſts the command obey, 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep tWactrial way, 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on 
Unnumber'd haſts of radiant heralds fly [high, 
From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfin'd, 
As lightning ſwift, reſiſtleſs as the wind. 

In ambient air this pond'rous ball he hung, 


Heav'n, air, and fea, with all their ſtorms, in vain 
Aſſault the baſis of the firm machine. 
At thy almighty voice old Ocean raves, 


| It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore. 
| By him, from mountains cloath'd in lucid ſnow, 
| Through fertile vales and mazy rivers flow; 


| Each feather'd warbler tunes his various lay: 


{ Swift vegetation clothes the ſmiling plain : 
| Nature profuſely good, with bliſs o'erflows, 


| And yield the grazing herd exuberant ſupply. - 


| Howl thro” the ſpacious waſte, and chace we 


| Here ſtalks the ſhaggy monarch of the woo 
Taught from thy providence to ak his food! 


Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 
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Nature hes mantled in a wat'ry robe, 


And ſhorelefs billows revel round the globe: 


| O'er higheſt hills the higher ſurges riſe, 


Mix with the clouds; and meet the fluid ſkies. 
But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n, 


| That thook th'eternal firmament of heav'n; 
The grand rebuke th'affrighted waves obey, 
And in confuſion ſcour their uncouth way z 

| And poſting rapid to the place decreed, 1 
W .ind down the hills, and ſweep the humble mead. 
Rcluctant in their bounds the waves ſublide; 
The bounds, impervious to the laſhing tide, 


Reſtrain its rage; whilſ with inceſſant roar, | 


Here the wild horſe, unconſcious of the rein, 
That revels boundleſs o'er the wide campaign, 
Imbibes the filver ſurge, with heat oppreſt, 

To cool the fever of his glowing breaſt. [pride, 

Here riſing boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's 
Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide; 
While, gently perching on the leafy ſpray, 


And, while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, 
Creation echoes to the grateful found, - 
Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends ; 
Its tinCtures brighten, and its arch extends: 

At the glad ſign the airy conduits flow, | 
Soften the hills, and cheer the meads below: 

By genial fervour and prolific rain, 


And ſtill is pregnant, tho?” ſhe ſtill beftows. 
Here verdant paſtures wide extended lie, 


Luxuriant waving in the wanton air, | 

Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care: 
Here vines mature with freſh carnation glow, 
And hrav'n above diffuſes heav'n below. 

Erect and tall her mountain cedars rite, 


Here the wing'd crowd that ſkim the yielding 

With artful toil their little domes prepare; air,, 

Here hatch their tender young, and nurſe the 
: riſing care. 5 1 


Up the ſeep hill aſcends the nimble doe, | ] 


While timid conies ſcour the plains below, 


Or in the pendant rock clude the ſcenting foe. 
He bade the ſilver majeſty of night | 

Revolve her circles, and increaſe her light; 

Aſſign'd a province to each rolling ſphere, 

And taught the ſun to regulate the year. 

At his command, widg hov'ring o'er the plain, 

Primæval night reſumes her gloom reign: 


Then from their dens, impatient of delay, 


The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, } 3 
frighted prey. 


i 


To thee, O Father, to thy bounteous ſkies, 
He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eves; 
He roars; the deſart trembles wide around, 
And repercuſſive hills repeat the ſound, 


1 


Laborious man with mod' rate ſlumber bleſt, N 


How perfect then muſt the great Parent ſhine, 
Who, with one act of energy divine, 
Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the defign !” 


Unbounded goodneſs riſes to my view: 
Exhauſtleſs bounty and unwearied care 
And circles nature with a kind embrace. 


Thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhow : 
| Here multitudes of various beings ftray, 
| Crowd the profound, or on the ſurface play: 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore, 


Hence meagre want expell'd, and — ſtrife, 
e; | 


Hence ſocial union — from ſoul to ſoul, 
And India joins in 


Enormous fails incumbent o'er 
An animated ile ! and in his way, 
Daſhes to heav*n's blue arch the foamy ſea : 
When ſkies and ocean mingle ſtorm and flame, 

Portending inſtant wreck to nature's frame, 


The vo 
And while the watchful elements engage, 
Foments with horrid ſport the tempeſt's rage. 


To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes; 

For them thou open'ſt thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
Till the capacious with can graſp no more. 

hut, if one moment thou thy face ſnould'ſt hide, 
Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny'd, X 
Then widaw'd nature veils her mournful eyes, 


Wide ver the nations ſpreads his diſmal reign; 
| Reviv'd creation lifts her cheerful head; 


And heav'n and earth reſound their Maker's 
When time ſhall in eternity be loſt, 
And hoary nature —_—_— into duſt, 


14 


And joyful nature hails the op'ning morn : 
The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 
Fly to their ſhelters, and forget their prey. 
Springs cheerful to his toil from downy reſt; 
Till grateful evening, with her argent train, 
Bids labour ceaſe, and eaſe the weary ſwain. 


How various all, how variouſly endow'd, 
How great their number, and each part how good 


n 


Where'er the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts pur- 
__ fue, 
Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare; : 


Extends thro” all th'infinitude of ſpace, 
The azure kingdoms of the deep below, 


And ev'ry product waft from ſhore to ſhore ; 


For the mild charms of cultivated li | 
iendſhip with the pole. 
Here the huge potent of the ſcaly train 
e main, 8 


Pleas'd in the ſcene, he mocks with conſcious 
| ride 8 | 8 5 
ſiey d lightning and the ſurging tide; 


{ 


All theſe thy watchful providence ſupplies, 


And vents her grief in univerſal cries : 
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 


Sea, earth, and air the boundleſs ravage mourn, 
And all their hoſts to native duſt return. 
But when again thy glory is difplay'd, 


New riſing forms thy potent ſiniles obey, 


And life rekindles at the genial ray : 
United thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, ſ[praiſe. 


For ever young, thy glory tha!l remain, 
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Z Now orient gems the caſtern ſkies adorn, 


a 


And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 
In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ftormg 
Around Thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt rull'd, 
Majeſtic darkneſs ! On the whirlwind's wing, 
| Riding ſublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 
| And humbleſt nature with th 


| 


Thou from the regions of eternal day, 


| Vieweſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey : 
Pleas'd thou behold'ſ the whole propenſely tend 


To | + way happineſs, its glorious end. 
I 


thou to earth but turn = wrathful eyes, 7 
| Her baſis trembles, and her o pe 

Thou ſmit'ſt the hills, and at th Almighty blow, 
Their ſummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 
Hail ſov'reign goodneſs! all · productive mind! 
On all thy works thyſelf inſcrib'd we find: 


pring dies : 


While this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame 


| | Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame, 


To thee my ardent praiſes ſhall be borne 


On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn; 


The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 

And nature in full choir ſhall join around. 

When full of thee my foul excurfive flies 
Thro'ꝰ earth, air, ocean, or thy ſkies; 


From world to world, new wonders ſtill I find, 


And all the Godhead flaſhes on my mind. 


To the deep boſom of eternal night, 
To thee my ſoul ſhall endleſs praiſes pay; 


| Join, men and angels, join th'exalted lay! 


| $ 30. A Hymn on the Seaſons. THOMSON. 


1 THESsE, as they change, Almighty Father, theſe 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 


Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 


Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſmiles; 
And every ſenſe and every heart is joy. 

Then comes thy glory 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy ſun 


| Shoots full perfection thro? the ſwelling year: 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks, 


And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 


By brooksand groves, in hollow-whiſp'ring gales. 


Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 


Myſterious round ! what ſkill, what force divine, 
Deep-felt, in theſe appear ! a ſimple train, 


Vet fo delightful mix d, with ſuch kind art, 


Such beauty and beneficence combin'd ; 


| Shade, unperceiv'd, fo ſoftening into ſhade ; 


And all fo forming an harmonious whole, 
That as they ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 
But wandering oft, with rude unconſcious gaze, 


Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 


That, ever mw wheels the filent ſpheres ; 
Works in the fecret deep; ſhoots ſteaming thenee 


| The fair profuſion that o'erſpreads the ſpring, 


Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day; 


Feeds ev'ry creature; hurls the tempeſt forth, 


And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 
Nature, attend! join, every living ſoul 


Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign, 


In adoration join; aad ardent raiſe 
| nga | 


Beneath the ſpacious temple of the iky, 
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When wing'd with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take its 
[flight 


B 
Py 
5 


Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; | 


in the Summer months, 


northern blaſt. _ 
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One general ſong ! To him, ye vocal gales, | 
Breatheſoft, whoſe ſpirit in your freſkneſsbreathes: 
Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms, „„ 
Where v'er the rock the ſcarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown ſhade with a religious awe ! | 
And ye, whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 
Who ſhake tlaſtoniſh'd world, lift high toheav'n 
Th'impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rag þ 
His praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills ; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. Te 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound; 
Ye ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou majeſtic main, 
A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 
Sound his ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 
So roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
In mingled. clouds to Him, whoſe ſun cxalts, 
Whoſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil 
_ 1 
| Ye foreſts bend, ye harveſts wave, to Hm; 
Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 
As home he gocs beneath the joyous moon. 
Ye that keep watch in heav'n, as earth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt heams, 
Ye conſtellations, while your angels ſtrike, 
Amid the ſpangled ſky, the filver lyre. 
Great ſource of day ! bleſt image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide,  _ 
From world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with every beam his praiſe. 
The thunder rolls: he huſh'd the proſtrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hymn. 
Blcat out afreſh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 
Retain the ſound : the broad reſponſive lowe, 
Ye vallies, raiſe; for the Great Shepherd reigns ; 
And his &2ſufering kingdom yet will come, 
Ye woodlands all awake : a boundleſs ſong 
Burſt from the groves! and when the reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, * 
Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela, charm 
The liſtening ſhades, and teach the night his praiſe. 
Ye chief for whom the whole creation ſmiles; 
At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all, 
| Crown the great hymn ! in ſwarming cities vaſt, 
Aſſembled men to the deep organ join 
The long-reſounding voice, oft breaking clear, 
At ſolemn pauſes, thro? the ſwelling baſe ; 
And, as each mingling flame enereaſes each, 
In one united ardor rife to heav'n. 
Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 
And find a fane in every ſacred grove; 
There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting " zeae and the poet's lyre, 
Still fing the Gad of Scaſons as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the bloſſom blows; the Summer ray 
Kuſſets the plain; iaſhiring Autumn gleams; 
Or Winter riſcs in the blackening eaſt; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 


r — 


SACRED AND MORAL 
should fate command me to the fartheſt verge 


Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous climes, 


| Rivers unknown to ſong; where firſt the ſun 


 Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Flames on th*Atlantic iſles, tis nought to me: 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt. 
In the void waſte as in the city full; 


When even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 


Will riſing wonders ſing: I cannot go 
Where univerſal love not ſmiles around, 


{ Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns : | 


From ſceming evil ſtill educing good, 
And better thence again, and &etter till, 
In infinite progreſſion.— But I loſe 
Myſelf in Him, in light ineffable! 


QEE che ſtar that leads the day, 
Riſing, ſhoots a golden ray 5 

To make the ſhades of darkneſs go 

From heaven above and earth below ; 


| And warn us early with the fight, 
| To leave the beds of ſilent night; 

| From an heart ſincere and ſound, 
From its very deepeſt ground; 


Send deyotion up on high, | 
Wing'd with flame to reach the ſky. 
See the time for ſleep has run, 

Riſe before, or with the ſun : 


| Lift rhy hands, and humbly pray, 


The Fountain of eternal day; 

That, as the light ſerenelv fair, 

Illuſtrates all the tracts of air, 

The Sacred Spirit fo may reſt, 

With quickening beams, upon thy breaſt; 


And kindly clean it all within 


From darker blemiſhes of fin ; 

And ſhine with grace until we view 
The realm it gilds with glory too. 
Sce the day that dawns in air, 
Brings along its toil and care: 
From the Jap of night it ſprings, 
With heaps of bus'neſs on its wings; 
Prepare to meet them in a mind, 
That bows ſubmiſfively refign'd ; 


That would to works appointed fall, Fo 


That knows that God has order'd all. 
And whether, with a ſmall repaſt, 

We break the ſober _— ſt; 

Or in our thoughts and houſes lay 
The future methods of the day; 

Or carly walk abroad to meet 

Our buſineſs, with induſtrious feet: 
 Whate'er we think, whatc'er we de, 
His glory ſtill be kept in view. 


[O, Giver of eternal bliſs, 


And dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 


Heavenly Father, grant me this: 


*Theſe pieces of Parnell ſeem to have been left in an incorreqt and unfiniſhed ſtate; but as they 


breathe a glowing piety, and are not deficient in poetry, they are here inſerted, 


Grant 
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And where He vital ſpreads, there muſt be joy. 


And _ my myſtic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey; there with new powers, 


Come then, expreſſive filence, muſe his praiſe, 


$ 31. Hymn for Morning*. PARNELL. 
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| Or paſs more bleſſed than before. | 


＋ 


= ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
Grant it all, as well as me, | 
All whoſe hearts are fix'd on thee; 
Who revere thy Son above, 


Who thy Sacred Spirit love. 


C 32. Hymn for Noon. PARNELL, 


| PHE fun is ſwiftly mounted high, 


| It glitters in the ſouthern ſky ; | 
Its beams with force and glory beat, 
And fruitful earth is fill'd with heat. 


. 


Father, alſo with thy fire N 
Warm the cold, the dead deſire, 
And make the ſacred love of thee, 

Wichin my toul, a ſun to me. 


Let it ſhine fo fairly bright, 5 
That nothing elſe be took for light ; 


That worldly charms be ſeen to fade, 


And in its luſtre find a ſhade. 
Let it ſtrongly ſhine within, 
To ſcatter all the clouds of fin 


That drive, when guſts of paſſion riſe, 
And intercept it from our eyes, 


Let its glory more than vie 


With the ſun that lights the ſky : < 


Let it ſwiftly mount in air, 
Mount with that, and leave it there; 


And ſoar with more aſpiring flight, 
Too realms of everlaſting light. 


Thus, while here I'm forc'd to be, 
I daily wiſh to live with thec; 

And feel that union which thy love 
Will; after death, complete above. 
From my ſoul I ſend my prayer, 
Great Creator, bow thine car ; 


Thou, for whoſe propitious ſway _ 
The world was taught to ſee the day 


Who ſpoke the word, and earth begun, 


And ſhew'd its beauties in the ſun; 
Wich pleaſure I thy creatures view, 
And would, with good affection too; 
Good afſſection ſweetly free, 


Looſe from them, and move to thee z 
O, teach me due returns to give, 
And to thy glory let me live; 
And then my days ſhall thine the more, 


And evening ſpreads obſcurer ſkies : 
The twilight will the night forerun, 
And night itſelf be ſoon begun. 

Upon thy knees devoutly bow, 
And pray the Lord of glory, now 


| To fill thy breaſt, or deadly ſin 


May cauſe a blinder night within. 
And whether pleafing vapours riſe, 
Which greatly dim the cloſing eyes; 
Which makes the weary members bleſt, 
With fweet refreſhment in their reſt ; 
Ox whether ſpirits in the brain 

Diſpel their ſoft embrace again; 


TY 


Book I. 
And on my watchful bed I ftay, 

Forſook by ſleep, and waiting day; 

Be God for ever in my view, 

And never he forſake me too; 

But till as day concludes in night, 

To break again with new- born light, 

His wondrous bounty let me find, 


| With ſtill a more enlighten'd mind 3 | i 
| When grace and love in one agree; 


Grace from God, and love from me; 


Love 


| Grace that will from heaven inſpire z : | 


that ſeals it in defire : 


| | Grace and love that mingle beams, 


And fill me with increaſing flames; 
Thou that haſt thy palace far | 
Above the moon and every ſtar ; 


: | Thou that fitteſt on a throne : 
| To which the night was never known, 


Regard my voice and make me bleſt, 


By kindly granting its requeſt 
Ik thoughts on thee my ſoul employ, 


My darkneſs will afford me jo 


| Till thou ſhalt call, and I ſhall _ : 


And part with darkneſs evermore. 


$ 34. The Soul in Sorrow.  PARNELL, 


| WITH kind compaſſion hear my cry, bs: 


| O, Jeſu, Lord of Life, on high! 
As when the ſummer's ſeaſons beat 


Wich ſcorching flame and parching heat, 
The trees are burnt, the flowers fade, 


And thirſty gaps in earth are made; 


My thoughts of comfort languiſſi ſo, 


And ſo my ſoul is broke by woe. 
Then on thy ſervant's drooping head 


Thy deus of bleſſing ſweetly ſned; 
Let thoſe a quick refreſhment give, 


And raiſe my mind, and bid me live. 
My fears of danger, while I breathe, 
My dread of endleſs hell beneath; _ 


My ſenſe of ſorrow for my fin, 


To ipringing comfort, change within | 


| Change all my fad complaints for eaſe, 
- | To cheerful notes of endleſs praiſe; 

Nor let a tear mine eyes employ, 
ut ſuch as owe their birth to Joy : 


Joy tranſporting, ſweet and ſtrong, 


TS cw — » fill and raiſe my ſong; 
833. Hymn for Evening. PARNELL. 
g THE beam - repelling miſts ariſe, 


that ſhall reſounded be, 


1 * 
4 While days and nights ſuceced for me, 


Be not as a Judge ſevere; 


For ſo thy preſence who may bear? 


| On all my words and actions look 


(I know they're written in thy book) ; 


| But then regard my mournful cry, 


And look with mercy's 2 eye; 
What needs my blood, ſince thine will do, 

To pay the debt to Juſtice due? 

O, tender mercy's art divine 


Thy ſorrow proves the cure of mine! 


Thy dropping wounds, thy woeful ſmart 
Allay the blcedings of my heart : 5 
Thy death, in death's extreme of pain, 


| 


Reſtores my foul to life again, | 
| Guide 


ude 
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Guide me chen, for here I burn, 
To make my Saviour ſome return. 
Tl rife (if that will pleaſe him, fill; 


And ſure I've heard him own it will); 


T'll trace his ſteps, and bear my croſs, 
Deſpiſing every grief and loſs; G 
Since he, deſpiſing pain and ſhame, 


Firſt took up his, and did the fame. 


As far as man is bleſs'd below, 
Who, taking up his croſs, eflays 
To follow Jeſus all his days; 

With reſolution to obey, 
And fteps enlarging in his way! 
The Father of the ſaints above 
Adopts him with a father's love, 
And makes his boſom throughly ſhine 
With wondrous ftores of grace divine ; 
Sweet grace divine, the pledge of joy, 
That will his foul above employ; 
Full joy, that, when his time is done, 
Becomes his portion as a fon. 
Ah mel the ſweet infus'd defires, 
The fervid wiſhes, holy fircs, 
Which thus a melted heart refine, 
Such are his, and ſuch be mine. 
From hence deſpiſing all befides 
That earth reveals, or ocean hides ; 
All that men in either prize, 
On God alone he ſets his eyes. 
From hence his hope is on the wings, 
His health renews, his ſafety ſprings, 
His glory blazes up below, | 
And all the ſtreams of comfort flows” 
He calls his Saviour King above, 
Lord of mercy, Lord of love; 
Aud finds a kingly care defend, | 
And mercy ſmile, and love deſcend, 
To cheer, to guide him in the ways 
Of this vain world's deceitful maze : 
And though the wicked earth diſplay 
Its terrors in their fierce array 
Or gape ſo wide that horror ſhows 
Its hell replete with endleſs woes ; 
Such ſuccour keeps him clear of ill, 
Still firm to good, and dauntleſs till. 
So, fix d by Providence's hands, | 
A rock amidſt an ocean ſtands; 
So bears without a trembling dread, 
The tempeſt beating round its head; 
And with its fide repels the wave, 
Whoſe hollow ſeems a coming grave: 
The Kies, the deeps, are heard to roar ; 
The rock ſtands ſettled as before. 
I, all with whom he has to do, 
Admire the life which bleſſes you ; 
hat feeds a foe, that aids a friend, 
Without a bye defigning end; 
Its knowing real intereſt lies 
On the bright ſide of yonder ſkies, 
Where, having made a title fair, 
It mounts, and leayes the world to care. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
| | While he that ſeeks for pleaſing days 


Ils but the fool of toil or fame 


| A morec 


| How long the paſſions m 


That ſpe 


8 


i And 


Leaving pleaſures, leaving all, 
| With heart, with ſoul, with ftrength incline, 
O ſweeteſt Jeſu ! to be thine. EET 


In earthly joys and evil ways, 


(Though happy be the ſpecious name) 
And made by wealth, which makes him great, 
2 wretch of ſtate. . 


8 36. The Way to Happineſs. PaRXELI. 
2 1 

EL | TT: HO „ye miſerable blind, 

8 35. The Happy Man. PARNEII. IL 

He bleſs d the man, how fully fo, 


Shall idle dreams engage your mind; 
e their flight 
At empty ſhadows of delight!!! 
No more in paths of error ſtray, 
The Lord thy Jeſus is the way, 


The ſpring of happineſs ; and where 


Should men ſeek happineſs but there * 


Then run to meet him at our need, 
Run with boldneſs, run with ſpeed, 
For he forſook his own abode 


To meet thee more than half the road. 


He laid aſide his radiant crow, N 
And love for mankind brought him down 


To thirſt and hunger, pain and woe, 


To wounds, to death itſelf below ; 
And he, that ſuffer'd theſe alone 


For all the world, deſpiſes none. 
To bid the foul that's fick, be clean; 


To bring the loſt to life again; n 
To comfort thoſe that grieve for ill, 


Is his peculiar goodneſs ſtill. 


And, as the thoughts of parents run 


Upon a dear and only fon, 


So kind a love his mercies ſhow, 
| So kind and more extremely ſo. 


Thrice happy men; (or find a phraſe 
- your bliſs with greater praiſe) 
Who moſt obedient to thy call, 5 


=, 


Who know thy will, obferve thy ways, 


And in thy ſervice ſpend their days: 


Ev'n death, that ſeems to ſet them free, 


i But brings them cloſer ſtill to thee. 


8 37. The Convert's Love. PARNELL: 
i BESSER light of ſaints on high, | 


| Who fill the manſions of the ſky ; 
Sure defence, whoſe mercy till 3 


Preſerves thy ſubjects here from ill; 
On, my Jeſus! make me know 


How to pay the thanks I owe! 
As the fad ſheep that idly ſtrays, 


: _ | With wanton play, through winding ways, 


Which never hits the road of home, 
Over wilds of danger learns to roam, 
Till, wearied out with idle fear, 

And pathng there, and turning here, 


| He will, for reſt, to covert run, « 
And meet the wolf he wiſh'd to ſhun : 


Thus wretched I, through wanton will, 
Run blind and headlong on in ill: 
*T'was thus from fin to fin I flew, 

thus I might have periſh'd too; 


C Bur 
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And mark'd and brighten'd all the way 
Which leads to everlaſting day; | 


And fix'd the light of love within. | 


Between the lover and the dame; 


Though join'd t | 
And boaft a doubled force of fire, 
My tender heart, within its ſeat, 


Burn and purify my 


Till at the laft I throughly ſhine, 
And turn a torch of love divine. 


Diſperſe my fins with light divine, 
And raiſe the flames of love with thine ; 


W 
But mercy dropt the likeneſs here, — 


And ſhew'd and fav'd me from my fear. 
While o'er the darkneſs of my mind 
The ſacred ſpirit purely ſhin'd, 4 
And broke the thickening clouds of fin, 
From hence my raviſh'd foul aſpires, 


And dates the riſe of its defires: 
From hence to thee, my God! I turn, 
And fervent wiſhes fay I bura; 

I burn thy glorious face to ſee, 


And live in endleſs jo 
There's no ſuch 


with thee, | 
ent Rind of flame 
Nor ſuch affection parents bear 
To their young and only heir; | 
er, both conſpire, 


Diffolyes before the ſcorching heat; 


4 s ſoftening wax is taught to run 
Before the warmnefs of the ſun. 


Oh, my flame, my 38 pain, | 
— 5, 
Warm me, burn me, day by day, 5 
Till you purge my earth away; 3 


| 838. A Defire to Praife. PARNELL. 


PROPITIOUS Son of God, to thee, 


With all my foul, I bend my knee; 
My wiſh I ſend, my want impart, 
And dedicate my mind and heart ; 

For as an abſent parent's ſon, 
Whoſe ſecond year is only run, 


When no protecting friend is near, 


Void of wit and void of fear, 
With things that hurt him fondly plays, 
Or here he falls, or there he Rays; WY 


Jo, ſhould my ſoul's eternal guide, 


Thy ſervant ſoon the loſs would know, 
And fink in fin, or run to woe, 
O, ſpirit bountifully kind, 
Warm, poſſeſs, and Pl my mind; 


The ſacred ſpirit, be cy, | 


Before thy pleaſures rightly priz d, 
Let wealth and honor be deſpis d; 


And let the Father's glory be 
More dear than life i 


fe itfelf to me. 
Jing of Jeſus Virgins ſing 
Him, your everlaſting King! 
Sing of Jefus f ct ecifal youth, | 
Him, the God of love and truth ! 
Write, and raiſe a ſony divine, 


Or come and hear, and borrow mine. 


Son Eternal, word ſupreme, | 
Who made tlie univerſal frame, 
Heaven, and all its ſhining ſhow, 


Earth, and all it holds below ; | 


| Bow with 
| 
| 
| 


| And with new luftre 


The folemn 


Range rbund your gardens of eternal ſpring, 


EXTRACTS, Book l. 


mercy, bow thine ear, 


While we fing thy praiſes here; 


Son Eternal, ever-bleſt, 


{ Reſting on the Father's breaſt, 


Whole tender love for all provides, 
Whoſe power over all preſides; | 


Bow with pity, bow thine ear, 
| While we ſing thy praiſes here! 


Thou, by pity's ſoft extreme, 


{ Mov'd, and won, and fet on flame. 


Aſſum' d the form of man, and fell 
In pains, to reſcue man from hell; 


| How bright thine rumble glories riſe; 
| And match the luſtre of the ſkies, 


From death and hell's dejected ſtate 
Ariſing, thou reſum's thy ſeat ; : 
And golden thrones of blifs prepar'd 
Above, to be thy ſaints reward 5 
How bright thy glorious honors riſe, 
| grace the ſkies ! 
For thee, the fweet feraphic choir 


- Raife the voice and tune the lyre; 


| And praiſes with harmontoas found 


| Through all the higheſt heaven rebound. 


O O make our notes with theirs 

| And blefs the fouls that fing of thee! 
To thee the churches here rejoice, 
ns aid the voice ; 

To ſacred roofs the ſound we raiſe, 


| The facred roofs refound thy praiſe : 
| And while our notes in one agree, 
Io! bleſs the church that ſings to thee? 


$ 39. On Happineſs in this Life. PARNELL- 
"HE morning opens, very freſhly | 
[ Aud life tf is in the month of May. 


| With green my fancy paints an arbour o'er, 


And flow'rets, with a thouſand colours more ; 
Then falls to weaving that, and ſpreading theſe; 
And ſoftly ſhakes them with an'eaſy breeze. 


[With golden fruit adorns the bending ſhade, 
| | Or trails a filver water o'er its bed. f 

| Glide, gentle water, ſtill more gently by, 

While in this ſummer-bower of bliſs I Iye, 

And ſweetly ing of ſenſe-delighting flames, 


And nymphs and ſhepherds, ſoft invented names; 


Or view thie branches which around me twine, 
And praiſe their fruit, diffuſing ſprightly wine; 
Or find new pleaſures in the world to praiſe, 


And ſtill with this return adorn my lays ; | 
Go, range my ſenſes, while I ſweetly ting : 
In vain, in vain, alas! fedvc'd by ill, 


And afted wildly by the forte of will! 
| tell my foul, it will be conſtant May, 


And charm a ſraſon never made t6 ſtay ; | 
My beauteous arbour will not ſtand a ſtorm; 

| The world but promiſes, and can't perform: 
Then fade, ye leaves; and wither, all ye flowers 
I'll doat no longer in encharrted bowers; 
But ſadly mourn, in melancholy ſony, 

{ The vain conceits that held my foul fo long ; 
The luſts that tempt us with delufive ſhow ; 
And fin, brought forth for everlaſting * 


is 20K I. : 


hus ſhall the notes to Sorrow's object riſe, 
While frequent reſts procure a place for fighs ; 
And, as I moan upon the naked plain, 

Be this the burthen cloſing every ſtrain: 

« Return, my ſenſes; no more abroad; 
He'll only find his bliſs who ſeeks far God.” 


$ 40. Extacy. PARNELL. 
THE fleeting _—_— all affords below, 
Work the fond heart with unperforming ſhow; 
The wiſh that makes our happier life complete, 
Nor graſs the wealth nor honors of the great ; | 
Nor looſely fails on Pleaſure's eaſy ftream, 
Nor gathers wreaths from all the of fame; 
Weak man, whoſe charms to theſe alone confine, 
Attend my prayer, and learn to make it thine. 
From thy rich throne, where circling trains of 
Make day that's endleſs, infinitely bright; [light 
Thence Heav'nly Father! thence with mercy dart 
One beam of brightneſs to my longing heart: 
Dawn thro” the mind, drive s clouds away, 
And ſtill the rage in Paſſion's troubled ſea; 
That the poor baniſh'd ſoul, ſerene and free, 
May riſe earth, to viſit heaven and thee ! 
Come, Peace divine ! ſhed gently from above, 
Inſpire my willing boſom, wondrous Love; 
Thy purpled pinions to my ſhoulders tye, | 
And point the paſſage where I want to ly, | 
But whither, whither now ! what powerful fire 
With this bleſs'd influence equals my defire ? | 
I rife (or Love, the kind deluder, reigns, : 
— = in fancy ſuch enchanted ſcenes); | 
eſſening flies, the parting ſkies retreat 
The fleecy clouds my wavi — beat; 
And now the ſun and — ſtars are gone, 
Yet till methinks the ſpirit bears me on, 
Where tracts of æther purer blue difplay, 
And edge the golden realm of native day. 
Oh, ſtrange enjoyment of a bliſs unſeen ! 
Oh, raviſhment ! Oh, ſacred within! 
Tumultuous pleaſure, rais'd on peace of mind, 
Sincere, exceſſive, from the world refin'd; 
I ſee the light that veils the throne on high, | 
A light unpierc'd by man's impurer ee; 
I hear the words, that — thence proclaim, 
Let God's attendants praiſe his aw ul name!“ 
Then heads unnumber'd bend before the ſhrine, 
Myſterious ſeat of Majeſty divine 5 
And hands unnumber'd ſtrike the ſilver ſtring, 
And tongues unnumber'd Hallelujah ſing. 
dee, where the ſhining Seraphims appear, 


| 


22 oF _ all their feathers raiſe, 
range the orbs, and, as they range, they praiſe! 
Behold the great Apoſtles, rr met, _ 
And high on pearls of azure ether ſer. 
* Behold the Prophets, full of heavenly fire, 
With — finger wake the trembling lyre; 
— 2 lartyrs tune, and all around 

e c triumphant m — ion ſound. 
ooh harps of gold, with bows — 
Wi robes of white) the pious thr are ſeen; 
Exalted anthems all their hours employ; 
And all is muſic and exceſs of joy ! - 
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And ſink their decent eyes with holy fear. | 
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19 
Charm'd with the ſight, I long to bear a part; 
The pleaſure flutters at my ravith'd heart. = 
Sweet ſaints and angels of the heayenly choir, 
If love has warm'd you with celeſtial fire, 
Aſſiſt my words, and, as they move along, 
With Hallelujahs crown the burthen'd ſong. 
Father of all above, and all below, 
O great, and far beyond expreſſion fo; _ 
No bounds thy know ledge, none thypower contine, | 
For power and knowledge in their ſource are thine; 
Around thee glory ſpreads her golden wing: 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah ſing. 


Son of the Father, firſt-begotten Son, 


Ere the ſhort meaſuring line of time begun, 
The world has ſeen thy works, and joy d to ſee 
The bright effulgence manifeſt in thee. [ ſpring; 
The world — own the Love's unfathom'd 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah fing. | 
Proceeding Spirit, equally divine, 


| In whom the Godhead's full perfections ſhine, | 


With various graces, comforts unexpreſt, 

With holy tranſports you refine the breaſt ; 
And earth is heavenly where your gifts you bring; 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah ſing. 
But where's my rapture, where my wondrous | 
What interruption makes my bliſs retreat? | heat? 
This world's got in, the thoughts of t'other's croſt, 
And the gay picture's in my fancy loſt. | 
With what an eager zeal the conſcious foul 
Would claim its ſeat, and, ſoaring, paſs the pole! 
But our attempts theſe chains of; earth reſtrain, 
Deride our toil, and drag us down again. 

So from the nd aſpiring meteors go, 
And, rank'd with planets, light the world below; 
But their own bodies fink them in the ſky, ¶ to fly. 
When the warmth's gone that taught them how 


S 41. On Divine Love, by meditating on the 


Wounds of Clrift, PARNELL, 
HL Jeſus! God of Love! 

11 Look with pity from above: 
Shed the precious purple tide 


From thine hands, thy feet, ar" fide ; - 
1 | | 


Let thy ftreams of comfort roll, 
Let them pleaſe and fill my foul; 
Let me thus for ever be 
Full of gladneſa, full of thee! 
This, for which my wiſhes pine, 
Is the cup of love divine; | 
Sweet affeftions flow from hence, 
Sweet, above the joys of ſenſe; 
Bleſſed philtre ! how we find 
Its ſacred worſhips ! how the mind, 
Of all the world, forgetful grown, 
Can deſpiſe an earthly throne; _ 
Raiſe its thoughts ro realms 
Think of God, and ſing of love! 
| Love 9 heat, 
O, beyond expreſſion great 
What reſiſtleſs charms were thine, | 
In thy goqd, thy beſt deſign 
When was hated, Sin obey'd, 
And N undone without thy aid, 
2 | 
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And, might thy flame thus act with me, 
Jo ſet the foul from body free, 2 


5 The left preſents a place of graves, | 
_ Whoſe wall the filent water laves. 


A middle race of mortals own, 


From the ſeats of endleſs peace 

They brought the Son, the Lord of Grace; 

They taught him to receive a birth, 

To clothe in fleſh, to live on earth; - 

And after, lifted him on high, 

And taught him on the croſs to die. 
Love celeſtial, ardent fire, | 


| — extreme of * — 5 
_ — — brightly raging flame 


ch and over all my frame; 
Let it warm me, let it burn, | 
Let my corpſe to aſhes rurn ; 


I next would uſe thy wings, and fly 
To meet my Jeſus in the ſky! 
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BY the blue taper's trembling light 


No more I waſte the wakeful night, 
Intent with endleſs view to pore 


The ſchovimen and the ſages o'er: . 
Their books from wiſdom widely ſtray, 
Or point, at beſt, the longeſt way. 


Ie ſeek a readier yo and ße K 
Where wiſdom's ſurely taught below. 


How deep yon azure dies the ſky ! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd he; 
While thro? their ranks, in ſilver pride, 
'The nether creſcent ſeems to glide. 
The ſlumbering breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is ſmooth, and clear benetth, 
Where once again the ſpangled ſhow - 
Deſcends to meet our eyes below, 
The grounds which on the right aſpire, 
In dimneſs from the view retire ; 


That ſteeple guides thy doubtful ſight 
Among the livid gleams of night ; 


1 There paſs, with melancholy ſtate, 
By all the folemn heaps of fate; 
And think, as ſoftly-ſad you tread 


Above the vencrable dead, 5 

Time was, like thee, they life poſſeſt; 
And time ſhall be, . ſhalt reſt.“ 
Thoſe graves, with bending oſier bound, 

That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 


5 Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe 
W 5 


ere toil and poverty repoſe. 

The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 
The chiſſel's lender help to fame 
(Which ere our ſet of friends decay, 
Their frequent ſteps may wear away) 


Men half ambitious, all unknown. = 
The marble tombs that riſe on high, 


| Whoſe dead in vaulted arches-lie, - 


Whoſe pillars ſwell with feulptur'd tones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones; 

Theſe, all the poor remains of ſtate, 

Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great; 
Who, while on earth in fame they live, 


Are ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 
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All flow, and wan, and wrapp'd with ſhrowds, 
| They riſe in viſionary crowds; _ | 
| | And all with ſober accent cry, 
„ Think, mortal, what it is to die!“ 


| 


I Ye tolling clocks, no time reſound 3 

| Ofer the long lake and midnight ground) — 
It ſends a 5 
I Thus ſpeaking from among the bones: 


No more my ſpectr 
If man would ever paſs to God: 

| From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 
_ Deep pending cypreſs, mourning poles, 
And plumes of black, that, as they tread, 


| | Nod o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead ? 
Nor can the parted body know, 


Wich lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
| Whene'er their ſuff'ring years are run, 


| | Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 
Jon earth, and in the bod 
| A few and evil years they waſte : 


| A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 


| Ttrethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 


| How great a King of Fears am I ! 


| They make, and then they dread, my ſings. 


3. AMeffah, a Sacred Eclogue. Pore. | 
; YE Nymphs of Solyma !. beyin the ſong “ 


All crimes fha!! ceaſe, and antient fraud ſhall fail, 


Book I. 


Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 


Now, from yon black and fun'ral view, 
That bathes the charnel-houſe with dews 
Methinks, I hear a voice begin— _ 

(Ye ravens, ceaſe your croaking din; 


al of hollow groans, 

© When men my ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
They view me like the laſt of things; I 
Fools! if you lefs provok'd your fears, 

e-form appears: 

Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 
A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe, 

Why, then, thy flowing fable ftoles, « 


| Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn hearſes, cover'd ſteeds, 


Nor wants the ſoul, theſe forms of woe: 
As men who long in priſon dwell, 


Spring forth to greet the glittering ſun; 
Such joy, tho? far tranſcending ſenſe, 


y plac'd, 


But, when their chains are caſt aſide, 
See the glad ſcene unfolding wide; 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 


To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſſy fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th*Aonian maids, 
Delight no more.—O Thou my voice inſpire, 
| Who touch'd Ifaiah's hallow'd lips with fire ! 
| Rapr into future times, the bard begun: 


From Jeſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 
W hoſe ſacred flow 'r with fragrance fills the ſkies: 


And on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove. 
Ye heav'ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in ſoft. hlence ſhed the ind! thow'r!. 
The tick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ftorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade; 


Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; 
| * | Peace 


A | 


Prepare the way! a God, a God ap 8 


And on the fightleſs eye-ball pour the day : 
Tis he th'obſtruCted paths of found ſhall clear, 


Seeks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protects: 


The creſted baſiliſt and ſpeckled ſnake, 
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Peace oer the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend, 
Swift fly the 2 and riſe th expected morn ! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born 
See Nature haſtes her rarlieſt wreathes to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring ; 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 
See ſpicy — from lowly Saron riſe, _ 
And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice tt py $i cheers ; 


A God, a God! the vocal hills reply: 
The rocks proclaim th'approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending ſkies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye vallies, riſe! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 
Be ſmooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way ! 


The SAVIOUR comes! — by ancient Bards 


| foretold ; 55 
Hear him, ye deaf! and, all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 


And bid new muſic charm th'unfolding ear; 
The dumb ſhall fing, the lame his — forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 5 
No ſigh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear; 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 
In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th'eternal wound. 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 


he tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

eeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms; 
Thus ſhall mankind his dian care engage, 
The promis'd Father of the future age. 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plowſhare end. 
Then palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful fon 
Shall aniſh what his'ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 


Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall vield, | 
And the fame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. | 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 


The ſwain in barren deſarts, with ſurprize, 

dees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe; 

And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds, to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragons late abodes, 


' The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods; 


Waſte ſandy vallies, once preplex'd with thorn, 


The ipiry fir and ſhapely box adorn; 


To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palm ſucceed, 
Andod'rous myrtle tothe noiſome weed. [mead, 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyger lead ; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet; 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
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. Pleas'd, the green 
And with their fork y tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe ! 


— 


ö 


luſtre of their ſeales ſurvey, 


Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 
See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn ; 
See future ſons and daughters, yet unborn, 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 

| Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies! 


See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of Sabæan ſprings! 


For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 


See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 


| And break upon thee in a flood of day. 


No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ſilver hora; 
But loſt, diffoly'd in thy ſuperior rays, 


| One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 


O'erflow thy courts: the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 


| Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ; 
| The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 


Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away, 


| But fix'd his word, his ſaving pow'r remains: 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns ! 


| 44 4 Elegy, written in a Country Church- 


Tard. Gray. 
HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The owing herd winds flowly o'er the lea, 


| The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 


And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


| Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 


And all the air a folemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle whecls his drony flight, 


Moleſt her ancient, ſolitary reign. 


| Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhades 


Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 


The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The ſwallow, twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built 


No more ſhall rouſe them from theirlowly bed. 


3 For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, | 


Or buſy houſewife ply ker evening Eare : 
Nor children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield; 
| Theirfurrowoftthe ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
Ho jocund did they drive their teams afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy 
| drake 1 | 


| Let nox ambition mock their uſeful toil, 


Their homely joys, and deftiny obſcure; 
Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 


The — RA poor. 
S 3 | 


And drouſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 
| Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
| | The moping owl does to the Moon complain 

Of ſuch, as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 


Cheap, 


The breezy call okincenſe-breathing morn, [ ſhed, 


| 
| 


The 


— — — 


SY Can Honovr's voice provoke the filent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſoothe the dull cold ear of death. | 


Perhaps, in this neglected ſpot is laid 


But knowledge to their _ her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of 
Chill Penury expreſs'd their noble rage, 


To ſcatter plenty ofer a ſmiling land, 


Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 
Wich incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble firife | 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to firay; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life . 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a Prey, 
1 
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The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, . 
And all that beauty, all that health e er gave, | 
Await, alike, th'inevitable hour; | 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 

Where thro' the long-drawnile and fretted vault, 
| The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 
| Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt. 


Back to its manſon call the fleering breath 


Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire : 


Hands, that the rod of empire might have {way'd, 


Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. 


And froze the genial current of the ſoul. - 


Full many a gem, of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; | 
: : Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſeen, 


And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaft | 


The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt; 
Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th'applauſe of lift 'ning ſenates to command, 


The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, 


| Theirlot forbade : nor circumſcrib'dalone ſ fin'd; 


Their growing virtues, but their crimes con- 


Forbade to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, | 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind; 
The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 


To quench the bluſnes of ingenious ſhame, 


Vet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill ere&ed nigh, 


With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſcuplture 
lmplores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. [deck'd, | 
Their name, their years, ſpelt by th'unletter'd 


The place of fame and elegy ſupply: [muſe, 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm preeincts of the cheerful day, 


Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring, look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting foul relies, 


Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires: 
Era from the tomb the voice of nature cries ; 


Approach and read (for thou canſt read) the 1 
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I For thee, who, mindful of th'unhonour'd dead, 


Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 


If, chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 


Some kindred fpirit ſhall inquire thy fate : 

| Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſays | 

A Oft have we ſeen him, at the peep of dawn, 

Bruſhing, with haſty ſteps, the dews away 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


| There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 


That writhes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 


| His lifſefs length at noon-tide would he firetch, | 


And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling, as in ſcorn, 


Mutt' ring his wayward fancies, he would rove; 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz'd with care, or croſs d in hopeleſs love. 


One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
ime, did ne*crunroll; | 


Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree: 


| Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 


Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
The next, with dirges due, in fad array, [borne» 
Slow thro? the church-yard path we ſaw him 


”> 
. 


| Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged tho 
TUE EPITAPHE. 


| Here reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 


A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


| Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere ; 


Heav*n did a recompence as largely ſend: 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear; [a friend. 
He gain'd from Heav'n (*twas all he wiſh'd) 
No farther ſeck his merits to diſcloſe, | 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of his Father and his God. 


1 Hymns. By Mrs. BARBAULD, 


Vid prius dicam ſolitis parentis 


Laudibus? qui res hominum, Deorum, 5 

 Qraz mare, ac 1erras, — « mundum # 
Tempera horis? HonxAr. 

Jan ach reigns : let ev'ry nation hear, 


And at his footſtool bow with holy fear; 
Let heav'n's high arches echo with his name, 
And the wide peopl'd earth his praiſe proclaim ; 


Then ſend it down to hell's deep glooms re- 


ſounding, Ling. 


: | Thro? all her caves in dreadful murmurs ſound. 


Hie rules with wide and abſolute command 
O'er the broad ocean and the ſtedfaſt land; 

| Jehovah reigns, unbounded, and alone ; 

| And all creation hangs beneath his throne : 

He reigns atone; let no inferior nature 

Uſurp, or ſhare the throne of the Creator. 


He ſaw the ſtruggling beams of infant light 


Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


1 Shoot .hro' the maſſy gloom of ancient night; 


His 
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His ſpirit huſh'd the elemental ſtrife, 

And brooded o'er the kindling feeds of life: 
Seaſons and months began the long proceſſion, 
And meaſur'd o'er the year in bright ſucceſſion, 

The joyful ſun ſprung up th'cthereal way, 

Strong as af now as a bridegroom gay ; 
And the pale moon diffus'd her ſhadowy light 

Superior o'er the duſky brow of night; 


Numerous as dew - drops from the womb of 
, 
Earth's blooming face with riſing flow'rs he 

;--. | | 5 
And ſpread a verdant mantle o'er her breaſt; 

Then from the hollow of his hand he pours 
The circling waters round her winding ſhores ; 

The new-born world in their cool arms em- 
| bracing, hh | 

And with ſoft murmurs ſtill her banks careſſing. 
At length ſhe roſe complete in finiſh'd pride, 
All fair and ſpotleſs, like a virgin bride; 
Freſh with untarniſh'd luſtre as the ſtood, 

Her Maker bleſs'd his work, and call'd it good; 

The morning-ſtars, with joyful acclamation, 

Exulting ſung, and hail'd the new creation. 

Vet this fair world, the creature of a day, 

Tho' built by God's right hand, muſt paſs away; 

And long oblivion creep o'er mortal things, 
The fate of empires, and the pride of kings: 

Eternal night ſhall veil their proudeſt ſtory, 

And drop the curtain o'er all human glory. 


The fan himſelf, with weary clouds oppreſt, | 


Shall in kis filent, dark pavilion reſt; 
His golden urn ſhall, broke and uſeleſs, lie 
Amidſt the common ruins of the ſry! — 
The ſtars rufh headlong in the wild commotion, 
And bathe their glitt'ring foreheads in the ocean. 
But fix'd, O God! for ever ſtands thy throne 3 
Jehovah reigns, a univerſe alone; 
Th'eternal fire that feeds each vital flame, 
Collected or diffus'd, is ſtill the fame. 
He dwells within his own unfathom'd eſſence, 
And fills all ſpace with his unbounded preſence. 
But oh! our higheft notes the theme debaſe, 
And filence is our leaſt injuriouspraiſe: ¶ troul» 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your ſongs, the daring flight con- 
Revere him in the ſtilneſs of the faul; 
With filent duty meekly bend before him, 
And deep within your inmoſt hearts adore him. 
1 85 $46 HYMN II. 
RAISE to God, immortal praiſe *, 
For the love that crown our days; 
Bounteeus ſource of ev'ry joy, 
Let thy praiſe our tongues employ z 
For the bleflings of the field, 
For the ſtores the gardens yield, 


| 


Ten thouſand glitt'ring lamps the Kies adorning, | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


For the vine's exalted juice, 


| For the gen'rous olive's uſe: 


Flocks that whiten all the plain, 


Yellow ſheaves of ripen'd grain, 


| Clouds that drop their fatt ning dews, 


Suns that temp'rate warmth diffuſe : 
All that Spring, with bounteous hand, 
Scatters o'er the ſmiling land: 
All that lib'ral Autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing ſtores : 
Theſe to thee, y God, we owe; 
Source whence al 

And for theſe, my ſoul ſhall raiſe 


Grateful vows and ſolemn praiſe. 


Yet ſhould riſing whirlwinds tear 
From its ſtem the rip'ning ear; 

Should the fig-tree's blaſted ſhoot 
Drop her green untimely fruit; 

Should the vine put forth no more, 
Nor the olive vield her ſtore; 


And the herds deſert the ſtall; 


Should thine alcer'd hand reſtran 
The early and the latter rain; 
Blaſt each op'ning bud of joy, 

And the rifing year deſtroy ; 


Yet to thee my ſoul ſhould raiſe 
Grateful vows and folemn praife ; 


| And, when ev'ry blefling's flown, 


Love thee—for thyſelf alone. 


$43, HYMN III. 


| Fur Eaſter- Sunday. 
A GAIN the Lord of Life and Light 


| Awakes the kindling ray ; 


| Unſeals the eyelids of the morn, 


And pours increaſing day. 


ſo what a night was that which wrapt 


The heathen world in gloom ! 
O what a ſun which broke this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 


This day be grateful homage paid, 
And loud hoſannas ſung ; = 
Let gladneſs dwell in ev'ry heart, 
And praiſe on ev'ry tongue. | 
Ten thouſand diff*ring lips ſhall join 
To hail this welcome morn, - a 


| Which ſcatters bleſſings from its wings, 


To nations yet unborn. 


1 Jeſus, the friend of human kind, 


With ſtrong compaſſion mov d, 
Deſcended, like a pitying God, 


To fave the fouls he lov'd. 


our bleffings flow ; 


Though the ſick ning flocks ſhould fall, 


23 


* Although the fig-tree ſhall not | neither hall fol be in the vines, the labour of the olive ſhall 
fail, and * — 9 — 1 floc ks ſhall be cut off from the fold, and there ſhall be no herd in 


the Ralls ; yet I will rejoice in the Lord, I will joy in the God of my ſalvation. HaBAKKUK Lu, 175 
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And now his conqu”ring chariat wheels 


nn 
Thro' him is 


And ſtill his bleeding heart is touch; d 


2 To thee, my Saviour and my King, 
And ſtand prepar'd like thee to die, , 


e Bleſvd is the man whoſe ſoft'ning heart 
To whom the ſupplicating ” : . 


And bleeds in pity o'er the wound | 
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To bind his ſoul in death; 


He ſhook their kingdom when he fell, | 


Wich his expiring breath. 


Not long the toils of hell could keep 
The hope of Judah's line; 


> S never could take hold 


On aught ſo much divine. 


Aſcend the lofty ſkies ; 


While broke, — his el croſs, 5 


Death's iron ſceptre lies. 
at God's night hand, 
And Lord of all below, 


ning love diſpens'd, 
And boundleſs bleſhngs flow. _ 


| And ſtill for erring, guilty man, 


A brother's pity ftows ; 


Wich mem'ry of our woes. 


Glad homage let me give ; 


With thee _ I _ live. 


$48. HYMN Iv. 
Our dying Maſter ſtands ! - 


His weeping followers gath'ring round, 
Receive his laſt commands. 


From that mild Teacher's parting lips 


What tender accents fel! ! 
The gentle precept which he gave 
Became its Author well. 


Feels all another's pain; 


Was never rais'd in vain : 


«© Whoſe breaſt expands with gene rous warmth 
A ſtranger's woes to feel; 


He wants the pow'r to heal. 


+ np ſpreads his kind ſupporti arms 
To ev'ry child of grief; * 
« His ſecret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unaſk'd relief. 


| « To gentle offices of love 


« His feet are never flow ; 


He views, thro? mercy's melting eye, 


4 A brother in a foe. 


Peace from the boſom of his God. 
« My 7 peace to him I give; 

& And when he kneels before the thrane, 
« His trembling ſoul ſhall live. 


To him protection ſhall be ſhewn ; 
&© And mercy from above 
Deſcend on thoſe who thus fulfil 


« 'The perfect law of love.“ 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
The pow rs of darkneſs leagu'd in vain | 


The | 
5 . ſhould his faithful followers fear? 


| BEHOLD where, a. love divi ine, Ss = 


In long arra 


| Awake my dul, or thou art loſt. 
Here giant danger threat ning ſtands, * 


| Till all my fe 


Book I. 
$49. HYMN V. 


A WAKE, my ſoul ! lift up thine eyes, ; 


See where thy foes againſt thee riſe, 


, a num'rous hoſt ; 


 Muft'ring his pale terrific bands; 


I There pleaſure's ſilken banners ſpready 
| And willing ſouls are captive led. 


| See where rebellious paſſions rage, 


And fierce deſires and Juſts engage; 
The meaneſt foe of all the train _ 


| Has thouſands and ten thouſands ſlain. 
| | Thou tread'ſt upon enchanted ground, 


Perils and ſnares beſt thee round; 


Beware of all, guard ev'ry part, 


But moſt, the traitor in thy heart. 


Come then, my ſoul, now learn to wield g 


| | The weight o thine immortal ſhield ; 
| Put on the armour from above 
Of heav'nly truth and heav'nly love. 


The terror and the charm repel, 
And pow'rs of earth, and pow'rs of hell ; 
Man of Calvary triumph'd here; 


8 . An Auers to the Dad. - | 
| Mrs. BARBAULD. 


3 Deus of cad vides, quocungue moverts. 


LUCAN« 


| 68 of my life! and Author of my days! 


Permit my feeble voice to liſp thy praiſe ; 
And, trembling, take upon a mortal tongue 
That hallow'd name to harps of Seraphs ſung : 


I Vet here the brighteſt Seraphs could no more 


Than hide their faces, tremble, and adore. 


_ | Worms, angels, men, in ev'ry diffrent ſphere 


Are equal all; for all are nothing here. 
All nature faints beneath the mighty name 
Which Nature's works, thro? all her parts; pro- 


' clam. 


| I feel that name my inmoſt thoughts controul, 
| And breathe an awful ſtillneſs throꝰ my ſoul ; 


As by a charm the waves of grief ſubſide, 


| Impetuous paſſion ſtops her headlong tide : 


At thy felt preſence all emotions ceaſe, 
And my huſh'd ſpirit finds a ſudden peace, 


Till ev'ry worldly theught within me dies, 


And earth's 2 pageants vanich from my eyes, \ 
nſe is loſt in infinite, 
And one vaſt object fills my aching fight. 
But ſoon, alas ! this holy calm is broke; 
My ſoul ſubmits to wear her wonted yoke ; 
With ſhackled pinions ſtrives to ſoar in vain, 


| And mingles with the droſs of earth again. 


But he, our gracious Maſter, kind as juſt, 
Knowing our frame, remembers man is duſt. 
His ſpirit, ever brooding o'er our mind, 


| Sees the firſt wiſh to better hopes inclin'd ; 


Marks the yoyng dawn of ev'ry virtuous aim, 
And fn the noking flax into a flame. 
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And doubtful, with a trembling heart, rejoice. 


And having liv'd to thee, in thee to die ! 


BOOK L 


FE. 
3 


His grace deſcends to meet the 
He reads the lan ge of a ſilent tear; 
And ſighs are incenſe from a heart ſincere. 
Such are the vows, the ſacrifice I give; 
Accept the vow, and bid the ſupplant live: 
From each terreſtrial ſet me free; 
Still ev'ry wiſh that centers not in thee ; 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain diſquiets ceaſe, 
And point x Lap to everlaſtin 5 8 
If the ſoft hand of winning ple 
By living waters, and thro? flow'ry meads, 
When all is ſmiling, tranquil and ferene, 
And vernal beauty paints the flatt'ring ſcenc, 
Oh ! teach me to elude each latent ſnare, 
And whiſper to my ſliding heart, Beware 
With caution let me hear the Syren's voice, 


if friendleſs, in a vale of tears I ſtray, | 
Where briars wound, and thorns perplex my way, 
Still let my ſteady foul thy els ſee, 
And with ſtrong confidence lay hold on thee ; 
With equal eye my various lot receive, 
Refign'd to die, or reſolute to live; 
Prepar'd to kiſs the ſceptre or the rod, 
While God is ſeen in all, and all in Gd. 
I read his awful name, emblazon'd high 
With golden letters on th'illumin'd ſæy; 
Nor leſs the myſtic characters I ſee : 
Wrought in each flow'r, inſcrib'd on ev'ry tree 
In ev'ry leaf that trembles to the breeze 
J hear the voice of God among the trees; 
With thee in ſhady ſolitudes I walk; 
With thee in buſy crowded cities talk ; 
In ev'ry creature own thy forming pow'r ; 
In each event thy providence adore. ; 
Thy hopes ſhall animate my drooping ſoul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul. 
Thus ſhall I reft, unmov'd by all alarms, 
Secure within the temple of thine arms ; 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
And feel myſelf omnipotent in thee. | 
Then when the laſt, the cloſing hour draws nigh, 
And earth recedes before my ſwimming eye; 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate 
I ſtand and ſtretch my view to either ſtate, 
Teach me to quit this tranſitory ſcene = 
Wich decent triumph and a look ſerene; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 


8 51. A Summer Evening's Meditation. © 


Irs. BARBAULD. | 


One ſun by day, by night ten thouſana ſhine, 
| | tk Y oUNG. 
JIS paſt ! The ſultry tyrant of the ſouth 
Has ſpent his ſhort-liv'd rage: more grate-- 
ful hours 5 
Move ſilent on; the ſkies no more repel 
The dazzled fight, but with mild maiden beams 
Ot temper'd light, invite the cheriſh'd eye 
To wander o'er their ſphere ; where hung aloft 
Dian's bright creſcent, like a ſilver bow 
New ſtrung in heaven, lifts high its beamy horns, 


— 


—— — 


SACRED AN 


peace, | 
aſure leads 


| Approach your burning confines. 


| Propitious ſhines, 


004 00. — e mee V 


] Impatient for the night, and ſeems to puſh. N 


Her brother down the ſky. Fair Venus ſhines 
Ev'n in the eye of day: with ſweeteſt beam 


The cool damp grotto, or the lonely depth 


Of unpierc'd woods, where wrapt in {oltd ſnade 
She mus'd away the gaudy hours of noon, 

| And fed on thoughts unripen'd by the ſun, 
| Moves forward ; and with radiant finger points 


To yon blue concave fwell'd by breath divine, 


| Where, one by one, the living eyes of heav'n 
Awake, quick kindling o'er p 
One boundleſs blaze; ten thouſand trembling 


e face of æther 


And dancing luſtres, where tir unſteady eye, 
Reſtleſs and dazzled, wanders unconfin'd 


| O'er all this field of = ſpacious field, 
| And worthy of the 
With hierogl 


aſter : he, whoſe hand 
yphics elder than the Nile, 


| Inſcrib'd the myſtic tablet, hung on high 
| To public gaze, and faid, Adore, O man, 
| | The finger of thy God ! From what pure wells 
Of milky light, what ſoft o'erflowing.urn, 
Are all theſe lamps ſo fill'd ? theſe friendly lamps, 
| For ever ſtreaming o'er the azure deep h 
| To point our path, and light us to our home. 
| How ſoft they flide along their lucid ſpheres ! 


And ſilent as the foot of time, fulfil 


Their deſtin'd courſes : Nature's ſelf is huſh'd, 


And but a ſcatter'd leaf, which ruſtles thro' / 


The thick-wove foliage, not a ſound is heard 


To break the midnight air, tho” the rais'd ear, 


| Intenſely lif ning, drinks in ev'ry breath. 8 
How inp the ſilence, yet how loud the praiſe ! 


But are they ſilent all? or is there not 
A tongue in ev'ry ſtar that talks with man, 


And wooes him to be wiſe? nor wooes in vain. 
This dead of midnight is the noon of thought, 
And wiſdom mounts her zenith with the ſtars. 
At this ſtill hour the ſelf-collefted ſoul 


Turns inward, and beholds a ſtranger there 


| Of high deſcent, and more than mortal rank ; 
| An embryo God; a ſpark of fire divine, 


Which muſt burn on for ages, when the ſun 


(Fair tranſitory creature of a day!) - 
Has clos'd his golden eye, and, wrapt in ſhades 


Forgets his wonted journey thro? the caſt. of 
Ye citadels of light, and ſeats of Gods ! 


| Perhaps my future home, from whence the ſoul 


Revolving periods paſt, may oft look back, 


| With recollected tenderneſs, on all 


The various buſy ſcenes ſhe left below, 

Its deep laid projects and its ſtrange events, 

As on ſome fond and doating tale that ſooth'd 

Her infant hours; O be it lawful now | 

To tread the hallow'd circle of your courts, 

And with mute wonder and delighted awe 
Seiz'd in 

On fancy's wild and roving wing ſail (thought, 
| From 


ſhakes a trembling flood 
Of {often'd radiance from her dewy locks. _—_ 
The ſhadows ſpread apace ; while meeken'deve, 

| Her cheek yet warm with bluſhes, flow retires 
_ | Thro' the 1 welt, 
And ſhuts the gates of day. Tis now the hour 
| When contemplation, from her ſunlefs haunts, 


From the proud regent 


Where embyro ſyſtems and unk indled ſuns 
| Sleep in the womb of chaos? Fancy droops, 


In flighrfo daring, drops her weary win 
2 — 2 * the known accuftom'd Pot. 


/ 


peopled earth, 


tic bulk | 
the ſuburbs of the ſyſtem, 


burning round, ten thouſand ſuns appear, | 


Bons of the morning r 
And only les than Him who marks their track, 


Impels me onward thro! the glowing orbs | 


Of habitable nature, far remote, | 
To the dread confines of eternal night, 2 


To ſolitudes of vaſt unpeopled ſpace, 
The deſarts of creation, wide and wild; 


And thought aftoniſh'd, ſtops her bold career. 
But oh thou mighty mind! whoſe pow'rful word 


Said, Thus let al things be, and thus they were, 


Where ſhall I ſeek thy preſence ? howun lam'd 


 Invoke thy dread perfection 


Have the broad — of the morn beheld thee? 
Or does the beamy ſhoulder of Orion 


Support thy thrane ? O look with pity down I 
| The lowlieſt children of the ground, 


On erring, gutity man; not in thy names 


Of terror clad ;- not with thoſe thunders _ 


That conſcious Sinai felt, when fear a 
The ſcatter d tribes ; thou haſt a gentler _ 


That whiſpers comfort to the ſwelling heart, 
Abaſh'd, yet longing to behold her Maker. 


Butnow my foul, umus'd to ſtreteh — * 


fun, and ſhade, and lawns, and 
* on o fair and fpacious for its gueſt, [ſtreams, 
And full replete with wonders, Let me here, 


Content and grateful, wait th appointed time, 
- And ripen for the ſkies : the hour will come 

| When all theſe fplendours burſting on my fight 
Shall ſtand unveil'd, and to my raviſh' 15 * 
Unlock 2 * of the world unknown. | 


$ _ Heme h to 88 Mrs. 1 
natura Ercatis | 
Omnibus eſſe dedit, ft quis cognoverit uti. 


CLAUDIAN. 


8 O hon. , the Nymph with placid eye 


O ſeldom found, yet ever nigh ! 


Receive my temp'rate vow: 


Not all the fiorms that ſhake the pole 


Can ter diſturb thy halcyon foul, 
And ſmooth unalter'd brow, 24 


o come. in fimplc veſt arrav'd, | 
With all ay ſober checr ara, 4 


ELEGANT. EXTRACTS, 


From the green borders of the 
And the pale mon, 5 
47 ſolitary NN 2 the vaſt orb 
| upiter, Whole 
Dances in ether like the lighteſt leaf; > 
Too the dim verge, 
Where cheerleſt Saturn, "midſt his wat ry moons, | 
_ Girt with a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp, 
Sits like an exil'd monarch : fearleſs thence 
I launch into the trackleſs deeps of ſpace, 
Where, 
Of elder beam; which aſk no leave to ſhine 
Of our terreſtrial ſtar, nor borrow light |] 


of our foamy day 3 [And Hope, who points to diſtant years, | 


1 | Thy meek 


And guides their fiery wheels. Here muſtI ſtop, | + 
Or is there aught beyond? what hand ual 


| 


| When Autumn, 
_ | Shall thy own modeſt tints diffuſe, 


To bleſs my longing fight ; 
Thy mein compos d, thy even pace, 
d, thy matron Braces | 
And chaſte ſubdu- d delight. 


No more by varying paſſions beat, 
0 gently gud pilgrim feer | 
thy it cell ; 


3 Where, in oo pure and equal ky, 


Beneath thy foft indulgent eye 
The modeſt virtues dwell. 


Simplicity in attic veſt, 


And Innocence with candid breaft, 


And clear undaunted eye ; 


Fair op'ning thro? this vale of 
| & rilta to the ky, "oO 


The temp'rate joys in even tide, 
That rarely ehb or flow; 
And Patience — thy ſiſter meek, 


| Preſents her mild, unvarying cheek 


To meet the offer'd blow. 


Te influence taught the Phrygian ſage 
| A-ryrant maſter's wanton rage 


With ſettled ſmiles to meet: 
Inur'd to tail and bitter bread, 
He bow'd his meek ſubmitted head, 

And kiſs'd thy fainted feet. 


But thou, oh Nymph retir d and coy l 
In what brown hamlet doſt thou joy 
To tell thy tender tale ? | 


Moſs. roſe and violet bloſſom round, 
And lily of the vale. : 
10 what ſoft ropitious hour | 

t may hoe to hail ap” £ pow'r, 


And court thy gentle fway ? 
friendly to the Muſe, 


And ſhed thy milder day. 


| When Eve, her dewy ſtar beneath, 


Thy balmy ſpirit loves to breathe, 
And ev'ry ftorm is laid ; DE as 
If ſuch an hour was eber thy choice, 
Oft let me hear thy ſoothing voice 
Low whiſp'ring thro? : — 


There Health, thro' whoſe calm boſom 6e 


Book I. 


$ 32 To Wiſdom. ma, 


Dona 9 rape lætus hore, ac 
ngue ſevera. HORAT. 


O — if thy ſoft controul : 


Can ſooth the — — won 1 Pies 
Can bid the warrin | 
And breathe the — of — peace; z 
| Wiſdom ! I bleſs thy gentle ſway, 

And ever, ever will obey. 
But if thou com'ſt with frown auſtere 
To nurſe the brood of care and fear; 
To bid our ſweeteſt paſſions die, 
And leave us in their room a ſigh; 


if 


2 if 


Book I. 3 

if thine aſpect ſtern have po rr 
a wither each poor tranſient flow'r 
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe, 


F< 
SACRED A 


| 


And dry the ſprings whence hope ſhould flow ; | 


Wiſdom, thine empire I diſclaim, 
2 ade of cloiſters dwell, 
But never haunt my cheerful cell. 


Hail to phony was train! 

ail to fancy's n reign! 
— 3 —1 laughter wild, 
Free and ſportful as the child 
Hope with eager ſparkling eyes, 
And eaſy faith, and fond ſurpriſe ! 
Let theſe, in fairy colours dreſt, 
For ever ſhare my careleſs breaſt : 
Then, tho' wiſe ny 4 be, ” 
The wiſe themſelves ſhall envy me. 


of pompous name ! 


8 54+ Deſpondency. An Ode. BURNS, 


OFPRESS'D with grief, oppreſs'd with care, 1 


A burden more than I can bear, 
I fit m „ Pn: 
O life, thou art a galling load, 
A long, a rough, a weary road, 
To wretches ſuch as I! | 
Dim+hackward as I caſt my view, 
What ſick' ning ſcenes appear | 


What ſorrows yet may pierce me thro', 5 


Too juſtly may I fear 
Still caring, deſpairing, 
Miuſt be my bitter doom; 
My woes here ſhall cloſe ne'er, 
But with the cloſing tomb ! 
Happy ! ye ſons of buſy life, | 
Who) equal to the buſiling ſtrife, 
No other view regard ! 
Ev'n when the wiſhed end's deny'd, 
Vet while the buſy means are ply'd, 
They bring their own reward : 
Whilſt I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 
Unfitted with an aim, On 
Meet ev'ry fad returning night 
And joyleſs morn the fame : 
Lou, buſtling e 
Forget each grief and pain; 
1, liſtleſs, yet reſtleſs, | 
Find every proſpett vain. 


How bleſt the Solitary's lot, 


Who, all forgetting, all forgot, 


Within his humble cell; 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 
Beſide his cryſtal well; 
Or, haply, to his ev'ning thought, 
By unfrequented ſtream, 


The ways of men are diſtant brought, 


A faint collected dream: 
While praifing, and raiſing 


His thoughts to Heav'n on high, 


As wand'ring, meand'ring, 
He views the ſolemn ſky. 


ä . 


{ When dancing th 
| How ill ex 


ND MORAL. -—" > 


Than I no lonely Hermit plac'd , 

Where never human foatſtep trac'd, . 
.Leſs fit to play the part, | 

The lucky moment to improve, 

And juſt to ſtop, and juſt to move, 

With ſelf-reſpeCting art: 


But ah! thoſe pleaſures, loves, and jo yr | 


Which I too keenly taſte, 


| The Solitary can deſpiſe, 


Can want, and yet be bleſt! 
He needs not, he heeds not, 
Or human love or hate; 
Whilſt I here, muſt cry here, 
At perfidy ingrate! 
Oh ! enviable early days, 
tleſs Pleaſure's maze, 
own 1! N 5 
d for riper times, 
To feel the follies or the crimes 
Of others, or my own ! + 
Ye tiny elves that guiltleſs ſport, 
Like linnets in the buſh, *_ 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your with ! 
| The loſſes, the croſſes, 
That ——— | | 
= 


To care to gilt un 


* | The fears all, the tears 


Of dim declining Age! 


| $5. Death, Dr. Poxrzus, By. of London. = 
5 FRIEND to the wretch whom every friend 


forſakes, 


II woo thee, Death! In fancy's fairy paths 


Let the gay ſongſter rove, and gently trill 


The ſtrain of empty joy. Life and its joys = 
II leave to thoſe that prize them. At this hour, 
This folemn hour, when ſilence rules the world, 


And wearied nature makes a gen'ral pauſe ; 


| | Wrap in night's ſable robe, through cloyſters | 
And charnels pale, tenanted by a throng ¶ drear 


Of meagre phantoms ſhooting croſs my path 
With Ant glance, I ſeek the ſhadowy vale 
Of Death. Deep in a murky cave's receſs, 


| | Lav'd by Oblivion's liſtleſs fiream, and fenc'd 
By ſhelving rocks, and intermingled horrors 
| - pu and cypreſs ſhade, from all intruſion 


ſy noontide beam, the Monarch fits 
In unſubſtantial majeſty enthron'd. 


Ar his right hand, neareſt himſelf in place 
| And frightFulneſs of form, his parent Sin 


With fatal induſtry and cruel care 


| Buſies herſelf in pointing all his ſtings, 


And tipping every ſhaft with venom drawn 


From her infernal ſtore : around him rang d 


In terrible array, and mixture ſtrange 
Of uncouth ha; „ ſtand his read Miniſters. 
Foremoſt Old Age, his natural ally ; 
And firmeſt friend : next him diſeaſes thick, 

A motly train; Fever, with cheek of fire; 

Conſumption wan; Palſy, half warm with life, 
And half a clay-clod lump; joint-tort'ring Gout, 
And ever-gnawing Rheum ; Convulſion wild 

Swoln Dropſy; panting Aſthma; Apoplex 

e that walks 


| Full-gorg'd. There too the Peſtilence 
e In 


_ Over all thy works, only that he might reign 


To prey on Mankind. Voung Nature ſaw 


I be troubled air, and form'd a veil of clouds 


23 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


In darknefs, and the Sickneſs that deſtroys 
Horrid to tell, attentive wait; and, when 
Sudden ruſh forth to execute his purpoſe, 


And ſcatter deſolation o'er the earth. 
IIl-fated Man, for whom ſuch various forms 


Of migry wait, and mark their future prey 


Ah! why, all-righteous Fa. er, didft thou make 


This creature, Man ? why wake th'unconſcious 


To life and wretchedneſs ? O better far ¶ duſt 


Still had he ſlept in uncreated night, + 
If this the lot of Being! Was it for this 
Thy Breath divine kindled within his breaſt 


The vital flame ? For this was thy fair image 
Stampt on his foul in godlike lineaments ? 
For this dominion giv*n him abſolute 


Supreme in woe? From the bleſt ſource of Good 


Could Pain and Death proceed? Could ſuch foul ills 
Fall from fair — & hands? Far be the thought, 


The impious thought! God never made a creature 


Bur what was good. He made a living Soul; 
Te wretched Mortal was the work of Man. 


Forth from his Maker's hands he ſprung to life 
Freſh with immortal bloom; no pain he knew, 
No fear of change, no check to his deſires, [ ſtood 
Save one command : that one command, which 
Twixt him and Death, the teſt of his obedience, 


 Urg'd on by wanton curiofity, | | 
He broke. There in one moment was undone | 


The faireſt of God's works. The ſame raſh hand, 
That pluck'd in evil hour the fatal fruit, 
Unbarr'd the gates of Hell, and let looſe Sin 
And Death, and all the family of Pain, 


The monſtrous crew,and ſhook thro'all herframe. 


Then fled her new-born luſtre, then began 
Heaven's cheerful face to lowr, then vapours 


r 


To hide the willing Sun. The earth, convuls'd 
With painful throes, threw forth a briſtly crop 


Of thorns and briars ! and Inſect, Bird, and Beaſt, 
That wont before with admiration fond 

To gaze at Man, and fearleſs crowd around him, 
Now fled before his face, ſhunning in haſte 
Th' infection of his miſery. He alone, 

Who juſtly might, th'oſſended Lord of Man, 
Turn'd not 1 his face; he, full of pity, 


Forſook not in this uttermoſt diſtreſs 


His beſt lov d work. That comfort ſtill remain'd 
(That beſt, that greateſt comfort in affliction) 
The countenance of God; and taro? the gloom 

Shot forth ſome kindly gleams, to cheer and warm 


Th'offender'sſinkingſoul. Hope ſent from Heav'n, 
Uprais'd his drooping head, and ſhew'd afar 
A happier ſcene of things; the Promis'd Seed 
Trampling upon the Serpent's humbled creſt ; 
Death of his ſting diſarm'd; and the dark grave, 
Made pervious to the realms of endleſs day, 


No more the limit but the gate of life, [ground, 


Cheer'd with the view, Man went to till the 
From whence he roſe ; ſentenc'd indeed to toil 


As to a puni.ament, yet (ev'n in wrath, 
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| So merciful is Heav'n) this toil became 
At broad noon-day. Theſe, and a thouſand more, 


The ſolace of his woes, the ſweet employ 


Of many a live- long hour, and ſureſt 
By Hear'n's command Deathwaves his ebon wand, 


Was yet a diſtant ill, by feeble arm ö 


Againſt Diſeaſe and Death. Death, tho denounc'd, 
Of Age, his ſole ſupport, led ſlowly on. 


Not then, as ſince, the ſhort-liv'd ſons of men 


Flock'd to his realms in countleſs multitudes ; 
Scarce in the courſe of twice five hundred years 


One ſolitary ghoſt went ſhiv'ring down 


To his ay ſhore. In ſober ſtate, 
Through the ſequeſter'd vale of rural life, 


| The venerable Patriarch guileleſs held 
| The tenor of his way; Labour prepar d 
His ſimple fate, and Temp'rance rul'd his board. 


Tir'd with his daily toil, at early eve 


He ſunk to ſudden reſt; gentle and pure 


As breath of evening Zephyr, and as ſweet, 
Were all his ſlumbers; with the Sun he roſe, 
Alert and vigorous as He, to run ſtrength, 
His deſtin'd courſe. Thus nerv'd with giant 
He ſtemm' d the tide of time, and ſtood the ock 


Of ages rolling harmleſs o'er his head. 


At life's meridian, point arriv'd, he ſtood, 
And looking round, ſaw all the vallies fill'd 


With nations from His loins ; full-well content 


To leave his race thus ſcatter'd o'er the earth, 


Along the gentle ſlope of life's decline 


He bent his gradual way, till full of years 

He dropt like mellow fruit into his grave. 
Such in the infancy of time was Man; 

So calm was life, fo impotent was Death ! 

O had he but preſerv'd theſe few remains, 

The ſhatter'd fragments of loſt happineſs, 


| Snatch*dby the hand of Heav'n from the ſad wreck 
| Of innocence primzral, ſtill had he liv'd 


In ruin great; tho” fall'n, yet not forlorn ; 


Though mortal, yet not everywhere beſet 


With Death in every ſhape ! But he, impatient 


To be completely wretched, haſtes to fill up 
The meaſure of his woes. — Twas Man himſclf 


Brought Death into the world; and Man himſelf 
Gave keenneſs to his darts, quicken'd his pace, 


And multiply'd deſtruction on . 


Firſt Envy, eldeſt-born of Hell, embrued 
Her hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Men 
To make a Death which Nature never made, 


And God abhorr'd; with violence rude to break 
The thread of life ere half its length was run, 
And rob a wretched brother of his being. 

| With joy Ambition ſaw, and ſoon improv'd 


The execrable deed. Twas not enough 

By ſubtle fraud to ſnatch a ſingle life: 

Puny impiety! whole kingdoms fell 3 
To fate the ful of power: more horrid ſtill, 
The fouleſt ſtain and ſcandal of our nature 
Became its boaſt, Oxe Murder made a Villain, 
Millions a Hero. Princes were privileg'd | 
To kill; and numbers ſanCtified the crime. 
Ah! why will Kings forget that they are Men? 
And Men that they are brethren ? y delight 
In human facrifice > Why burſt the ties 
Of Nature, that ſhould knit their fouls together 


In one ſoft bond of amity and love? 
Yet ſtill they breathe 


jon, till go on 
x 2 Inhy y 


Inhumanly ingenious to find out 
New pains for life, new terrors for the Fen- 
Artificers of Death! Still Monarchs 
Of univerſal empire ing u | 
From univerſal Pin Blaſt = deſign, . 
Great God of Hoſts, nor let thy creatures fall 
Unpitied victims at Ambition's ſhrine ! 
Yet ſay, ſhould Tyrants learn at laſt to feel, 
And the loud din of battle ceaſe to bray; _ 
Should dove-ey'd Peace o'er all the earth extend 
Her olive branch, and give the world repoſe, 
Would Death be foil'd 3 Would health, and 
ſtrength, and yout | . 
Defy his pow'r ? Ha, he no arts in ſtore, 
No other ſhafts ſave thoſe of war? Alas! 
Even in the ſmile of Peace, that ſmile which ſheds 
A heav'nly ſunſhine o'er the ſoul, there baſks 
That ſerpent Luxury. War its thouſands ſlays, 
Peace its ten thouſands. In th'embattled plain 
Tho' Death exults, and claps his raven wings, 
Yet reigns he not ev'n there ſo abſolute, 
So mercileſs, es in yon frantic ſcenes _ 
Of midnight revel and tumultuous mirth, 
Where in th'intoxicating draught conceal'd, 


Or couch'd beneath the glance of lawleſs Love, 


He ſnares the ſimple youth, who nought ſuſpecting, 
Means to be bleſt - but finds himſelf undone. 

Down the ſmoothſtream of life the ſtripling darts, 
Gay as the morn; bright glows the vernal {ky, 
Hope ſwells his ſails, and paſſion fteers his courſe. 
Safe glides his little bark along the ſhore 


Where virtue takes ner ſtand ; bur if too far 


He launches forth beyond diſcretion's mark, 
Sudden the tempeſt ſcowls, the ſurges roar, 
Blot his fair day, and plunge him in the deep. 
O fad but ſure miſchance | O happier far 
To lie like gallant Howe 'midſt Indian wilds 
A breathleſs corſe, cut off by favage hands 
In earlieſt prime, a generous ſacrifice 
To freedom's holy cauſe, than fo to fall, 

Torn immature from life's meridian Joys, 8 
A prey to Vice, Intemp'rance, and Diſcaſe. 

| Fer die ev'n thus, thus rather periſh ſtill, 
Ye Sons of Pleaſure, by th'Almighty ſtrick'n, 
Than ever dare (though oft, alas! ye dare) 


To lift againſt yourſelves the murd'rous ſteel, | 
To wreſt from God's own hand the ſword „ 


And be your own avengers! Hold, raſh Man, 
Though with anticipating ſpeed thou'ſt rang d 
Through every region of delight, nor left 
One joy to gild the evening of thy days; 
Though life ſeem one uncomfortable void, 
Guilt at thy heels, before thy face deſpair ; 
Yet gay this ſcene, and light this load of woe, | 
Compar'd with thy hereafter. Think, O think, 
And, ere thou plunge into the vaſt abyſs, 
Pauſe on the verge à while, look down and ſee 


Thy future manhon. Why that ſtart of horror? 


From thy ſlack hand why drops th'uplifted ſteel? 
Didſt thou not think ſuch vengeance muſt await 
The wretch that, with his crimes all freſh about 
Ruſhes irreverent, unprepar'd, uncall'd, (him, 


Into his Maker's preſence, throwing back 
With inſolent diſdain his choiceſt gift? 
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j Live then, while Heav'n in * jos thee life, 
And think it all too ſhort to waſh away, 

By penitential tears and deep contrition, 
| The ſcarlet of thy crimes. So ſhalt thou find 
Reſt to thy ſoul, ſo unappall'd ſhalt meet 
Death when he comes, not wantonly invite 
His ling'ring ſtroke. Be it thy ſole concern 
With innocence to live, with patience wait | 
1 h' appointed hour; too ſoon that hour will come, 
Tho? Nature run her courſe. But Nature's God, 
If need require, by thouſand various ways, 


| Without thy aid, can ſhorten that ſhort ſpan, 5 


| And quench the lamp of life. O when he comes, 


| Rous'd by the cry of wickedneſs extreme 


To Heay'n aſcending from ſome guilty land, 
Now ripe for vengeance ; when he comes array d 
In all « 6 terrors of Almighty wrath, EY 
| Forth from his boſom plucks his ling'ring arm, 
And on the miſcreants pours deſtruction down, 
| Who can abide his coming? Who can bear 
His whole diſpleaſure ? In no common form 
Death then appears, but ſtarting into fize 
Enormous, meaſures with gigantic firide 
Th'aftoniſh'd earth, and from his looks throws 
Unutterable horror and diſmay. [round 
All nature lends her aid. Each element 
Arms in his cauſe. Ope fly the doors of heav'n; 
Fhe fountains of the deep their barriers break ; 
Above, below, the rival torrents pour, * 
And drown Creation; or in floods of fire 
Deſcends a livid cataract, and conſumes 
An impious race. Sometimts, whenallſeemspeace, 
| Wakes the grim whirlwind, andwith rude embrace 
Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep 
Whelms the proud wooden world; full many a 
Floats on his wat'ry bier, or lies unwept youth 
On ſome ſad defart ſhore ! At dead of night, 
In fallen filence ſtalks forth Peſtilence : | 


' | Contagion, cloſe behind, taints all her _ , = 


Wich pois'nous dew ; no finiting hand is ſeen, 

No found is heard, but ſoon her ſecret path 

Is mark'd with defolation ; heaps on heaps 

Promiſcuous drop, No friend, no refuge, near ; 

All; all, is falfe'and treacherous around; 

All chat they touch, or taſte, or breathe, is Death. 
But ahl what means that ruinous roar? why fail 

Theſe tott'ring feet > Earth to its center feels 

The Godhead's power, and trembling at his touch 

| Through all its pillars, and in ev'ry pore, 

4 Hurls to the ground with one convulſive heave 

| Precipitating domes, and towns, and tow'rs, 


The work of ages. Cruſn'd beneath the weighr | 


_ | Of gen' ral devaſtation, millions fiad 
One common grave; not ev'n a widow left 


To wail her ſons: the houſe, that ſhould protect, 
Entombs its maſter ; and the faithleſs plain, 
If there he flies for help, with ſudden yawn 
Starts hay beneath him. Shield me, gracious 
| | of 18 gta NH 
O ſnatch me from deſtruction! If this Globe, 
This ſolid Globe, which thine own hand hath made 
So firm and ſure, if this my ſteps betray ; | 
If my own mother Earth, from whence I ſprung, 


T4 Riſe up with rage unnatural to devour 


Her wretched offspring, whither ſhall I fly ? 
| Where 


— 
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Cheriſh'd in earl: 
With tenfold uſury the pious care, 


And, oh! ſtill harder leſſon! how to die; 


"Wake all her h 


- Go „„ 


_ Burſts 
And on the wing of Extaſy — 
Springs into Liberty, and Light, and Life. 


Some flee the city, ſome the hermitage 
(Their aims as various as the roads they take 
In journeying through 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the tomb ; 


Eternal King! whoſe 
The keys of hell and death. The Grave, dread 


30 


iant 


Almighty Father? Save, O fave, thy ſu 
time 


From horrors ſuch as theſe ! At th 


In genuine form, not with thy vengeance arm'd, 
Too much for man to bear. O rather lend 
Thy kindly aid to mitigate his ſtroke ; 5 
And at that hour when all a Lhd . - - 
= trembling candidate for thy compaſhon) 
In this World brink, and lock into the next; 


Cafts back a wiſhful look, and fondly dings T 


| When my ſoul ftarting from the dark unknown 
To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrench 


From this fair ſcene, from all her cuſtom'd joys, | 
And all the lovely relatives of life ; 2 | 
Then ſhed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 

The gentleſt of thy looks. Let no dark crimes, 


In all their hideous forms then ſtarting up, 
Plant themſelves round my couch in grim w_ 
And ſtab my bleeding heart with two-edg'd | 


| Senſe of paſt guilt, and dread of future woe. 
Far be the ghaſtly crew? And in their ſtead 
Loet cheer 


Memory, from her pureſt cells, 
Lead forth a goodly train of Virtues fair, 
youth, now paying back 


And pouring o'er my wounds the heav*nly balm 


Of conſcious innocence. But chiefly Thou, 
_ Whom (ſoft Pityonce led down Heav'n 


To bleed for man, to teach him how to live, 
Diſdain not Thou to ſmooth the reſtleſs bed 


Of Sickneſs and of Pain. Forgive the tear 


That feeble Nature drops, calm all her fears, 
„and animite her faith, 
Till my rapr Soul, anticipating Heav'n, 

the thraldom of incumb'ring clay, 


| $ 56. The Grave. Rokr. BLAIR. : 
Die houſe appornted for all living. - Jos. 


WHILST ſome affett the fun, and ſome the 


life) the taſk be mine 


Th'appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Theſe trav'llers'meet. Thy fuccours I implore, 
t arm ſuſtains 


thing 
Men —. 12 thou'rt nam d: Nature appal'd 
Shakes off her wonted firmneſs. Ah! how dark 
Thy long- extended realms and rue ful waſtes, 
Where nought but ſilence reigns, and night, dark 
Dark as was Chaos ere the infant fun [ night, 


Was rol d together, or had tried its beams | 


Athwart the gloom. nd! The ſickly taper, 
By glimm'ring thro? thy low-brow'd miſty vaults, | 
Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy ſlime, 


— 


| 
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ere look for ſuccour > Where, but up to thee, 


And buried midſt the wreck of things which were; 


Lets fall a ſupernumerary horror, 


Cheerleſs, unſocial plant 

Midſt ſculls and coffins, epitaphs and worms; 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embodied thick, perform their myſtic rounds. 


| No other merriment, dull tree ! is thine. | 
See yonder hallow'd fane ! the pious work 


Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 


There lie interr'd the more illuſtrious dead. 


The wind is up: hark how it howls! Methinks, 

{ Till now, I never heard a ſound fo dreary : | bird 
| Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul 
| Rook'd in the ſpire ſcreams loud; the gloomy iles 
Black plaſter'd, and hung round with ſhreds of 


ſcutcheons, 


And tatter'd coats of arms, ſend back the ſound 

Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 
| The manſions of the dead. Rovz'd from their 
In grim array the grizly ſpectres riſe, [ſlumbers, 


Grin horrible, and obſtinately ſullen 


| Paſs and repaſs, huſh'd as the foot of night. 
| Again! theſcreech-owlſhrieks: ungraciousſound! 
I'H hear no more; it makes one's blood run chill. 
Quite round the pile, a row of rev'rend elms, 
. | Coeval near with that all ragged ſhew, F 
the rude winds: ſome rift halfdown 


Long lafh'd by 
Their branchleſs trunks : others ſo thin a=top, 


| | That ſearee two crows could lodge in the fame 


tree. 


[ pen'd here: 
Strange things, the nei 


ghbours ſay, have hap- 


| Wild fhrieks have iſſued from the hollow tombs : 
7 2 men have come again, and walk*d about; 
| Andthe 


great bell has toll'd, unrung, untouch'd. 
Such tales their cheer, at wake or golliping, 


| When it draws near to witching-time of night. 


Oft in the lone church-yard at night I've ſeen, 
By glimpſe of moon - ſhine, chequ'ring thro' the 
Hh trees | | | = 

The ſchool-boy, with his ſatchel in his hand, 
Whiſtling aloud to bear his courage up, 


Who gather round and wonder at the tale 

Of horrid apparition, tall and ghaſtly, 
That walks at dead of night, or takes his ſtand 
O'er ſome new-open'd grave; and, ſtrange to tell 
Exaniſhes at crowing of the cock. 

The new - made widow too I've ſometimes ſpied, 
Sad fight | flow moving o'er the proſtrate dead: 
Liſtleſs ſhe crawls along in doleful black, 
While burfts of forrow guth from either eye, 
Faft falling down-her-now untaſted cheek, 
Prone on the lonely grave of the dear man 
She drops; whilſt buſy meddling memory, 

In barbarous ſucceſſion, muſters up 


| 
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And only ſerves to make thy night more irkſome. 
| Well do I know thee by thy truſty ew, 
* loves to dwell 


Where light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 


And lightly tripping ofer the long flat tones 
(Wich nettles tinted, and with — o' ergrown) 
That tell in homely-phraſe who lie below; ]] 
| Sudden he ſtarts ! and hears, or thinks he hears, 
The found of ſomerhing purring at his heel: 
| Full faſt he flies, and dares not look behind him, 
Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows; 
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A tie 
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] owe 
Far, | 
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W hom love has knit, and ſympathy made one! 5 
And only mock whom they were meant to honor. 


3 Mellow'd his pipe, and ſoften'd ev* 
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The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, ſtill ſhe thinks 
She ſees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
Clings yet more cloſely to the ſenſeleſs turf, 


Nor heeds the paſſenger who looks that way. 
Invidious Grave! how doſt thou rend in ſunder 


A tie more ſtubborn far than nature's band. 
Friendſhip ! myſterious cement of the ſoul ! 
$weet'ner of life, and ſolder of ſociety ! | 
I owe thee much. Thou haſt deſerv'd from me 
Far, far bevond what I can ever pay. | 
Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, 
And the warm efforts of thy gentle heart, 
Anxious to pleaſe. O! when my friend and I 
In ſome thick wood have wander'd heedleſs on, 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us down 
Upon the ſloping cowſlip-cover'd bank, 
Where the pure limpid ſtream has ſlid along 
In grateful errors thro' the under - wood [thruſh 
Sweet murm'ring, methought, the ſhrill-tongu'd 
Mended his ſong of love; the footy blackbird 
note; 
The eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the roſe 
Aſſum' d a dye more deep; whilſt ev'ry flower 
Vied with his fellow-plant in luxury <—® 
Of dreſs. O! then the longeſt ſummer's day 
Seem'd too, too much in hafte ; ſtill the full heart 
Had not imparted half : 'twas happineſs 
Too exquiſite to laſt, Of joys departed, 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
Dull Grave! thou ſpoil'ſt the dance of youth- 
ful blood, . 85 
Strik'ſt out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 
And ev'ry ſmirking feature from the face; 


Branding our laughter with the name of madneſs. 


Where are the jeſters now? the man of health 
Complexionally pleaſant ? where the droll, 
Whoſe ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and ſhouting crowds, 
And made ev'n thick-lipp'd muſing Melancholy 
To gather up her face into a ſmile 5 
fore ſhe was aware? Ah! ſullen now, 


And dumb as the green turf that covers them ! 
Where are the mighty thunderbolrs of war, 


e Roman Cxfars and the Græcian chiefs, 
The boaſt of ſtory > Where the hot-brain'd youth, 


Who the tiara at his pleaſure tore 


From kings of all the then diſcover'd globe; 
And cried, torſooth, becauſe his arm was ham- 


Above the vul 


0 


| 


, 


And had not room enough todohis work? { per'd, 


Alas! how lim, difhonorably flim! _ 
And cramm'd into a ſpace we bluſh to name. 
Proud royalty! how alter'd in thy looks! 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue! 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone ? 
Where haſt thou hid thy many- ſplangled head, 
And the majeſtic menace of thine eyes 

Felt from 4 pliant and pow'rleſs now ; 


Like new-born infant bound up in his ſwathes, 


Or victim tumbled flat upon his back, 

That throbs beneath the ſacrificer's knife ; 
Mute muſt thou bear the ſtrife of little tongues, 
And coward inſults of the baſe-born crowd, 


| 
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grudge a privilege thou never hadſt, 
ful Grave, 
—_——_Fc 


That 
But only hop'd for in the 
Of being unmoleſted and 


| Araby's gums and odoriferous drugs, 


And honors by the heralds duly paid 
In mode and form, ev'n to a very fcruple; 
O cruel irony ! theſe come too late; 
Surely, there's not a dungeon-ſlave that's buried 
In the highway, unſhrowded and uncoffin d, 
But lies as foft, and fleeps as ſound as he. 
Sorry pre-eminence of high deſcent 
gar, born to rot in ſtate! 
But fee! thewell-plum'd hearſe comes nodding 
Stately and flow ; and properly attended [on, 
By the whole ſable tribe, 5 wh painful watch _ 
The ſick man's door, and live upon the dead, 
By letting out their perſons by the hour 
To mimic forrow, when the heart's not fad! 
| How rich the trappings, now they're all unfurl'd 
And glitt'ring in the ſun! triumphant entries 
Of conquerors, and coronation pomps, 
In glory ſcarce exceed. Great ghuts of 


2 Retard th'unwieldly ſhow ; whilft from the caſe- 


ments e . 

And houſe tops, ranks behind ranks cloſe wedgꝰ d, 

Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this watte ? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcaſe 


| That's fall'n into diſgrace, and in the noftril | 
Smells horrible? Ye undertakers ! tell us, 


Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 

Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 

You make this mighty ſtir * Tis wifely done: 

What would offend the eye in a good picture, 
The Painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades. 8 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appcar'ſt ! 

Below the envy of the private man 5 
Honor, that meddleſome officious ill, 


_ | Purſues thee e en to death; nor there ſtops ſhort, 


Strange perſecution ! when the grave itſelf 
Is no protection from the rude ſufferance. 
__ Abſurd! to think to over-reach the grave, 


| And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours 


The beſt concerted ſchemes men lay for fame 
Die faſt away: only themſelves die faſter. 
The far-fam'd ſcul :tor, and the laurel'd bard, 
Thoſe bold inſurers of eternal fame, 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 


| The tap'ring 2222 th'Egyptian's pride, 
r 0 


And wonder of the world! whoſe ſpiky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long our-liy'd 
The angry ſhaking of the winter's fftorm; 
Yet ſpent at laſt by th/injuries of heav'n, 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow'd o'er with years, 
The myſtic cone with hieroglyphics cruſted, 
Gives way. O * at once 
The labour of whole ages lumbers down, 
A hideous and mif-ſhapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wreftle but in vain _ 
With all-ſubduing Time: her cank'ring hand, 


With calm deliberate malice, waſterh them: 


Worn on the edge of days, the braſs conſumes, 
The buſto moulders, and the deep cut marble, 


Unſteady to the ſteel, gives up its charge. 


Ambitibn, half convicted of her folly, 


Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 
Here all the mighty troublers of the earth, 
NV ho ſwam to ſov*reign rule thro? ſeas of blood; 
Thꝰoppreſſive, ſturdy, man- deſtroying villains, 
Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empires waſte, 
And in à cruel wantonneſs of pow'r 
Thinn'd ſtates of half their people, and gave up 
To want the reſt, now, like a ſtorm that's ſpent, 
Lie huſh'd, and meanly ſneak behind thy covert, 
Vain thought, to hide them from the gen'ral ſcorn, 
That haunts and dogs them like an injur d ghoft 
Implacable. Here too, the pefty tyrant, 
Whole ſcant domains geographer ne'er notic'd, 
ind well for neighb'ring grounds of arm as ſhort ; 
Nho fix'd his iron talons on the poor, 
And 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 
And piteous plaintive voice of miſery _ 
(As if a ſlave was not a ſhred of nature, 


Now tame and humble, like achild that's whipp'd, 
Shakes hands with duſt, and calls the worm his 
r | 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under 
Precedency's a jeſt; vaſſal and lord, 
Groſsly familiar, fide by ſide conſume. 
When ſelf-eſteem, or others adulation, 
Would cunningly perſuade us we were ſomething 
Above the common level of our kind, [flatr'ry, 
The grave gainſays the ſmooth - complexion'd 


ground 


And with blunt truth acquaints us hat we are. 


Beauty! thou pretty plaything ! dear deceit ! 
That fteals fo ſoftly o'er the ſtripling's heart, 

And gives it a new pulſe unknown before! 
'The | diſcredits thee : thy charms expung'd, 
Thy roſes faded, and thy lilies foil'd, 


What haſt thou more to boaſt of > Will thy lovers 


Flock round thee now, to gaze anddo thee homage? 


| Methinks I fee thee with thy head low laid; 
_ Whilſt ſurfeited upon thy damaſk cheek, 

The high-fed worm in lazy volumes roll'd, 

Riots unſcar'd. For this was all thy caution ? 
For this thy painful labours at thy glaſs, 

_ T'improvethoſe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the ſpoiler thanks thee not? Foul feeder! 
| Coarſe fare and carrion pleaſe thee full as well, 

And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe. 1 

Lock how the fair one wecps ! the conſcious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow'rs: 
Honeſt effuſion ! the ſwoln heart in vain 
Works hard to put a gloſs on its diſtreſs. _ 

Strength too! thou turly, and leſs gentle boaſt 
Of thoſe that laugh loud ar rhe village ring ! 
A fit of common ſickneſs pulls thee down 
Wich greater caſe thane'cr thou didſt the ſtripling 
That raſhly dar'd thee to th' unequal fight. 


What groan was that I heard? deep groan indeed! 


With anguiſh heavy laden ! let me trace it: 


From yonder bed it comes, where the ſtrong man. 


By ſtronger arm belabour'd, gaſꝑs for breath 


Like a hard hunted beaſt. How his great keart 


Beats thick ' his roomy cheſt by far too ſcant 
To give the lungs full play ! what now avail 
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grip'd them like ſome lordly beaſt of prey, 


Though ſtrong 


| 
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The ſtrong - built finewy limbs and well-ſpread 


ſhoulders ? 


See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with his pain! eager he catches hold 
Of what comes next to hand, and graſps it hard, 
Juſt like a creature drowning ! hideous fight ! 
O! how his eyes ſtand out, and ftare full ghaſtly ! 
Whilſt the diſtemper's rank, and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow croſs his bowels, 
And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan? 
It was his-laſt. See how the great Goliah, | 
Juſt like a child that brawl'd itſclfto reſt, [boaſter ! 


| Lies ſtill, What mean'ſt thou then, O mighty 
To vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the bull, 


| Unconſcious of his ſtrength, to play the coward, 
And flee before a feeble thing like man; 5 
That knowing well the ſlackneſs of his arm, 
Truſts only in tlie well-invented knife! 


Wich ſtudy pale, and midnight vigils ſpent, 
To tar-ſurveying ſage cloſe to his eye * 5 
Of the ſame common nature with his lord) AP 


Applies the fight-invigorating tube; - 
And trav'lling thro* the boundleſs length of ſpace, 
Marks well the courſes of the far-ſeen orbs : 


That roll with regular confuſion there, 


In extacy of thought. But ah! proud man 


| Great heights are hazardous to the weak head : | 
| Soon, very ſoon, thy firmeſt footing fails ; 


And down thou droppꝰſt into that darkſome place, 
Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 
Here the tongue- warrior lies ! diſabled now, 

Difarm'd, diſhonor'd, like a wretch thats gagg'd, 

And cannot tell his ail to paſſers-by. [change, 

Great man of language ! whence this mighty 

This dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head ? 

perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, 

And ily Infinuation's ſofter arts 5 

In ambuſh lay about thy flowing tongue, 
Alas! how chop- fall'n now! thick miſts and ſilence 

Reſt, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaſt 

Unceaſing. Ah! where is the lifted am, 

The ſtrength of action, and the force of words, 

The well-turn'd period, and the well- tun'd voice, 

| With all the leſſer ornaments of phraſe? 

Ah! fled for ever, as they ne'er had been 
Raz'd from the book of fame : or, more provoking, 
Perhaps ſome hackney hunger-bitten ſcribbler 
Inſults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhimes 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along; 

Enough to rouze a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red reſentment the wan check. * 

Here the great maſters of the healing art, | 

Theſe mighty mock-defrauders of the tomb ! 

Spite of their juleps and catholicons, 

Reſign to fate. Proud EÆſculapiusꝰ ſon, 
Where are thy boaſted implements of art, 
Aud all thy well-cramm'd magazines of health) 

Nor hill, nor vale, as far as ſhip could go, 

Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd brook, 

Eſcap'd thy rifling hand! from ſtubborn ſhrubs 
Thou wrung'ſt their ſhy retiring virtues out, 
And vex'd them in the fire; nor fly, nor inſect, 
Nor writhy ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 
But why this apparatus? why this coſt ? 


Tell 


ce; - 


O curſed luſt of gold ! when for thy ſake 


Firſt ſtarv'd in this, then damn'd in that to come. 


Who, counting on long years of pleaſure here, 


In that dread moment, how the frantic foul _ 


Like a ſtaunch murd' rer ſteady to his purpoſe, 


What a ſtrange moment muſt it be, when near 


Like a difabled pitcher of no uſe. 
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Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the grave ! 
Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 
With the long liſt of vouchers for thy cures ! 


Alas! thou ſpeak'ſt not. The bold impoſtor 
Looks not more filly when the cheat's found out. 
Here the lank-ſided miſer, worſt of felons ! 
Who meanly ſtole, diſcreditable ſhift ! 2 
From back and belly too their proper cheer; 
Eas'd of a tax it irk'd the wretch to pay 

To his own carcaſe, now lies cheaply lodg'd, 
By clam'*rous appetites no longer teaz'd, 
Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs 
But, ah ! where are his rents, his comings in ? 
Aye! now you've made the rich man poor indeed : 
Robb'd of his gods, what has he left behind? 


The fool throws up his int'reſt in both worlds, 


How ſhocking muſt thy ſummons be, O Death 
To him that is at eaſe in his poſſeſſions, | 


Is quite unfurniſh'd for that world to come ! 


Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 
But ſhrieks in vain ! how wiſhfully ſhe looks 
On all ſhe's leaving, now no longer hers ! 

A little longer, yet a little longer, 

O might ſhe ſtay to waſh away her ſtains, 
And fit her for her paſſage ! mournful fight ! 
Her very eyes weep blood; and ev'ry groan 
She heaves is big with horror: but the foe, 


Purſues her cloſe through ev'ry lane of life, 
Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes on ; 
Till, forc'd at laſt to the tremendous verge, 
At once ſhe finks to everlaſting ruin. 

Sure *tis a ſcrious thing to die ! my ſoul ! 


Thy journey's end, thou haſt the gulph in view ! 
That awful gulph no mortal e'er repaſs'd, 
To tell what's doing on the other fide ! 
Nature runs back and ſhudders at the ſight, 
Andev'ry life- ſtring bleeds at thoughts of parting ! 
For part they muſt : body and foul muſt part; 
Fond couple! link*d more cloſe than wedded pair. 
This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 
The witneſs of its actions, now its Judge; 
That drops into the dark and noiſome grave, 


If death was nothing, and nought after death; 
If, when men died, at once they ceas'd to be, 
Returning to the barren 2 1 
Whence firſt they ſprung, then might the de- 
. bauchee | [drunkard 
Vatrembling mouthe the heav'ns; then might the 
Reel over his full bowl, and when 'tis drain'd, 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh [wretch 
At the poor bugbear Death ;—then might the 
That's weary of the world, and tir'd of\lite, 
At once give each inquietude the flip, \ 
By ſtealing out of being when he pleas'd, 

d by what way, whether by hemp or ſteel : 
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| The ill-pleas'd gueſt to fit out his full time, 


| Or blame him 1 


| Is but a coward's trick : to run away 
| From this world's ills, that at the very 
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goes? Sure he does well 
That helps himſelf as timely as he can, 
When able. Burt if there is an hereafter 
( And that there is, conſcience, uninfluenc'd 
And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man) 
Then muſt it be an awful thing to die; 
More horrid yet to die by one's own hand. 


| Self-murder ! name it not; our iſland's ſhame, 


That makes her the reproach of neighb'ring ſtates. 
Shall nature, ſwerving from her earlieſt dictate, 


| Self-preſervyation, fall by her own act? 


Forbid it, Heav'n|! let nor upon diſguſt 255 
The ſhameleſs hand be foully crimſon'd o'er 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt! 


| Juſt reeking from ſelf-ſlaughter, in a rage, 


To ruth into the preſence of our Judge 
As if we challeng'd him to do his worſt, 


And matter'd not his wrath. Unheard-of tortures 


Muſt be reſerv'd for ſuch : theſe herd together; 
The common damn'd ſhun their ſociety, | 
And look upon themſelves as ficnds leſs foul. 
Our time is fix'd ! and all our days-arenumber'd ! 
How long, how ſhort, we know not: this we know, 
Duty requires we calmly wait the ſummons, 
Nor dare to ſtir till Heav'n ſhall give permiſſion: 


| Like centries that muſt keep their deſtin'd ſtand, 


And wait th'appointed hour, till they're reliev'd. 


| Thoſe only are the brave who keep their ground, 


And keep it to the laſt, To run away 


worſt 
Will ſoon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourſelves 
By boldly vent'ring on a world unknown, 
And plunging headlong in the dark |! *tis mad: 


| No frenzy half ſo deſperate as this. 


Tell us, ye dead ! will none of you in pity 


To thoſe you left behind diſcloſe the ſecret? 


O] that ſome cour:eous ghoſt would blab it out, 
What 'tis you are, and we muſt ſhortly be. 
Pve heard, that fouls departed have ſometimes 


' || Forewarn'd men of their death: *twas kindly done 


To knock and give th'alarum. But what means 
This ſtinted charity? *tis but lame kindneſs 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what 'tis to die? Do the firict laws 
Of your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking = 
Upon a point ſo nice ? I'Il aſk no more; 
Sullen, like lamps in ſepulchres, your ſhine 
Enlightens but yourſelves: well—tis no matter: 
A very little time will clear up all, 5 
And make us learn'd as you a re, and. as cloſe. 
Death's ſhafts fly thick ! Here falls the vil- 
lage ſwain, 8 L.round; 
And there his pamper'd lord! The cup goes 
And who ſo artful as to put it by ? 4 
»Tis long ſince Death had the majority; 

Yet, ſtrange ! the living lay it not to heart. 

Sce yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 

The ſexton, hoary- headed chronicle! 


| Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er ſtole 


A gentle tear; with mattock in his hand | 
Digsthro' whole rows of kindred and acquaintance 
By far his juniors ! Scarce a ſcull's caft up, 


Death's — doors ſtand open. Who could | 
lea rce 


But well he knew its owner, and can tell 


D Some 
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Indo fantaſtic ſchemes, which the long livers 
In the world's hale and undeyen'rate days 
Could ſcarce have leiſure for; fools that we are! 


The lawn rob'd prelate and plain preſbyter, 


Familiar mingle here, like ſiſter- ſtreams 


paſſage of his life. Thus, hand in hand, 
The fot has walk*d with death twicetwenty years; 


And yet ne'er younkeron the green laughs louder, 
Or clubs a ſmuttier tale; when drunkards meet, 


None fings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 


More willing to his cup. Poor wretch ! he minds 
That ſoon ſome truſty brother of the trade ¶ not 
Shall do for him what he has done for thouſands. 


On this ſide, and on that, men ſee their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in Autumn; yet launch out 


Never to think of death and of ourſelves 


At the lame time! as if to learn to die | 
MW ere no concern of ours. O more than ſottiſh! 


For creatures of a day, in gameſome mood 
To frolic on eternity's dread brink | 
Unapprehenfive ; when for aught we know 


The very firſt ſwoln ſurge ſhall ſweep us in. 


Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 


With a reſiſtleſs unremitting fiream, 
Vet treads more ſoft than e'er did midnight thief, 
That ſlides his hand under the miſer's pillow, 


And carries off his prize. What is this world? 


What but a ſpacious burial-field unwall'd, 
Strew'd with death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animals, 
Savage and tame, and full of dead mens bones! 
The very turf on which we tread once liv'd; 
And we that live muſt lend our carcaſes 
To cover our own offspring: in their turns 


They too muſt cover theirs. *Tis here all meet | 
The ſhiv'ring Icelander, and ſun-burnt Moor; 
Men of all climes, that never met before, 

And of all creeds, theJew, the Turk, theChriſtian. 


Here the proud prince, and favorite yet prouder, 


His ſov'reign's keeper, and thc people's ſcour 
Are huddled out of fight. Here he abaſh'd wY 


The great negoriators of the earth, 
And celebrated maſters of the balance, 
Deep read in ſtratagems and wiles of courts : 


How vain theirtreaty-{kill ! Death ſcorns to treat. 


Here the o' erloaded ſlave flings down his burthen 
From his gall'd ſhoulders; and when the cruel 


tyrant, | 


With all his guards and tools of pow'r about him, 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardſhips, 

| Mocks his ſhort arm, and quick as thought eſcapes, 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary reſt, 


Here the warm lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 


The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling ſtream, 
Tine out of mind rhe fav'rite ſeats of love, 

_ _ Faſt by his gentle miſtreſs lays him down 
Vnblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 


Lie cloſe, unmindful of their former feuds, 
Ere while that ſtood algof, as ſhy ro meet, 
That ſome rude interpoſing rock had ſplit. 


Here is the large-limb'd peaſant ; here the child 
Of a ſpan long, that never faw the ſun, 


. Nor preſs d the nipple, ftrangled in life's porch; 


T::re is the mother with her ſons and daughters 
The barren wife; the long-demurring maid, 
Whoſe lonely unappropriated ſwer:s 


| 


= 
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Stalk d off reluctant, like an ili-us'd ghoſt, 
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Smil'd like yon knot of cowſlips on the cliff, 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. 
H:re are the prude ſevere, and gay coquette, 


The ſober widow, and the young green virgin, 


Cropp'd like a roſe, before 'tis fully blown, 


Or half its worth diſclos'd. Strange medley here! 


Here garrulous old age winds up his tale; 
And jovial youth, of lightſome varant heart, 


Whoſe ev'ry day was made of melody, [ ſhrew, 


Hears not the voice of mirth: the ſhrill-tongu'd 


| Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 
Here are the wiſe, the gen'rous, and the brave; 


The juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane, 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred; 


The fool, the churl, the ſcoundrel, and the mean, : 


The ſupple ſtateſman, and the patriot ſtern ; 

The wrecks of nations, and the ſpoils of time, 

With all the lumber of hx thouſand years. 
Poor man! how happy once in thy firſt ſtate ! 


| When yet but warm from thy great Maker hand, 
He ſtamp'd thee with his image, and well pleas'd, 


Smil'd on his laſt fair work ! Then all was well: 
Sound was the body, and the ſoul ſerene ; 
Like two ſweet inſtruments ne'er out of tune, 


That play their ſeveral parts. Nor head, nor heart, 
| Offer'd to ache; nor was there cauſe they ſhould, 


For all was pure within: no fell remorſe, 
Nor anxious caſtings up of what may be, 


| Alarm'd his peaceful boſom : ſummer feas _ 
| Shew not more ſmooth when kiſs'd by ſouthern 
| Juſt ready to expire. Scarce importun'd, [winds, 


The gen'rous foil with a luxuriant hand 
Offer'd the various produce of the year, 

And ev'ry thing moſt perfect in its kind. 
Bleſſed, bi” bleſſed days ! but ah, how ſhort ! 
Blefs'd as the pleaſing dreams of holy men, 

But fugitive, hke thoſe, and quickly gone. 

O ſlipp'ry ſtate of things! What ſudden turns, 


What ſtrange viciſſitudes, in the firſt leaf 


Of man's ſad hiſtory ! to-day moſt happy, 


And ere to-merrow's ſun has ſet, moſt abject! 


How ſcant the ſpace betweentheſe vaſt extremes ! 
Thus far'd it with our Sire; Not long heenjoy'd 
His paradiſe ! ſcarce had the happy tenant 
Of the fair ſpot due time to prove its ſweets, 


Or ſum them up, when ſtraight he muſt be gone, 


Ne'er to return again. And muſt he go? 
Can nought compound for the firſt dire offence 
Of erring man ? 
Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, 
nd parley with his fate. But 'tis in vain, 
Not all the laviſh odours of the place, 
Offcr'd in incenſe, can procure his pardon, 
Or mitigate his doom. A mighty angel 


| With flaming ſword forbids his longer ſtay, 


And drives the loit'rer forth; nor muſt he take 
On: laſt and farewell round. At once he loſt 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, | 
And ſorely maim'd, no wonder! Man has ſinn'd. 
Sick of his blifs, and bcnt on new adventures, 
Evil he would needs try: nor try'd in vam. 
Dreadful experiment] deſtructive meaſure! 


Where the worſt thing could happen, is fucceſs, 


Alas | too well he tped : the good he ſcorn'd 


Like one that is condemn'd, | 


Not 
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Not to return; or if it did, its viſits, 


— Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o'er the man, who now too late 


: An error fatal not to him alone, 


Inglorious bondage! human nature groans 
Beneath a vaſſalage fo vile and cruel, 


Ok vileft nature, other ſorts of evils, 

Are kindly circumſcrib'd, and have their bounds. | 
The fierce volcano, from its burning entrails 
That belches molten ſtone and globes of fire, 

| Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 

Mars the adjacent fields for ſome leagues round, 


Of miſchief more diffufive, raving loud, | 
Buries whole tracts of country, threat'ning more; 
But that too has its ſhore it cannot paſs. 
Not here and there a country, but a world; 
Diſpatching at a wide extended blow _ 
Entire mankind, and for their ſakes defacing 
Blaſting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 
A proper name to call thee by, expreſſive 


Of all thy horrors ? pregnant womb of ills! 
Of temper ſo tranſcendently malign, 


And blueſt plagues are thine ! See how die fiend. 
_ Whilſt deep-mouth'd ſlaughter, bellowing at her 

And inly pines till the dread blow is ſtruck. 
But hold! I've gone too far; too much diſcover'd 
Here let me pauſe! and drop an honeſt tear, 


One burſt of filial ny and condolence 
O'er all thoſe ample deſarts Death hath ſpread, 


Unheard-of __ without a fellow ! ! 


Like one whole days defrauded of his meals, 


Like thoſe of angels, ſhort, and far between: 
Whilſthe black dæmon with his hell-ſcap'd train, 
Admitted once into its better room, | 


Saw the raſh error, which he could not mend; 


But to his future ſons, his fortune's heirs. 


_ 


And its vaſt body bleeds through ev'ry vein. 


Of woes of all dimenſions! but for thi 
Sorrow had never been. All noxious things ” 


And there it ſtops. The big ſwoln inundation, 
More dreadful far than theſe, fin has laid waſte, 


A whole creation's beauty with rude hands; 


And marking all along its way with ruin. 
Accurſed thing! O where ſhall fancy find 


That toads and ſerpents of moſt deadly kind 
Compar'd to thee are harmleſs. Sickneſſes 
Of ev'ry ſize and ſymptom, racking pains, 


Profuſely ſcatters the contagion round! [heels, 


Wades deep in blood new ſpilt; yet for to-morrow 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, 


My father's nakedueſs, and nature's ſhame. 


This chaos of mankind. O great man- eater 
Whoſe ev'ry day is carnival, not ſated yet! 


The verieſt gluttons do not always cram; 
Some intervals of abſtinence are boghe 

To edge the appetite ; thou ſeekeſt none. 
Methinks the countleſs ſwarms thouhaſt devour'd, 
And thouſands that cach hour thou gobbleſt up, 
This, leſs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 
But ah! rapacious till, thou gap for more ; 


On whom lank hunger lays his ſkinny hand, 
And whers ro keeneſt eagerneſs his cravings : 
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As if Diſeaſes, Mafſacres, and Poiſon, | 
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Famine and War, were not thy caterers ! . 
But know that thou muſt render up thy dead, 


And with high intereſt too ! they are not thine ; 


But only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, 
Till the great-promis'd day of reſtitution ; 
When loud diffuſive ſound from brazen trump 
Of ftrong-lung'd cherub ſhall alarm thy captives, 


| And rouſe the long, long ſleepers into life, 


Day-light, and liberty.— 


| Then muſt thy gates fly open, and reveal 


The mines that lay long forming under ground, 


| | In their dark cells immur'd ; but now full ripe, 
What havoc haſt thou made, foul monſter, Sin 5 
Greateſt and firſt of ills ! the fruitful parent 


And pure as ſilver from the crucible, 
That twice has ſtood the torture of the fire, 


| And inquiſition of the forge. We know, 
Th'Illuſtrious Deliverer of mankind, 


The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy pow'r 
Thou couldſt not hold; ſelf- vigorous he roſe, 


And, ſhaking off thy fetters, ſoon retook 


Thoſe ſpoils his voluntary yielding lent. 


| (Sure pledge of our releaſement from thy thrall !) . ? 


Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 
And ſhew'd himſelf alive to choſen witneſſes 


By proofs ſo ſtrong, that the moſt flow aſſenting 


ad not a ſcruple left. This having done, 


He mounted up to heav'n. Methinks I fee him 


Climb the atrial heights, and glide along 
Athwart the ſevering clouds; but the faint eye, 
Flung back wardin the chace, ſoon drops its hold, 


Diſabled quite, and jaded with purſuing. 


Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in; 
Nor are his friends ſhut out; as ſome great prince 
Not for himſelf alone procures admithon, 


But for his train; it was his royal will, 
| That where he is, there ſhould his followers be. 
| Death only lies between, a gloomy path 2 


Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears! 


| But nor untrod, nor tedious ; the fatigue 
Will ſoon go off Beſides, there's no by- road 
To bliſs. Then why, like ill- condition'd children, 


Start we at tranſient hardſhips in the way 
That leads to purer air and ſofter ſkies, 
And a ne'er-ſetting ſun ? Fools that we are! 
We wiſh to be where ſweets uawitiy'ring bloom; 
But ſtrait our wiſh revoke, and will not go. 


| So have I ſeen, upon a ſummer's even, 
Faſt by the riv'let's brink a younger play; 


How wiſhfully he looks to ſtem the tide ! 


| This moment reſolute, next unrefolv'd, 
At laſt he dips his foot ;)but as he dips, 


His fears redouble, and he runs awa 


From th'inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful now 
I Oft all the flow'rs that paint the further bank, 
And ſmil'd fo ſweet of late. Thrice welcome 


That, after many a painful bleeding ſtep, [ Death! 


| Conducts us to pur home, and lands us ſafe 


On the long wiſl'd>for ſhore. Prodigious change! 
Our bane turn'd to a bleſſing! Death difarm'd 


Loſes his felneſs quite; all thanks to him 


Who ſcourg'd the venom out! Sure the laſt end 
Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit! 
Mich. — fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire ſo ſoft. 
Behold him in the ev*niny-tide of life, 

A life well ſpent, whoſe carly care it was, 
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His riper years ſhould not upbraid his green: 
By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away; 
Yet, like the ſua, ſeems larger at his ſetting ! 
High in his faith and hopes, look how he reaches 
After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That's hamper'd, ſtruggles hard to get away! 
Whilſt the glad gates of ſight are wide expanded 
Jo let new glories in, the firſt fair fruits 
Of the faſt-coming harveſt! Then! O then! 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or diſappears, 


Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how he longs 


To have his paſiport ſign'd, and be diſmifs'd ! 


»Tis done, and now he's happy! The glad ſoul | — 
E Round Light's perennial fountain; before Light 
Herſelf gan ſhine, and at th'inſpiring word _ 
| Shot to exiſtence in a blaze of day; | 


Has not a wiſh uncrown'd. - Ev'n the lag fleih” 
Reſts too, in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, never to ſunder more. x 
Nor ſhall it hope in vain : the time draws on 
When not a ſingle ſpot of burial- earth, 
Whether on land or in the ſpacious ſea, 
But muſt give back irs long committed duſt 
Inviolate : and faithfully ſhall theſe Ch 
| Make up the full account; not the leaſt atom 
_ Embez2zled, or miſlaid, of the whole tale. 
Each foul ſhall have a body ready furniſh'd ; 
And each ſhall have his own. Hence, ye prophane! 
Aſk not, how this can be? Sure the ſame pow'r 
That rear'd the piece at firſt, and took it down, 
Can re-aſſemble the looſe ſcatter'd parts, 
And put them as they were. Almighty God 
Has done much more; nor is his arm 1mpair'd 
'Thro? length of days; and what he can he will: 
His faithfulneſs ſtands bound to fee it done. 
When the dread trumpet ſounds, the flumb'ring 
Not unattentive to the call, ſhall wake; [duſt 
And ev'rv joint poſſeſs its proper place, 
With a new elegance of form, unknown 
To its firſt ſtate. Nor ſhall the conſcious ſoul 
_ Miſtake his partner; but amidſt the crowd, 
Singling its other half into its arms, 
Shall ruſh, with all th'impatience of a man 
That's new come home, who having long been 
| abſent, 7's | | 5 
With haſte runs over every different room, 

In pain to ſee the whole. Thrice happy meeting! 
Nor time, nor death, ſhall ever part them more. 
Tis but a night, a long and moonleſs night, 
Wie make the grave our bed, and then are gone. 

Thus, at the ſhut of even, the weary bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely break 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 


Thenclaps his well-fledg'd wings, and bears away. | 
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| N AI L, wond'rous Being, — who in power 
14 ſupreme | 

 Fxifts from everlaſting! whoſe great name 
Decp in the human heart, and every atom 
The Air, the Earth, or azure Main contains, 
In undecypher'd cliaracters is wrote — , 
Licompreſienſible O what can words, 
The weak interpreters of mortal thoughts, 
Or chat can thoughts (tho! wild of win 8 they rove 
Thro' the vaſt concave of the æthereal round) ? 
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If to the Heaven of Heavens they wing their way 


And delug'd in the flood of dazzling day.— 
May then the youthful uninſpired Bard 
Preſume to hymn th'Eternal ? may he foar 
Where Axis and where Cherubim on high! 


He may—if thou, who from the witleſs babe 
Ordaineſt honor, glory, ſtrength, and praiſe, 
Uplift th'unpinion'd Muſe, and deign'ſt t'aſſiſt, 
Great Poet of the Univerſe, his ſong. 
Before this carthly Planet wound her courſe 


Before © the Morning-Stars together ſang,” 


| | And hail'd Thee Architect of countleſs worlds; 
Thou art—All-glorious, All-beneficent, 


All Wiſdom and Omnipotence thou art. 


| But is the æra of Creation fix'd 1 : 
At when theſe worlds began? Could aught retard 
Goodneſs, that knows no bounds, from blefling 
Or keep th'immenſe Artificer in floth 2 Lever, 


Avaunt the duſt-direCtted crawling thought, 
The Puiſſance immeaſurably vaſt, 

And Bounty inconceivable, could reſt — 
Content, exhauſted with one week of action 
No—in th'excrtion of thy righteous power, 


Syſtems innumerable, matchleſs all, 
All ſtampt with thine uncounterfeited ſeal. * 
But yet (if ſtill no more ſtupendous heights 


Perhaps wrapt up in contemplation deep, 
The beſt of Beings on the nobleſt theme 
Might ruminate at leiſure, Scope immenſe 
Th'eternal Power and Godhead to explore, 


And with itſelf th'omniſcient mind replete. 


This wgre enough to fill the boundlets All. 
This we a Sabbath worthy the Supreme! 
Perhaps enthron'd amidit a choicer few 
Of ſpirits inferior, he might greatly plan 
The two prime pillars of the Univerſe, 
Creation and Redemption — and a while 


Perhaps—but all's conjecture here below, 
All ignorance, and ſelf-plum'd vanity—= - 
O Thou, whoſe ways to wonder at's diſtruſt, 
Whom to deſcribe's preſumption (all we can— 


Nor leave behind ev'n Chaos; it ſhall come 
When all the armies of the elements 


To make Perdition triumph; it ſhall come 
When the capacious atmoſphere above 


I Shall in ſulphureous thunders groan, and die, 


And vanith into void; the earth beneath 


| Shall ſever to the center, aud devour 


Th'enormous blaze of the deſtructive flames, 


| Ye rocks that mock the raviag of the floods, 


That 


Adventurous, like the birds of night, they're loſt, 


Reſound th'uncealing plaudits, and with them 
In the grand chorus mix his feeble voice? | 


Ten thouſand times more active than the Sun, 
Thou reign'd, and with a mighty hand compos'd 


The Muſe unblam'd her aching ſenſe may ſtrain) = 


Pauſe with the grand preſentiments of glory. 


| And all we may) be glorify'd, be prais'd.[periſh, 
A day ſhall come when all this Earth thall 


Shall war againſt themſelves, and mutual rage, 


And proudly frown upon the th'impatient deep, 
| Where is your grandeur now? Ye foaming waves, 


wo 
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Than the | 
Nor ſhall the verdant vallies then remain 
Safe in their meek ſubmiſſion; they the debt 
Of nature and of juſtice too muſt pay x. 

Yet I muſt weep for you, ye rival fair, 

Arno and Andaluſia ; but for thee | 
More largely, and with filial tears muſt weep, 


In vain diſſever'd from the reſt, muſt join 
IT be terrors of th'inevitable ruin. 
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That all along th'immenſe Atlantic roar, 


In vain ye ſwell; will a few drops ſuffice 
To quench the inextinguiſhable fire? ſ[cedars 


Ve mountains, on whole cloud-crown'd tops the 


Are leſſen'd into ſhrubs, magnific piles, 


| That prop the painted chambers of the heavens, 


And fix the earth continual ; Athos, where? 
Where, Teneriff's, thy ſtatelineſs to-day ? 
What, Etna, are thy flames to theſe? No more 
r glow-worm to the golden ſun. 


Albion! O my country | thou muſt join, 


Nor thou, illuſtrious monarch of the day ; 
Nor thou, fair queen of night ; nor you, ye ſtars, 


Tho' million leagues and million ſtill remote, 
Shall yet ſurvive that day; ye muſt ſubmit, 
Sharers, not bright ſpectators of the ſcene. 


But tho? the earth ſhall to the centre periſh, 


Nor leave behind ev'n Chaos; tho? the air 
With all the elements muſt paſs away, - 


Vain as an idiot's dream; tho' the huge rocks, 
That brandiſh the tall cedars on their tops, 


With humbler vales muſt to perdition yield ; 


Tho! the gilt Sun, and ſilver treſſed Moon, 


With all her bright retinue muſt be loſt ; 


Yet Thou, Great Father of the world, ſurviv'ſt 


Eternal, as thou wert: Yet ſtill ſurvives 
The ſoul of man immortal, perfect now, 


And candidate for unexpiring joys. [hear 


le comes! He comes! the awful trump I 
The flaming ſword's intolerable blaze 
I ſee! He comes! th' Archangel from above. 


« Ariſc ye tenants of the ſilent grave, 


„Awake incorruptible, and ariſe: _ 
From eaſt to weſt, from the Antarctic pole 
To regions Hyperborean, ali ye ſons, 1 
Ve ſons of Adam, and ye heirs of heav'n— 
„ Ariſe ye tenants of the ſilent grave, 


6% Awake incorruptible, and ariſc.“ 


= ?Fis then, nor ſooner, that the reſtleſs mind 
Shall find itſelf at home; and like the ark, 
Fix'd on the mountain-top, ſhall look aloft 


O'er the vague paſſage of precarious life; 
And, winds and waves, and rocks and tempeſts 
Enjoy the everlaſting calm of Heaven : | paſt, 


Tis then, nor ſooner, that the deathleſs foul 


Shall juſtly know its nature and its riſe : 
Tis then the human tongue new tun'd ſhall give 


Praiſes more worthy the Erernal car. | 
Vet what we can, weought; and therefore Thou, 


Purge Thou my heart, Omnipotent and Good ! 
Purge Thou my heart with hy ſſop, left like Cain, 
I offer fruitleſs ſacrifice, and with gifts | 
Offend and not propitiate the Ador'd. 


Tho' Gratitude were bleſt with all the powers 


Her burſting heart could long for, tho' the ſwift, 
The fiery-wing'd Imagination ſoar d 
Beyond ambition's with — yet all were vain 
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| Awake, my lute and harp — myſelf ſha 
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To ſpeak Him as he is, who is ineffable. 
Yet ſtill let Reaſon, thro' the eye of Faith 
View him with fearful love; let Truth pronounce, 
And Adoration on her bended knee, 8 
With heaven- directed hands, confeſs his reign, 
And let the angelic, archangelic band, 2 
With all the hoſts of Heaven, cherubic forms, 
And forms ſeraphic, with her filver tramp 
And golden lyres attend: For Thou art holy, 
For Thou art one, th Eternal, who alone 


1 cc Exerts all goodneſs, and tranſcends all praiſe * 
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On more I dare to rouſe the ſounding ſtring, 
K 


The Poet of my God — Awake, wy glory, 
| wake, 
Soon as the ftately night-exploding bird 


_ | In lively lay ſings welcome to the dawn. 


Lift ye! how nature with ten thouſand tongues | 


Begins the grand thankſgiving, Hail, all hail, 
| Ye tenants of the foreſt and the field ; | 


My fellow ſubjects of th'Eternal King, 


| I-gladly join your matins, and with you 


Confeſs his preſence, and report his praiſe. . 

O Thou, who or the lambkin, or the dove, 
When offer'd by the _ meek and poor, 
Prefer'ſt to pride's waole hecatomb, accept 
This mean eſſay, nor from thy treaſure-houſe 
Of glory immenſe the Orphan's mite exclude. 

What tho? the Almighty's regal throneberais'd 
High o'er yon azure Heaven's exalted dome, 
By mortal eye unkenn'd -- Where Eaſt nor Weſt, 
Nor South, nor bluſtering North has breath ta 
AlbeitHethere with angels and with ſaints (blow; 
Holds conference, and to his radiant hoſt 
Ev*n face to face ſtand viſibly confeſt; 
Yet know, that nor in preſence or in power 


| Shines He leſs perfect here; 'tis man's dim eye 


That makes th*obſcurity. He is the ſame; 
Alike in all his univerſe the ſame. Ms 
Whether the mind along the ſpangled ſky 
Meaſures her pathleſs — 1 ſtudious to view 
The works of vaſter fabric, where the planets 
Weave their harmonious rounds, their march di- 
Still faithful, ſtill inconſtant to the ſun; ¶recting 
Or where the comet, thro? ſpace infinite 2 


CTno' whirling worlds oppoſe in globes of fire) 


Darts like a javelin, to his diſtant goal; [| vens, 
Or where 1n ES above, the Heaven of Hea- 
Burn brighter ſuns, and goodlier planets roll 
With ſatellites more glorious —Thou art there, 

Or whether on the ocean's boiſterous back 
Thou ride triumphant, and with ouſtretch'd arm 
Curb the wild winds and diſcipline the billows, 
The ſuppliant ſailor finds Thee there, his chief, 
His only help When thou rebuk'ſ the ftorm 
It ceaſes — and the veſſel gently glides | 
Along the gloſſy level of the calm. | 

O!] could I ſearch the boſom of the ſea, 


| Downthe reat depth deſcending; there thy works 


Would alſo ſpeak thy reſidence; and there 
Would I, thy ſervant, like the ſtill profound 


| Aſtoniſh'd into filence muſe thy praiſe ! 
D 3 | Behold ! 


Nou ſtealing ſoftly on, now thundering down 
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Behold! behold ! th'unplanted garden round | 
Of vegetable coral, ſea-flowers gay, _ | 
And ihrubs of amber fron the pcarl-pay'd bottom 
Riſe richly varied, where the finny race 
lu plithe fecurity their gambols lay 
_ While high above their heads Leviathan, 
The terror and the glory of the main, 
His paſtime takes with tranſport, proud to ſee 
'The ocean's vaſt dominion all his own. 
Hence thro? the genial bowcls of the garth 
Eaſy may fancy paſs ; till at thy mines, 
Gani or Raolconda, the arrive, 
Aud from the adamant's rvperial blaze, 
Form weak ideas of her Maker's glory. 
Next to Pegu or Ceylon let me rove, 
Where the rich ruby (deem'd by ſages old 
Of ſov'reign virtue) {parkles ev'n like Sirius, 
Aad bluthes into flames. Thence will L vo 
To undermine the treaſure-fertile womb 
Of the huge Pyrenean, to detect 


The agate and the-deep-intrenched gem 

Of kindred jaſper — Nature in them both 
Delights to play the mimic on herſelf ; | 
And in their veins the oft pourtrays their forms 
Of leaning hills, of rrecs erect, and ſtreams 


In deſperate caſcade, with flowers and beaſts, 
And all the living landſkip of the vale. 

In vain thy pencil, Claudio, or Pouſſin, 

Or thine, immortal Guido, would eſſay 
Such {kill to imitate — it is the hand 
Ct God himſelf — for God himſelf is there. Ivance 


As of magnets, minerals, and ſpar, 
- (0.144 mountamn's ſummit, there t'indulge 
lVambition of the comprehenſive eye, 
'i2* C2748 12 all ch'horizon all her own. 
Roold the fort, and theexpanſive verdure 
Fer level lawn, whoſe ſmooth-ſhorn ſod 
To object micrrupts, unleſs the oak | 
ordiy head uprears, and branching arms 


His 
Fzicnls — Behold, in regal ſolitude 

Hung paitoral magnificence he ſtands 

So mple and fo great, the under-wood 
t racaner rank, an awful diſtance keep. 
Viet thou art there, yet God himſelf is there, 
ion on the buſh (tho? not as when to Motecs 
}i- hone in burning majeſty reveal'd). 
Nathleſs conſpicuous in the linnet's throat | 
Is his uabounded goodneſs — Thee her Maker, 
Thee her Preferver chaunts ſhe in her ſong ; 
While all the emulative vocal tribe 

The grateful leſſon learn — no other voice 

Is hcard, ao other found — for, in attention 
Buried, ev'n babbling Echo holds her peace. 
Nov from the plains, where th*unbounded proſ- 
Gives liberty her utmoſt ſcope to range, | pect 
Turn we to yon encloſures, where appears 
Chequer'd variety in all her forms, 
Which the vague mind attract, and ſtill ſuſpend 
With ſweet perplexity. What are yon towers, 
The work of labouring man and clumſy art, 
Seen with the ring-dove's neſt? On that tall beech 
Her penſile houſe the feather'd artiſt builds — 
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The bee his manſion, or the ant her cave = _ 
So call Correggio, or let Titian come [cherry 


| To bluſh with juſt vermillion — Hence au ay 
| Vain were th'attempt, and impious, to trace 
| And tho? nor ſhining fun, nor twinkling ſtar 


Bedeck'd the crimſon curtains of the ſky; 
Tho? neither vegetable, beaſt, nor bird 


_ | Slept in profound ſtagnation, and the air 
| Had left no thunder to pronounce its Maker; 


So fearfully, ſo wonderfully made, | 
| See and adore his providence and power — - 

I fee, and I adore — O God moſt bounteous ! 
| O infinite of goodneſs and of glory, 
The knee, that thou haſt ſhap'd, ſhall bend to 


{!.nce with th'aſcending ſprings let me ad- 


| All glory to the Omniſcient, and praiſe, 
| And power, and domination in the height ! 


_ | Regenerate, and pure, pour all thyiclf 


That in the centre of the arched heavens [ branch 5 


And every faint idea yet unform'd, 
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With ſuch due poiſe the wond”rous fabric's hung, 
That, like the compaſs in the bark, it keeps 
True to itſelf, and ſtedfaſt ev'n in ſtorms, 
Thou idiot, that afferts there is no God, 
View, and be dumb for ever — 

Go bid Vitruvius or Palladio build 


To paint the hawthorn's bloom, or teach the 


Hence, ye profane ! for God himſelf is here. 


Thro' all his works th' Artificer Divine — 


Were extant on the ſurface of this ball, 
Nor lurking gem beneath; tho” the great ſea 


Vet man at home, within himſelf might find 
The Deity immenſe, and in that frame, 


Thee; 


The tongue which thou 
| . my pans © - | | 
And thine own image, the immortal ſoul, 
Shall conſecrate herſelf to Thee for ever. 


haſt tun'd, ſhall chaunt 


_—_—— 
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ARISE, divine Urania, with new ſtrains 
Tohymn thy God! and thou, immortal Fame; 
Arife and blow thy everlaſting trump !_ | 


And thou, cherubic Gratitude, whoſe voice 
To pious ears ſounds filverly fo ſweet,  - 
Come with thy precious incenſe, bring thy gifts, 
And with thy choiceſt ſtores the altar crown, 
Thou too, my heart, whom He, and He alone 

Who all things knows, can know, with love re- 


b 8 A | [ picte, 
A living ſacriſice before his throne ! . 
And may tl'ercrnal, high myſterious tree, 


Bears the rich fruit of knowledge, with ſome 
Stoop to my humble reach, and bleſs my toil ! 
When in my mother's womb conceal'd I lav, 
A ſenſeleſs cmbrvo, then my ſoul thou knew ſt, 
Rnew'ft all her future workings, every thought, 


When up the imperceptible aſcent 

Of growing years, led by thy hand, I roſe, 
Perception's gradual light, that ever dawns 
Inſenſibly to day thou didſt vouchſafe, | 
And taught me by that reaton thou infpic'dſt, 
That what of knowledge in my mind was low, 
Imperfect, incorrect — in Thee is wond'rous, 


The rocking winds moleſt her not; tor fee, 


Uncircumſcrib'd, unſcarchably profound, 


And 
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And eſtimable ſolely by itſelf. 

What is that ſecret power that guides the brutes, 
Which Ignorance calls Inſtinct? Tis from Thee, 
It is the operation of thine hands | 
Immediate, inſtantaneous ; 'tis thy wiſdom 
That glorious thines tranſparent thro' thy works. 
| Who taught the pye, or who forwarn'd the jay 

| To ſhun the deadly nightſhade ? Tho! the cherry 
Boaſts not a gloſſier hue, nor does the plum 


Lure with mor: ſeeming ſweets the amorous eye, 


Vet will not the ſagacious birds, decoy'd _ 
By fair appearance, touch the noxious fruit, 
They know the taſte is fatal, whence alarm'd, 
_ Switt onthe winnow ingwinds tleyworktheirway. 
Go to, proud reas ner, philoſophic Man, 
Haſt thou ſuch prudence, thou ſuch knowledge? 
Full many a race has fell into the ſnare [No. 
Of meretricious looks, of pleaſing ſurface; 
And oft in deſart iſles the famiſh'd pilgrim, 
By forms of fruit, and luſcious taſte beguil'd, 
Like his forefather Adam, eats and dies, 
For why? his wiſdom on the leaden feet 
Of flow Experience, dully tedious, creeps 
And comes, like vengeance, after long delay. 
The venerable ſage, that nightly trims 
The learned lamp, t'inveſtigate the powers 
Of plants medicinal, the earth, the air, 
And the dark regions of the foſſil world, 
Grows old in following what he ner ſhall find; 
Studious in vain! till haply, at the laſt 
He fpies a miſt, then ſhapes into mountains, 
And baſeleſs fabrics from conjecture builds: 
While the domeſtic animal that guards 
Ar midnight hours his threſhold, if oppreſs'd 
By ſudden ſickneſs, at his maſter's feet 

Begs not that aid his ſervices might claim, 
But is his own phyſician; knows the caſe, 
And from th'emeric herbage works his cure. 
Hark! from afar the feather'd matron * ſcreams, 
And all her brood alarms! The docile crew 
Accept the ſignal one and all, expert DR 
In the art of Nature and unlearn'd deceit : 
Along the ſod, in counterfeited death, 
Mute, motionleſs they lie; full well appriz'd 
That the rapacious adverſary's near. 8 
But who inform'd her of tli' approaching danger? 


Who taught the cautious mother that the hawk 


Was hatch'd her foe, and liv'd by her deſtruction? 
Her own prophetic ſoul is active in her, bs 
And more than human providence her guard, 
When Philomela, ere the cold domain 
Of crippl'd Winter *gins t'advance, prepares 
Her annual flight, and in ſome poplar ſhade 
Takes her melodius leave, who then's her pilot ? 
Who points her paſſage thro” the pathleſs void 
To realms from us remote, to us unknown ? 
Her ſcience is the ſcience of her God. 
Not the magnetic index to the North 
E'er aſcertains her courſe, nor buoy, nor beacon : 
She, Heaven-taught voyager, that fails in air, 
Courts nor coy Weſt nor Eaſt, but inſtant knows 
What Newton + or not ſought, or ſought in vain, 
Illuſtrious name! irrefragable proof 


*The Hen Turkey. 


* 


O! to have join'd the frequent auditors 
In wonder and delight, that whilom heard 
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| Of man's vaſt genius, and the ſoaring ſoul ! 


Before creation form'd them; long before 


| He meaſur'd in the hollow of his hand 
| Th'exulting Ocean, and the higheſt Heavens 


He comprehended with a ſpan, and weigh'd 
The mighty mountains in his golden ſcales; 


Ere yet refraction learn'd her.ſkill to paint, 


When Knowledge at her father's dread com- 
Refign'd to Iſrael's King her golden key, 


Great Solomon deſcanting on the brutes ! 

O! how ſublunely glorious to apply | 
To God's own honour, and good-will to man, 
That wifdom he alone of men pofſeſs'd _ 

In plenitude fo rich, and {cope fo rare, 
How did he rouſe the pamper'd ſilken ſons 


| Of bloared cafe, by placing to their view _ 
The ſage induſtrious Ant, the wiſeſt inſect, 
I And beſt œconomiſt of all the field! 

| Tho! the preſumes not by the ſolar orb 


To mcature times and ſcaſons, nor conſults 


| Chaldecan calculations, for a guide; | 


Yet, conſcious that December's on the march, ; | 


Pointing with icy hand to Want and Woe, 


She waits his dire approach, and undiſmay'd 


| Receives him as a welcome gueſt, prepared 
| Againſt the churliſh Winter's fierceſt blow. 


For when as yet the favourable Sun 


| Gives to the genial carth th'enlivening ray, 


Not the poor ſuffering ſlave, that hourly toils 
To rive the groaning carth for ill- ſought gold, 


| Endures ſuch trouble, ſuch fatigue, as the ; 


While all her ſubterraneous avenues, [meet 
And ſtorm-proof cells, with management moſt 
And unexampl'd houſewifery ſhe forms : 
Then to the field ſhe hies, and on her back, 


- | Burthen immenſe ! the bears the cumbrous corn. 


Then many a weary ſtep, and many a ftrain, 
And many a grievous groan ſubdued, at length 
Up the huge hill ſhe hardly heaves it home: 
Nor reſts ſhe here her providence, but nips 


In miſchievous fertility it ſteal, 
And back to day-light vegetate its way. 
Go to the Ant, thou ſluggard, learn to live, 


| And. by her wary ways reform thide own. 
| Burt if thy deaden'd ſenſe and liſtleſs thought 
| More glaring evidence demand, behold, 
| Where yon pellucid populous hive preſents 


A yet uncopied model to the world! | 
There Machiavel in the reflecting glafs : 
May read himſelf a fool. The chemiſt there 


| May with aſtoniſhment invidious view 


His toils out-done by each plebeian bee 


| Who, at the royal mandate, on the wing 


From various herbs, and from diſcordant flowers, 
A perfect harmony of ſweets 2 | 
Avaunt, Conceit, Ambition, take thy flight 


| Back to the Prince of vanity and air 


The Longitude. 
D 4 


Vet what wert thou to Him, who knew his works 


Who ſhone ſupreme, who was himſelf the light, | 
And bend athwart the clouds her beauteous bow. 


* 


With ſubtle tooth the grain, leſt from her garner 
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Convulſe the ſolid continent ! and ſhake, 


Tis thy terriſic voice, thou God of power, 
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" O! 'tisa thought of energy moſt ==_y force 
Form'd to make Pride grow humble; 


| orm'd to 
Its weight on the reluctant mind, and give her 
A true but irkſome image of herlelf. | 


Woeful viciſſitude! when man, fall'n man, 
Wo firſt from Heaven, from gracious God himſelf 
| Learn'd knowledge of the brutes, muſt know, by 


„%% = ES | 3 
Inſtructed and reproach'd, the ſcale of being; 
By flow degrees from lowly ſteps aſcend, 

| And trace Omniſcience upwards to its ſpring ! 


Feet murmur not, but praiſe—for tho? we ſtand 
Of many a godlike privilege amerc'd | 


By Adam's dire tranſgreſſion; tho? no more 1 


Is Paradiſe our home, but o'er the portal 

Hang in terrific pomp the burning blade; 
Still with ten thouſand beauties blooms the earth 
| With pleafures populous, and with riches | 


crown'd. 


Still is there ſcope for wonder and for love, 

_ Ev'nto their laſt exertion—ſhowers of bleſſings 

Far more than human virtue can deſerve, 
Or hope expect, or gratitude return. 

Then, O ye people, O ye ſons of men, 

Whatever be the colour of your lives, 


Whatever portion of itſelf his Wiſdom _ 
Shall deign t'allow, ſtill patiently abide, 


And praiſe him more and more; nor ceaſe to chaunt 


« All glory to th'Omniſcient, and praiſe, 


% And power, and domination in the height! 


& And thou, cherubic Gratitude, whoſe voice 
« To pious ears ſounds filverly ſo ſweet, 
Come with thy precious incenſe,bringthy gifts, 
« And with thy choiceſt ſtores the altar crown.“ 
Tau SEN AOA. 


TREE, thou Earth !” th*anointed poet 


ſaid, "tains ! 


4 At God's bright preſence, tremble all ye moun- 


« And all ye hillocks or. the ſurface bound!“ 
Then once again, ye glorious thunders, roll! 
The Maſe with tranſport hears ye once again 


Grand mufic of Omnipotence, the iſles ! 


»Tis thy terrific voice; all nature hears it 
 Awaken'd and alarm'd ; ſhe feels its force; 
In ev'ry ſpring the feels it, every wheel, 
And every movement of her vaſt machine. 
| Behold ! quakes Appeniue, behold ! recoils 
Athos; and all the hoary-headed Alps 
Leap from their baſes at the godlike ſound, 
But what is this, celeſtial tho! the note, 

And proclamation of the reign ſupreme, 

Compar'd with ſuch as, for a mortal ear 

Too great, amaze the incorporeal worlds ? 
Should Ocean to his congregated waves 

Call in each river, cataract, and lake, 

And with the wat'ry world down an huge rock 

Fall headlang in one horrible caſcade, 

*F were but the echo of the parting breeze, 


* 


When zephyr faints upon the lily's breaſt; 
»Twere but the ceaſing of ſome inſtrument, 
When the laſt lingering undulation - 
Dies on the doubting ear, if nam'd with ſounds 
So mighty! ſo ſtupendous! ſo divine! | 
But not alone in the atrial vault | 
Does He the dread theocracy maintain; 
For oft, enrag'd, with his inteſtine thunders, 
He harrows up the bowels of the earth, 


| And ſhocks the central magnet—Cinies then 
Totter on their foundations, ſtately columns, 


Magnific walls, and heaven-aſſaulting ſpires, 
What though in haughty eminence erect 
Stands the ſtrong citadel, and frowns defiance 


On adverſe hoſts, tho? 2 a baſtion jut 


Forth from the rampart's elevated mound, 
Vain the poor providence of human art, _ 


Triumphs his mining vengeance in th'\uproar 


With clamour inconceivable uptorn, 
And hurPd adown the abyſs. 
pyrites 


| Burſting abrupt from darkneſs into day, 

| With din outrageous and deſtructive ire, 

{| Augment the hideous tumult, while it wounds 
The afflictive ear, and terrifies the eye, 


And rends the heart in twain. Twice have we felt, 
Within Auguſta's walls twice have we felt | 
Thy threaten'd indignation : but even Thou, 
Incens'd Omnipotent, art gracious ever; 


Thy goodneſs infinite but mildly warn'd us | 


With mercy blended wrath; O ſpare us ſtill, 
Nor ſend more dire conviction! We confeſs 


| That thou art He, th* Almighty : we believe. 
For at thy righteous power whole ſyſtems quake; 


For at thy nod tremble ten thouſand worlds. 
Hark ! on the winged whirlwind's rapid rage, 

Which is and is not in a moment—hark ! _ 

On th hurricane's tempeſtuous ſweep he rides 

Invincible, and oaks, and pines, and cedars, 


And foreſts are no more. For, conflict dreadfu] ! 


The Weſt encounters Eaſt, and Notus meets 
In his _ the Hyperborean blaſt. 50 
y 


The lordly"lions ſnuddering ſeek their dens, 


And ” like timorous deer; the king of birds, 
_ | Who dar'd the ſolar ray, is weak of wing, 
And faints, and falls, and dies;——while He ſa- 


preme 


| 1 Stands ſtedfaſt in the centre of the ſtorm. 


Wherefore, ye objects terrible and great, 


_ | Ye thunders, earthquakes, and ye fire-fraught 


| wombs | 
Of fell vulcanos, whirlwinds, hurricanes, 
And boiling billows, hail, in chorus join 
To celebrate and magnify your Maker, 
Who yet in words of ; a minuter mould 
Is not leſs manifeſt, is not leſs mighty. $ 
| Survey the magnet's ſympathetic he, 
That woos the yielding needle; contemplate 


— 


Th' attractive amber's power, inviſible 
Ev'n tothe mental eye; or when the blow 


. | Sent from th'electric ſphere aſſaults thy frame, 


| Shew me the hand that dealt it Baffled here 


* 


And mortal ſtrength how vain! while underneath 


Of ſhatter'd towers, riven rocks and mountains, 


Sulphureous 


By 


Which at all ſeaſons, and in every place 


Need I recount how Samſon's warlike arm 


| How David triumph'd, and what Job ſuſtain'd? 


O love unequall'd, myſtery immenſe, 


And in ſweet ſervitude and golden bonds 
We're ty'd to him for ever.—O how eaſy 
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By his Omnipotence, Philoſophy 

Slowly her thoughts inadequate revolves, | 

And ftands, with all his circling wonders round 

Like heavy Saturn in th'ethereal ſpace her, 

 Begirt with an inexplicable ring. NED 
If ſuch the operations of his power, 


(Rul'd by eſtabliſh'd laws and current nature) 
Arreſt th attention; who! O who fhall tell 
His acts miraculous ? when his own decrees 
| Repeals he, or ſuſpends, when by the hand 
Of Moſes or of Joſhua, or the mouths  _ 
his prophetic ſeers, fuch deeds he wrought, 
Before th'aftoniſh'd ſun's all-ſeeing eye, 
That faith was ſcarce a virtue. Need I ſing 
The fate of Pharaoh and his numerous band 
Loft in the reflux of the wat'ry walls 
That melted to their fluid ſtate again? 


Wich more than mortal nerves was ſtrung t'o'er- 
Idolatrous Philiſtia? Shall I tell ſthrow 


But, O ſupreme unutterable mercy ! 


Which angels long tunfold! 'tis man's re- 
| _ demption VVV | 
That crowns thy glory, and thy power confirms, 
| Confirms the great, th'uncontroverted claim. 
When from the Virgin's unpolluted womb 
Shone forth the Sun of Righteouſneſs reveal'd, 
And on benighted reaſon pour'd the day; 
Let there be peace !” (he ſaid) and all was calm 
Amongſt the warring world—calm as the fea 
When, O be ſtill, ye boiſterous winds!” he 
| cry'd, Ws | 
And not 5 breath was blown, nor murmur heard. 
His was a life of miracles and might, 
And charity and love, ere yet he taſte 
The bitter draught of death, ere yet he riſe 
Victorious o'er the univerſal foe, 
And death, and fin, and hell in triumph lead. 
His by the right of conqueſt is mankind, | 


Is his ungalling yoke, and all his burdens 
Tis extacy to bear! Him, bleſſed Shepherd, 
His flocks ſhall follow thro? the maze of life, 

And ſhades that tend to day- ſpring from on high; 

And as the radiant roſes, after fading, . 
In fuller foliage and more fragrant breath 
Revive in ſmiling ſpring, ſo ſhall it fare 


Wich thoſe that love him—for ſweet is their ſa- 


And all eternity ſhall be their ſpring. [vour, 
Then ſhall the gates and everlaſting doors, 

At which the King of Glory enters in, [ſure 
Be to the ſaints unbarr'd : and there, where plea- 
Boaſts an undying bloom, where dubious ho 

Is certainty, and grief-attended love | 
Is freed from paſſion there we'll celebrate, 
With worthier numbers, Him who is, and was, 
And in immortal proweſs King of Kings, 


Shall be the Monarch of all worlds for ever. 


# See this conjeAure ſtrongly ſupported by Delany, in his Life of David. 
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$ 61. On the Goodneſs of the Supreme Being. 
| 7 3h | SMART. 
O® PHEUS, for fo the Gentiles* call'd thy 


name 


Iſrael's ſweet pfalmiſt, who alone couldſt wake 


Th'manimate to motion; who alone 


The joyful hillocks, the applauding rocks, | 
And floods, with muſical perſuaſion drew; 
Thou who to hail and ſnow giv'ſt voice and ſound, 


| And mad'ſt the mute mclodious !—greater yet 
| Was thy divineſt ſkill, and rul'd o'er more 22 5 
Than art or nature; for thy tuneful touch 


Drove trembling Satan from the heart of Saul, 


| And quell'd the evil Angel :—in this breaſt 
Some portion of thy genuine ſpirit breathe, 


And lift me from myſelf ; each thought impu e 
Baniſn; each low idea raiſe, refine, oo | oy 


| Enlarge, and ſanftify ;—ſo ſhall the Muſe 
Above the ſtars aſpire, and aim to praiſe - 


Her God on earth as he is prais'd in heav n. 
Immenſe Creator! whoſe all- powerful hand 
Fram'd univerſal Being, and whoſe eye | 


Saw like thyſelf, that all things form'd were good a - 
Where ſhall the timorous bard thy praiſe begin, 


Where end the pureſt ſacrifice of ſong, [light, 
And juſt thankſgiving *—The thought-kindling 

Thy prime production, darts upon my mind 
Its vivifying beams, my heart illumines, 


And fills my ſoul with gratitude and Thee. 


Hail to the cheerful rays of ruddy morn, 

That paint the ſtreaky Eaſt, and blithſome rouſe 
The birds, the cattle, and mankind from reſt ! 
Hail to the freſhneſs of the early breeze, 
And Iris dancing on the new-fall'n dew ! 
Without the aid of yonder golden globe, 

Laſt were the garner's luſtre, loſt the lily, 


The tulip and auricula's ſpotted pride; | 
| Loſt were the peacock's plumage, to the fight 


So pleafing in its pomp and gloſſy glow. 
O thrice illuſtrious ! were it not for Thee, 
Thoſe panſies, that reclining from the bank, 


| View thro” th'immaculate pellucid ſtream 
Their portraiture in the inverted heaven, 


Might as well change their triple boaſt, the white. 
The purple, and the gold, that far outvie ** 
The Eaſtern monarch's garb, ev'n with the dock, 


Ev'n with the baleful hemlock's irkſome green. 


Without thy aid, without thy gladſome beams, 
The tribes of woodland warblers would remain 
Mute on the bending branches, nor recite 
The praiſe of Him, who, ere he form'd their lord, 
Their vices tun'd to tranſport, wing'd their flight, 
And bade them call for nurture, and receive: 
And lo] they call; the blackbird and the thrufh, 
The woodlark, and the redbreaſt jointly call; 
He hears, and feeds their feather'd families ; 

He feeds his ſweet muſicians, — nor neglects 
Th'invoking ravens in the greenwood wide; 
And tho' their throats coarſe rattling hurt the ear, 
They mean it all for muſic, thanks and praiſe 
They mean, and leave ingratitude to man, 


| But not to all, — for hark, the organs blow 


75 


Improves and purifies; the folemn ſcene 


And baſhfully with-holds each bolder beam. 
Here, as her home, from morn to eve frequents 
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Their ſwelling notes round the cathedral's dome, 
And grace th harmonious choir, celeſtial feaſt 
To pious ears, and med' cine of the mind; 
The thrilling trebles and the manly baſe 
Join in accordance meet, and with one voice 
All to the ſacred ſubject ſuit their ſong. 
While in cach breaft ſweet melancholy reigns 
Angelically penſive, till the joy _ 


The Sun thro? ſtoried panes ſurveys with awe, 


The cherub Gratitude ; bchold her eyes! 
With love and gladneſs weepingly they ſhed 
Ecftatic ſmiles ;- the incenſe that her hands 
Uprear is ſweeter than the breath of May _ 
Caught from the nectarin's bloſſom, and her voice 
Is more than voice can tell; to him ſhe ſings, 
To Him who feeds, who clothes, and who adorns, 
Who made, and who preſerves, whatever dwells 
In air, in ſtedfaſt earth, or fickle fea, 
O He is good, He is immenſely good ! [ man; 
Who all things form'd, and form'd them all for 
Who mark'd the climates, varied every zone, 
Diſpenſing all his bleſſings for the beſt, _ 
In order and in beauty: —riſe, attend, 
Atteſt, and praiſe, ye quarters of the world ! 
Bow down, ye elephants, ſubmiſſive bow _ 
To Him who made the mite] Tho? Aſia's pride! 
Ye carry armies on your tower-crown'd backs, 
And grace the turbau'd tyrants, bow to Him 
Who is as great, as perfect, and as good 
In his leſs ſtriking wonders, till at length _ 
The eye's at fault, and ſeeks th'aſſiſting glaſs. 
Approach, and bring from Araby the Bleſt 
The fragrant caſſia, frankincenſe, and myrrh, 
And meckly kneeling at the altar's foot, 
Lay all the tributary incenſe down. | 
Stop, feeble Africa, with reverence ſtoop, 
And from thy brow take off the painted plume; 
Wich golden ingots 2i! tav. camels load 
Te adorn his temples ; haſten with thy ſpear 
| Reverted, and thy truſty bow unftrung, 
While unpurſu'd thy hons roam and roar, 
And ruin'd towers, vide wks, and caverns wide 
Remurmur to the glorious, ſurly found, 
And thou, fair Indian, whole unmente domain 


Thy mines and med'cines, wealthy maid, attend. 
More than the plenteouſneſs {© fam'd to luw 
By fabling bards from Amalthea's horn 
Is thine ; thiue therefore be a portion due [crown 
Of thanks and praiſe: come with thy brilliant 
And velt of fur; and from ity fragrant lap _ 
Pomegranates, and the rich ananas pour. 

But chicfly thou, Europa, feat af Grace 

And Chriſtian excellence, his Goodneſs own, 
Forth from ten thouſand remples pour his praiſe. 
| Clad in the armour of the living God, 


Approach, unſheath the Spirit's laming ſword ; 
" "Wh" , i AS. , 9 | 
Falth's ſhield, ſalvation's glory—compals'd helm 
With fortitude aſſume, and o' er your heart 
Fair Truth' invulnerable breafiplate ſpread; 


EXTRACTS, 
And let the ſong of Charity begin 
In ftrains ſeraphic, and melodious prayer. 


Of all-ſufficient, all-beneficent, 


Thou God of Goodneſs and of Glory, hear! 


Thou, who to loweſt minds doſt condeſcend, 


© Aſſuming paſſions to enforce thy laws, 
« Adopting jealouſy to prove thy love : 
Thou who reſign'd humility uphold'ſt, 


Prixe- Poem. By Dr. GLYNN. 


| PHY Juſtice, Heav'nly King! and that great day 
| 


When Virtue, long abandon'd and forlorn, 
Shall raiſe her penſive head; and Vice, that erft 


Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appall'd; 
I fing advent'rous—But what eye can pierce 
The vaſt immeaſurable realms of ſpace _ 


O'er which Meſſiah drives his flaming car 


| To that bright region, where enthron'd he fits, 


Firſt-born of heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, 
Cloath'd in celeſtial radiance ! Can the Mule, 
Her feeble wing all damp with earthly dew, 
Soar to that bright empyreal, where around, 
Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, 
Hymn hallelujahs, and in concert loud 


| Chaunt ſongs of triumph to their Maker's praiſe? -» 
| Yet will I ſtrive to ſing, albeit unus'd | 


To tread poetic foil. What though the wiles 


Ot Fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure 
To rove o'er Fairy lands; to fwim the ſtreams 
That through her vallies wave their mazy way; 


Or climb her mountain tops; yet will I raiſe 
My feeble voice to tell what harmony | 
(Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres) 
Attunes the moral world: that Virtue ſtill 


May hope her promis'd crown; that vice may dre 
Vengeance, though late; that reas'ning Pride 


may own 


Juſt, though unſearchable, the wavs of Heav'n. 
Jo counterpoiſe the Hemiipiere extends, ſers, 
Haſte from the Well, and with thy fruits and Row - 


Sceptic] whac'er thou art, who ſay'ſt the ſoul, 


Intpir'd into the mortal mals, ſhall reſt 


_ | Annihilate, till Duration has unroll'd 


Her never-ending line; tell, if thou know'ſt, 
Why every nation, every clime, though all 
In laws, and rites, in manners diſagree, 

With one content expect another world, 
Where wickedneſs ſhall weep? WhyPaynim bards 
Fabled Elyſian plains, Tartarean lakes, 

Sryx and Cocytus? Tell, why Hali's ſons 

Have feign'd a paradiſe of mirth and love, 


| Banquets, and blooming nymphs? Or rarher tell, 


Why, on the brink of Orellana's ſtream, 
Where never ſcience rear'd her ſacred torch, 


| Th'untutor'd Indian dreams of happier worlds 


Then join the general chorus of all worlds, J 


Behind the cloud-copt hill > Why in each breaſt 
Is plac'd a friendly monitor, that prompts, 
Informs, 


Book J. 
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„ Ev'n as the floriſt props the drooping roſe, 
But quell'ſt tyrannic pride with peerleſs power, 
Evx'n as the tempeſt rives the ſtubborn oak : 

| © O all-fufficient, all beneficent, _ 5 
Thou God of Goodneſs and of Glory, hear! 
«© Bleſs all mankind, and bring them in the end 
Do heaven, to immortality, and Thee!“ 
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That divine particle which God's own breath 
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1 25 In pen al darkneſs; where nor ſtar ſhall riſe, | 
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Informs, dire&s, encourages, forbids ? 
Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends, 
Or joy on ſecret good? Why conſcience acts 
With tenfold force when ſickneſs, age, or pain 
Stands tott'ring on the precipice of death? 
Or why ſuch horror gnaws the guilty foul _ 
Of dying finners, while the good man fleeps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile expires ? 
L. ook round the world! with what a partial hand 
The ſcale of bliſs and mis'ry is ſuſtain'd ! 
Beneath the ſliade of cold obſcurity xy, 
Pale Virtue lies; no arm ſupports her head, 
No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her ſoul, 
Nor ſoft-ey'd my drops a melting ter; 
But, in their ſtead, Contempt and rude Diſdain 
Inſult the baniſh'd wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
| Neglected and forlorn : Diſeaſe and Cold, 
And Famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend: 
Vet patient, and to Heav'n's juſt will reſign'd, 
She ne'er is ſeen to weep, or heard to figh. 
Now turn your eyes to yon ſweet- ſmelling bow'r, 
Where, fluſh'd with all the inſolence of wealth, 
Sits pamper'd Vice! For him th' Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours ; Gallia's hills 
For him pour neCtar from the purple vine, 
Nor think for theſe he pays the tribute due 
To Heav'n: of Heav'n he never names the name, 
Save when with imprecations dark and dire 
He points his jeſt obſcene. Yet buxom Health 
Sits on. his a; cheek ; yet Honour gilds - 
His high exploits ; and downy-pinion'd ſleep 
Sheds a ſoſt opiate o'er his peaceful couch. 
Seeſt thou this, righteous Father! Seeſt thou this, 
And wilt thou ne'er repay ? Shall good and ill 
Be carried undiſtinguiſh'd to the land 3 
Where all things are forgot? — Ah! no; the day 
Will come, when Virtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 
That long obſcur'd her beams; when fin ſhall fly 
Back to her native Hell; there fink eclips'd 


Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th'imper vious gloom, 
On that great day the ſolemn trump ſhall ſound 
(That trumpwhich once in heav'n, on man's revolt 
Convok'd the aftoniſh'd ſeraphs) at whoſe voice 

Th'unpeopl'd gravesſhall pour forth all theirdead. 
Then ſhall th'aſſembled nations of the earth 
From ev'ry quarter at the judgment-ſeat 
Unite; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, | 
| Parthians; and they who dwelt on Tyber's banks, 
Names fam'd of old : or who of later age, 

Chineſe and Ruſſian, Mexican and Turk, 
Tenant the wild terrene ; and they who pitch 
Their tents on Niger's banks; or, where the ſun 
bours on Golconda's fpires lis early light, 
Drink Ganges' ſacred ſtream. At once ſhall riſe, 
MW hom diſtant ages to cach other fight 

Had long denied : before the throne ſhall kneel 
Some great Progenitor, while at his ſide 

Stand his deſcendants through a thouſand lines. 
V hatc'er their nation, and whate'er their rank, 
Heroes and patriarchs, ſlaves and ſcepter'd kings, 
With equal eye the God of all ſhall ſee, 

And judge with equal love. What tho? the great 

Vith coſtly pomp and aromatic ſweets 


SACRED AND MORAL. „ 
IA thouſand tapers ſhed their gloomy light, 


While ſoleran organs to his parting ſoul 
Chaunted flow oriſons? Say, by what mark 
Doſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain - 


| Whoſe mouldering bones beneath the thorn bound 
Long lay neglected? All at once ſhall riſe; [turf + 
| But not to equal glory; for, alas 


With howlings dire and execrations loud, 


Some wail their fatal birth—Firſt among theſe 
| Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind: 

They who in ſport whole kingdoms ſlew; or they 
{| Who to the tott'ring pinnacle of power, 
| Waded thro? ſeas of blood! How will they curſe 


The madneſs of ambition ! how lament 


Who ſunk an aged father to the grave; 


Or with unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, 


Slighted a brother's ſuff rings. Here are they 
Whom fraud and ſkilful treachery long ſecur d; 
Who from the infant virgin tore her dow'r, 


And ate the orphan's bread: ho ſpent theirftores 


In ſelfiſh luxury; or o'er their gold 
Proſtrate and pale ador'd the uſeleſs heap. 


Who mix'd the pois*nous bowl; or broke the tics 
Of hoſpitable friendſhip ;—and the wretch 
Whoſe liſtleſs ſoul, fick with the cares of life, 

Unſummon'd, to the preſence of his God 


With all that pain and famine can inllict, 


Pronounces doom eternal on their heads, 
Perpetual puniſhment. Seek not to know 
What puniſhment ! for that th'Almighty will 
Has hid from mortal eyes: and ſhall vain man 
With curious ſearch retin'd preſume to pry 


| Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him 


With humble patience all thy works adore, 


And walk in all thy paths; fo ſhall his meed 


Be great in heav”n, fo haply ſhall he 'ſcape 
Th'immortal worm and never-ceaſing fire. 


- 


Stand horribly aghaſt ? This is that crew 
Who ſtrove to pull Jehovah from his throne, 


But who are they, who, bound in tenfold chains = 


And in the place of heav'n's eternal King, 


Set up the phantom chance. For them in vain 


| Alternate ſeaſons cheer'd the rolling year; 


In vain the ſun o'er herb, tree, fruit, and flow'r, 


| Shed genial influence mild; and the pale moon 


Repair'd her waning orb. Next theſe is plac'd 
The vile blaſphemer ; he whoſe impious wit 
Profan'd the ſacred myſteries of fait, 
And 'gainſt th'impenetrable walls of Heav'n 
Planted his feeble battery, By theſe ſtands 
The Arch-Apoſtate : he with many a wile 
Exhorts them till to foul revolt. Alas 


Shines thro the gloomto cheer their ſinking ſouls : 
In agenies of grief they curſe the hour | 
When firſt they left Religion's onward way. 


Kmbaim'd his pour remains; or thro' the dome 


5 


Theſe on the left are rang d: but on the right 
A choſen band appears, who fought beneath 
4 The 


Their dear bought laurels, when the widow'd wite 
| And childleſs mother at the judgment ſeat ſ they 
Plead trumpet - tongued againſt them !/—Here are 


Here too who ſtain'd the chaſte connubial bed. 


Ruſh'd in with infult rude. How would they joy 
| Once more to viſit earth; and tho' oppreſs'd © 


Pant up the hill of life! Vain wiſh ! the Judge 


No hope have they from black deſpair, no ray — 


. 
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4 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


The banner of Jehovah, and defy'd 

| Satan's united legions. Some, unmov'd 

At the grim tyrant's frown, o'er barb'rous climes 
Diffus'd the Goſpel's light: ſome, long immur'd 

(Sad ſervitude!) in chains and dungeons pin'd 

Or rack'd with all the agonies of pam, {they 


Breath'd out their faithful lives. Thrice happy 
Whom Heav'n elected to that glorious ſtrife !— 


Here are they plac'd, whoſe kind munificence 
Made heav'n-born Science raiſe her drooping 
And on the labours of a future race [head ; 
Entail'd their juſt reward. Thou amongſt theſe, 
Good Seaton ! whoſe well-judg'd benevolence 
Foſt' ring fair Genius, bade the 's hand 
Bring annual off rings to his Maker's ſhrine, 
Shalt find the generous care was not in vain. 


Here is that fav'rite band, whom mercy mild, 
God's beſt-lov'd attribute, adorn'd ; whoſe gate 
| Stood ever open to the ſtranger's call; | 
| o fed the hungry ; to the thirſty lip | 
| Reach'd out the friendly cup; whole care benign 
From the rude blaſt ſecur'd the pilgrim's fide ; 


Who heard the widow's tender tale, and ſhook | 


The galling ſhackle from the pris'ner's feet; 
Who each endearing tie, each office knew « 
Of meek-cy'd heav'n- deſcended Charity.— 

O Charity, thou nymph divinely fair! 
Sweeter than thoſe whom ancient pocts bound 
In amity's indiffoluble chain, | 

The Graces ! how ſhall I effay to paint 
Thy chanins, celeſtial maid ! and in rude verſe 
Bizzon thoſe deeds thyſelf didſt ne'er reveal? 
For thee nor rank ling Envy can infect, 

Nor rage tranſport, nor high o'erweening pride 
Puff up with vain eonceit: ne'er didſt thou ſmile 
To ſee the ſinner as a verdant tree | | 
Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream ; 
While, like ſome blaſted trunk, the righteous fall 
Proſtrate, forlorn. When prophecies ſhall fail, 
When tongues ihall ceaſe, when knowledge is no 
| more, | : 

And this great day is come, thou by the throne 
Shalt fit triumphant. Thither, lovely maid ! 
Bear me, O bear me on thy ſoaring wing, 


Aud through the adamantine gates cf heavin Il 


Conduct my ſteps, fate from the fiery gulph 

And dark abyſs, where Sin and Satan reign! 
gut can the Muſe, her numbers all too weak, 
Tell how that reſtleſs element of fire 
Shall wage with ſeas and earth inteſtine war, 
And deluge all creation? Whether (fo 


Lawleſs he wanders, thall ruth headlong on, 


Rolls in her wonted courſe ; whether the fun 
With force centriperal into his orb | 
Attract her, long reluctant; or the caves, 
Thoſe dread volcanos, where cagend'ring lie 
Sulphureous minerals, from their dark abyſs 
Pour ftreams of liquid fire; while from above, 
As erſt on Sodom, Heav'n's avenging hand 
Rains fierce combuſtion ?—\V here are now the 
Of art, the toil of ages Where are now [ works 
Tt'imperial cities, ſepulchres and domes, 


| 


| As now by ſtreaming cataracts of fire, 


! Hymning my great Creator 
Thwarting th'ecliptic, where th'unconſcious earth Hs 


Sinks in the univerſal ruin loſt.— 


Trophies and llars? Where is Egypt's boaſt, : 


Book I, 


Thoſe lofty pyramids, which high in air 


Rear'd their aſpiring heads, to diftant times 
Of Memphian pride a laſting monument ?— 
Tell me where Athens rais'd her tow'rs—where 
| Thebes F 
Open'd her hundred portals ?—Tell me where 
Stood 3 Albion? where imperial Rome, 


Propt by ſeven hills, fat like a ſcepter'd queen, 


And aw'd the tributary world to peace ?— 


Shew me the rampart which o'er many a hill, 


Thro' many a valley, ftretch'd its wide extent, 
Rais'd by that mighty monarch to repel | 


The roving Tartar, when with inſult rude - 
*Gainſt Pekin's tow'rs he bent th'unerring bow, 


But what is mimic art? E'en Nature's works, 


Seas, meadows, paſtures, the meand' ring ftreams, 


And everlaſting hills, ſhall be no more. 


No more fhall Teneriff, cloud-piercing height ! 
Oerhang th' Atlantic ſurge ; nor that fam'd cliff, 
Thro? which the Perſian ſteer'd with many a fail, 


Throw to the Lemnian iſle its evening ſhade 


O'er half the wide Egæan.— Where are now 1 
The Alps that confin'd with unnumber'd realm, 


And from the Black Sea to the ocean ſtream 
Stretch'd their extended arms? Where's Ararat, 


| That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which ſeven long months had voyag'do'er its top, 


Firſt reſted, when the earth with all her ſons, 


Was whelm'd by mighty waters ?—All at once 


Are vaniſh'd and diffolv'd ; no trace remains, 
No mark of vain diſtinction: Heav'n itſelf, 


That azure vault, with all thoſe radiant orbs, 


No more ſhall planets round their central ſun 


Move in harmonious dance; no more the moon 
Hang out her filver lamp; and thoſe fix'd ſtars, 


Spangling the golden canopy of night, 
Which oft the Tuſcan with his optic glaſs 
Call'd from their wondrous height, to read their 


And magnitude, ſome winged minifter [names 
Shall quench ; and (ſureſt ſign that all on earth 
| Is loſt) ſhall rend from heav'n the myſtic bow, 


Such 1s that awful, that tremendous dav, 


Whofe coming who ſhall tell? For as a thief : 


Unheard, unſeen, it ſteals with ſilent pace 


 Thro'might's dark gloom. —Perhaps as here I ſit, 
[mouth 
| Soon ſhall the hand be check'd, and dumb the 
| That hips the falt'ring ſtrain. —O ! may it ne'er 
| Intrude unwelcome on an ill- ſpent hour! 

Some think) the comet, as through fields of air | 


And rudely carol theſe incondite lays, 


But find me wrapr in meditations high, 


“ Pow'r Supreme! 
“O everlaſting King! to thee J kneel, 
To thee I lift my voice. With fervent heat 
Melt, all ye elements! And thou, high heav'n, 


| « Shrink like a ſhrivel'd ſcroll! Butthink, O Lord, 
„Think on the beſt, the nobleſt of thy works; 


Think on thine own bright image! Think on 
him | | 
Who died to fave us from thy righteous wrath ; 


* And*midſtthewreck of worlds remember man! 
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Unde nil majus generatur Iſo, © | 
Nec viget quidquam ſimile aut ſecundum. Hor. 
PROM earth's low proſpects and deceitful aims, 
1 From wealth's allurements, and ambition's 
| dreams, | : 
The lover's raptures, and the hero's views, 
All the falſe joys miſtaken man purſues ; 
The ſchemes of ſcience, the delights of wine, 
Or the more pleaſing follies of the Nine! 
Recall, fond Bard, thy long-enchanted fight, 
Deluded with the viſionary light 5 
A nobler theme demands thy ſacred ſong, 
A theme beyond or man's or angel's tongue! 
But oh alas! unhallow'd and prophanc, 
How ſhalt thou dare to raiſe the heav'nly ſtrain? 
Do thou, who from the altar's living fire 
Ifaiah's tuneful lips did once inſpire, 8 
Come to my aid, celeſtial Wiſdom, come; 
From my dark mind diſpel the doubtful gloom: 


My paſſions ſtill, my purer breaſt in flame, 
To fing that God, from whom exiſtence came; 
Till heav'n and nature in the concert join, 
And own the Author of their birth divine. 
| r 
Whence ſprung this glorious frame! or whence 
The various forms the univerſc compoſe? [aroſe 
From what Almighty Cauſe, what myſtic ſprings 
Shall we derive the origin of things? 
Sing, heav'nly Guide! whoſe all- efficient light 
Drew dawning planets from the womb of night! 
| Since reaſon, by thy ſacred CiCtates taught, 


Firſt Cauſe of cauſes ! Sire ſupreme of birth 


Sole light of heav'n! acknowledg'd life of earth ! | 


Whoſe Word from nothing call'd this beauteous 
whole, | | 
This wide expanded All from pole to pole ! 
Who ſhall preſcribe the boundary to Thee? 
Or fix the zra of Eternity! > 
Should we, deceiv'd by error's ſceptic glaſs, 
Admit the thought abſurd—that Nothing was! 
Thence would this wild, this falſe conglufion 
„ — TS 5 
That Nothing rais'd this heauteous All below ! 
When from diſcloſing darkneſs ſplendor breaks, 
Aſſociate atoms move, and matter ſpeaks! 
When non-exiſtence burſts its cloſe diſguiſe, 
_How blind are mortals ?—not to own the ſkies ! 
Tf one vaſt void eternal held its place, | 
| Whence ſtarted time? or whence expanded ſpace! 
What gave the flumb'ring maſs to feel a change? 
Or bid conſenting worlds harmenious range 
Could nothing link the univerſal chain? 
No, *tis impoſſible, abſurd, and vain !. 
Here reaſon its eternal Author finds, | 
The whole who regulates, unites, and binds, | 
Enlivens matter, and produces minds 
Inactive Chaos ſleeps in dull repoſe, : Ry 
Nor knowledge thence, nor free yolition flows ! 
A nobler ſource thoſe pow'rs ethereal ſhow, 


By which we think, deſign, reflect, and know; 


— 


SACRED AND MO RAL. 


1*Abſtraæct in eſſence 
An origin immortal, as ſupreme, 


(Let unbelief attend, and ſhrink with fear!) 


| And awfully adore th'exalted One 


| An evident diſparity of mind ; 


— Io Won IVY 1 ˙¹⁰ 0 


"0 
"Theſe from a cauſe ſu rior date their riſe, . 
material tyes. 


From whoſe pure day, eeleſtial rays ! they came: 

In whom all poſſible perfections ſhine + 

Eternal, ſelf-exiſtent, and divine! ED 
From this Great Spring of uncreated might! 


| This all-reſplendant Orb of vital light: 
Whence all created beings take their riſe, 
| Which beautify the earth, or paint the ſkies ! 

| Profuſely wide the boundleſs bleſſings 


flow, 


Which heav'n enrich, and gladden worlds below! 


| Which are no leſs, when properly defin d, 
Than emanations of th'Eternal Mind 


Hence triumphs truth beyond objection clear 
That what for ever was—muſt ſurely be 
Beyond commencement, and from period free; 


| Drawn from himſelf his native excellence, 
His date eternal, and his ſpace immenſe ! 


And all of whom that man can comprehend, 
Is, that he ne'er begun, nor ne'er ſhall end. 
In Him, from whom exiſtence boundleſs flows, 
Let humble faith its ſacred truſt repoſe 
Aſſur'd, on his eternity depend. 
Eternal Father! and eternal Friend!“ 


_ | Within that myſtic circle ſafety ſeek, 


No time can leſſen, and no force can break ; 
And, loſt in adoration, breathe his praiſe, 
High Rock of ages, ancient Sire of days ! 
«.  - So 
 Thusrecogniz'd, the ſpring of life and thought 
Eternal, ſelf-deriv'd, and unbegot! 
Approach, celeſtial Muſe, th'empyreal throne, 
In nature pure, in place ſupremely free, 
And happy in eſſential unity ! | 
Bleſs'd in himſelf, had from his forming hand 
No creatures ſprung to hail his wide conunaud; 
Bleſs'd, had the ſacred fountain ne'er run o'r, 
A boundlefs fea of blifs that knows no ſhore! - 
Nor ſenſe can two prime origins conceive, 
Nor reaſon two eternal Gods believe! 
Could the wild Manichæan own that guide, 
The good would triumph, and the ill ſubſide : 
Again would vanquiſh'd Arimanius bleed, 
And darkneſs from prerailing light recede ! 
In diffrent individuals we find . 
Hence ductile thought a thouſand chan ins, 
And actions varv — the will ordains _ more | 
But ſhould two Beings, equally ſupreme, 
Divided pow'r and parted empire claim, 
How ſoon would unirerfal order ceaſe! — 
How ſoon would diſcord harmony diſplace 1_  . 
Eternal ſchemes maintain eternal fight, 
Nor yield, ſupported by eternal might; 8 
Where each would uncontroul'd his aim purſue, 
The links diſſever, or the chain renew | 
Matter from motion croſs impreſſions take, 
As ſerv'd each pow'r his rival's pow'r to break, 


And bleſs the canteſt that ſecur'd his peace 


While neutral Chaos, from his deep receſs, - 
Would view the never-ending ſtrife increaſe, j 
le 


The laſt acknowledges its ſource but one. 


Impervious to the man's, or ſeraph's eye, 


 ___ Reafſoa confeſs'd (howe'er we may diſpute) 
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While new creations would oppoſing riſe, | 


And elemental war deform the ſkies ! 
Around wild uproar and confuſion hurl'd, 
Eclipfe the heav'ns, and waſte the ruin'd world. 
__ PFwo independant cauſes to admit, 
Deſtroys religion, and debaſes wit; 

The firſt by ſuch an anarchy undone, 


A s from the main the mountain rills are drawn, 
That wind irriguous thro” the flow'ry lawn; 
So, mindful of their ſpring, one courſe they keep, 
Exploring, till they find their native deep! 
Exalted Pow'r inviſible, ſupreme, 5 
Thou ſov'reign, fole unutterable Name! 
As raund thy throne thy flaming ſeraphs 
And touch the golden lyre with trembling hand; 
Too weak thy pure effulgence to behold, 
Wich their rich plumes their dazzled eyes infold; 
Tranſported with the ardors of thy praiſe, 
The holy ! holy ! holy! anthem raiſe! 
To them reſponſive, let creation ſing 
Thee, indiviſible eternal King! 


III. SPIRITUALITY. 


O ſapy, celeſtial Muſe! whoſe purer birth 
Diſdains the low material ties of earth! 
By what bright images ſhall be detin'd 
The myſtic nature of th' eternal Mind} _ 
Or how ſhall thought the dazzling height explore, 
Where all that reaſon can—is to adore, 
That God's an immaterial effence pure, 
Whom figure can't deſcribe, nor parts unmure ; 
Incapable of paſhons, impulſe, fear,  _ 
In good pre-eminent, in truth ſevere ; . 
VUnmix'd his nature, and ſublim'd his pow'rs, 
From all the groſs allay that tempers ours; 
In whoſe clear eye the bright angelic train 
Appear ſuffus'd with unperfeCtion's ſtain ! 


Beyond the ken of each exalted high; | 

Him would in vain material ſemblance feign, 
Or figur'd ſhrines the boundleſs God contain; 
| ject of faith !—he ſhuns the view of ſenſe, 


CL oſt in the blaze of ſightleſs excellence! 


| Moſt perfect, moſt intelligent, moſt wiſe, 
In whom the ſanctity of pureneſs lies; z 
Ia whole adjuſting mind the whole is wrought, 
 Whoſeform is ſpirit | and whoſe eſſence, tliought 
Are truths inſcrib'd by Wiſdom's brighteſt ray, 
In characters that gild the face of day! | 


Fix'd boundary diſcovers man from brute; 
But dim to us, exerts its fainter ray, 
Depreſs'd in matter, and ally'd to clay! 

In forms ſuperior kindles leſs confin'd, 


_— 


ſtand, | 


| Not the black manſions of the filent grave; 


Boox 1: | 
Still from thy ſearch, the centre ſtill ſhall iy, 


| Approaching ſtill—thou never ſhall come mgh ! 


So its bright orb, th'aſpiring flame would join, 
But the vaſt diſtance mocks the fond deſign. 
If He, Almighty ! whoſe decree is fate, 


| Could, to diſplay his pow'r, ſubvert his ſtate; 
| Bid from his plaſtic hand a greater riſe, 
| Produce a maſter ! and reſign his ſkies! 


Impart his incommunicable flame, 1 


The myſtic number of th Eternal Name 


Then might revolting reaſon's feeble ray, 
Aſpire to queſtion God's all- perfect day! 
Vain taſk! the clay in the directing hand, 
The reaſon of its form might ſo demand, 
As man preſume to queſtion his diſpoſe, 


Re- conſecrate the temple of the mind; 


IV. OMNIPRESENCE. 


3 Thro the unmeaſurable traCts of ſpace, 


Go, Muſe divine ! and preſent Godhead trace 

See where by place, uncircumſcrib'd as time, 

He reigns extended, and he ſhines ſublime ! 

Should'ſt _m above the heav'n of heav'ns aſ- 
cend, 


_ | Couldſt thou below the depth of depths deſcend; _ 1 


Could thy fond flight beyond the ſtarry ſphere, © 
The radiant morning's lucid 2 bear 2 


There ſhould his brighter preſence ſhine confeſt, 


There his almighty arm thy courſe arreſt ! 


| Couldft thou the thickeſt veil of night aſſume, 
I Or think to hide thce in the central gloom ! 


Vet there, all patent to his piercing fight, 
Darkneſs itſelf would kindle into ent: 


Nor darker hell from her perception ſave; 


What pow'r, alas! thy footſteps can convey 
Beyond the reach of omnipreſent day! 


In his wide graſp and comprehenſive exe, 
Immediate, worlds on worlds unnumber'd lie: 
Syſtems inclos'd in his perception roll, 
Whoſe all-informing mind directs the whole: 


{ Lodg'd in his graſp, their certain ways they know; 


Plac'd in that fight from whence can nothing go. 


On earth his footſtool fix'd, in heav'n his ſcat ; 


| Enthron'd he dictates, and his word is fate. 


Nor want his ſhining images below, 


W hoſe dreſs is ether, and whoſe ſubſtance mind; In ſtreams that murmur, or in winds that blow 7 


Vet all from Him, Supreme of Cauſes, flow, 
To hun their pow'rs and their exiſtence owe ; 
From the bright cherub of the nobleſt birth, 
To the poor reaſoning glow-worm plac'd oa carth; 
From matter then to ſpirit ſtyl aſcend, 

— Thro' ſpirit ſtill refining, higher tend; 
Purſue, on knowledye bent the pathleſs road, 
Pierce thro” -akinirude in queſt of God 


His ſpirit broods along the boundleſs flood, 
Smiles in the plain, and whiſpers in the wood ; 
Warms in the genial ſun's nin ray, 1 
Breathes in the air, and beautifies the day! 

Should man his great immenſity deny, 
Man might as well uſurp the vacant ſky : 
For were he limited in date, or view, 


| Thence were his attributes imperfect too; 


Hts 


From whom the power, he thus abuſes, flows. 7] 
Here point, fair Muſe! the worſhip God re- F 
| 122 | „ 5 
The ſoul inflam'd with chaſte and holy fires! Fr 


| Where love celeſtial warms the happy breaſt, 4 
| And from ſincerity the thought's expreſt; N 
Where genuine piety and truth refin'd, 


With grateful flames the living altars glow, | 1 


And heavy ſorrow vent the heartleſs 
An abſent God no abler to defend, | 
Protect, or puniſh, than an abſent friend; 
Diſtant alike, our wants or griefs to know, . 
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His knowledge, pow'r, his goodneſs all confin'd, | 


And loſt th'idea of a ruling Mind! 
Feeble the truſt, and comfortleſs the ſenſe, 


Of a defective partial Providence! 


Boldly might then his arm injuſtice brave, 


Or innocence in vain his mercy crave; 


Dejected virtue lift its hopeleſs eye; 
ben! 


To eaſe the anguiſh, or prevent the blow ! 

If he, Supreme Director, were not near, 
Vain were our hope, and empty were our fear; 
Unpuniſh'd vice would o'er the world prevail, 


And unrewarded virtue toil—to fail! 
The moral world a ſecond chaos lie, 

And nature ſicken to the thoughtful eye 
Even the weak embryo, ere to life it breaks, 


From his high pow'r its {lender texture takes; 


While in his book the various parts inroll'd, 
_ Increaſing, own eternal Wiſdom's mould. 


Nor views he only the material whole, 
But pierces thought, and penetrates the foul! 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part, 

Or the faint purpoſe dawns within the heart! 
His ſteady eye the mental birth perceives, 


Ere yet to us the new idea lives! 
Knows what we ſay, ere yet the words proceed, 


And ere we form th' intention, marks the deed ! 
But Conſcience, fair vicegerent-light within, 


|  Aﬀerts its Author, and reſtores the ſcene! 
Points out the beauty of the govern'd plan, 


« And vindicates the ways of God to man.” 
Then ſacred Muſe, by the vaſt proſpect fir'd, 
From heav'n deſcended, as by heav'n inſpir'd, 


His all- enlight' ning Omnipreſence own, [ known; 


Whence firſt thou feelſt ay dwindling preſence 
His wide Omniſcience, juſtly grateful ſing, 


 Whence thy weak ſcience prunes its callow wing! 
And bleſs th'eternal—all- informing ſoul, 
| Whoſe ſight pervades, whoſe knowledge fills the | 


whole 
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| And ceaſing or 
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Below, through different forms doth matter 
And life ſubſiſts from elemental change, range, 
Liquids condenſing ſhapes terreſtrial wear, 
Earth mounts in fire, and fire diſſolves in air; 
While we, enquiring phantoms. of a day, 
Inconſtant as the ſhadows we ſurvey ! 


| With them, a long time's rapid current paſs, 


And haſte to mingle with the parent maſs ; 


But Thou, Eternal Lord of Life divine! 
In youth immortal ſhalt for ever thine! 
| No change ſhall darken thy exalted name; 
From everlaſting ages till the ſame ' | 


If God, like man, his purpoſe could renew, 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo, 
Deſponding faith would droop its cheerleſs wing, 


Religion deaden to a lifeleſs thing! 


Where could we, rational, repoſe our truſt, 


But in a Pow'r immutable as juſt ? 
How judge of revelation's force divine, 


If truth unerring gave not the deſign; | 
Where, as in nature's fair according plan, 


All ſmiles benevolent and good to man. 


Plac'd in this narrow clouded ſpot below, 


Wie darkly ſee around, and darkly know! 
Religion lends the ſalutary beam | 


That guides our reaſon thro? the dubious gleam; _ 


Till ſounds the hour, when he who rules the ſkies 
Shall bid the curtain of Omniſcience riſe! _ 


Shall diſſipate the miſts that veil our ſight, | 
And ſhew his creatures—all his ways are right ! 
Then when aſtoniſh'd nature feels its fate, 


| And fetter'd time ſhall know his lateſt date 
| When earth ſhall in the mighty blaze expire, 


Heav'n melt with heat, and worlds diſſolve in fire! 

The univerſal ſyſtem ſhrink away, 8 
bs confeſs th'almighty ſway ! 

Immortal He, amidſt the wreck ſecure, 

Shall fit exalted, permanently pure ! 

As in the Sacred Buſh, ſhall ſhine the ſame, - 

And from the ruin raiſe a fairer frame ! 


VI. OMNIPOTENCE., 


Far hence, ye viſionary charming maids, | | 
Ye fancy d nymphs that haunt the Grecian ſhades! 


| V. IMMUTABILITY. 
As the Eternal and Omniſcient Mind, 
By laws not limited, nor bounds contin'd, 
Is always independent, always free, | 
ence ſhines confe(s'd Immutability | 
Change, whether the ſpontaneous child of will, 
Or birth of force, —is imperfection ſtill. | 
But he, all- perfect, in himſelf contains 
Pow'r ſelf-deriv'd, and from himſelf he reigns ! 
If, alter'd by conſtraint, we could ſuppoſe 
That God his fix'd ſtability ſhould loſe, 
How ſtartles reaſon'at a thought ſo ſtrange ! 
What pow'r can force Omnipotence to change? 
If from his own divine productive thought, 
Were the yet ſtranger alteration wrought, 
Could excellence ſupreme. new rays acquire ? 
Or ſtrong perfection raiſe its glories higher > 
Abſurd !—his high meridian brightneſs glows, 
ever decreaſes, never overflows | 
Knows no addition, yields to no decay, 
The blaze of incommunicable day! 


| Your birth, who from conceiving fiction drew, 
Vourſelves roducing phantoms as untrue; 
But come, ſuperior Muſe! divinely bright, 
| Daughter of heav'n, whoſeoffspring Mill are light; 
| Oh condeſcend, celeſtial ſacred gueſt ! 5 
To purge my ſight, and animate my breaſt, 
While I preſume Omnipotence to trace, _ 
And ting that Pow'r who peopl'd boundleſs ſpace t 
Thou preſent wert when forth th* Almighty 
| 8 rode, | e 5p 
While Chaos trembl'd at the voice of God 
Thou ſaw, wheno'er th'immenſe his line he drew, 
| When Nothing from his Word exiſtence knew 
His Word, that wak'd to life the vaſt profound, 
While conſcious light was kindl'd at the ſound! 
Creation fair! ſurpria'd th'augelic eyes, ; 
And ſov'reign Wiſdom ſaw that all was wiſe! 
Him, ſole almighty nature's book diſplays, 
Diſtinct the page, and legible the rays! * 
Let the wild ſceptic his attention throw - 
To the broad horizon, or earth, below; 


He 


7 


He finds thy ſoft impreſſion touch his breaſt ; 


He feels the God, and owns him unconfeſt ! | 


Should the tray pilgrim, tir'd of ſands and ſkies, 
In Libya's waſte behold a palace riſe, | 


Would he believe the charm from atoms wrought? | 
So, atheiſt, hence, and mend thy juſter thought 


What hand, Almighty Architect! but thine 
Could give the model of this vaſt deſign? 
What hand but thine adjuſt th'amazing whole, 

And bid conſenting ſyſtems beauteous roll? 

What hand but thine ſupply the ſolar light? 


Ever beſtowing, yet for ever bright ! wh 
What hand but thine the ſtarry train array, | 


Or give the moon to ſhed her borrow'd ray ? 
What hand but thine the azure convex ſpread ? 
What hand but thine compoſe the ocean's bed ? 
To the vaſt main the ſandy barner throw, 

And with the feeble curb reſtrain the foe ! 


What hand but thine the wint'ry flood aſſwage, 


Or ſtop the tempeſt in its wildeſt rage! 
be infinite | what finite can explore? 
Imagination ſinks beneath thy po-] rr; 
Thee could the ableſt of thy creatures know, 
Loft were thy unity, for he were Thou! 
Vet preſent to all ſaints thy pow'r remains, 
 Reveal'd in nature, Nature's Author reigns ! 
In vain would error from conviction fly, 
Thou ev*rywhere art preſent to the eye ! 
The ſenſe how ſtupid, and the fight how blind, 
That fails this univerſal truth to find! 
Go, all the ſightleſs realms of ſpace ſurvey, 
Returning trace the Planetary Way! 
The ſun, that in his central glory ſhines, 
While ev'ry planet round his orb inclines; 
Then at our intermediate globe repoſe, 
And view yon lunar Satellite that glows ! 
Or caft along the azure vault thy eye, 
When golden day enlightens all the ſky ; 
Around, behold earth's variegated ſcene, 
The mingling proſpects, and the flow'ry green; 
The mountain brow, the long- extended wood, 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the flood ! 
And fav, are theſe the wild effects of chance ? 
ul, ſtrange effect of reas'ning ignorance! 
Nor pow'r alone confeſs'd in grandeur lics, 
The glitteriag planet or the painted ſkies ! 
Equal, the elephant's or emmet's dreſs, 
The wiſdom of Omnipotence confeſs ; | 
Equal, the cumbrous whale's enormous maſs 
With the ſmall inſect in the crouded grats; 
The mite that gambols in its acid ſea, 
In ſhape a porpus, though a ſpeck to thee! 
_ Evnthe blue down the purple plumb ſurrounds, 
A living world, 1. failing ſight confounds, 
To him a peopled habitation ſhows, ED 
Where millions taſte the bounty God beſtows ! 


Great Lord of life, whoſe all-controuling might, 


Thro' wide creation beams divinely bright, 

Nor only does thy pow'r in forming ſhine, 

But to annihilate, dread King! is thine. 
Shouldſt thou withdraw thy ſtill-ſupporting hand, 
How languid nature would aſtoniſh'd ſtand! 
Thy frown the ancient realm of night reſtore, 


And raiſe a blank -- where ſyſtems ſmil'd before 
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See in corruption, all ſurprizing ſtate, | 
How ſtruggling life eludes the ſtroke of fate ; 
Shock'd at the ſcene, tho? ſenſe averts its eye, 
Nor ſtops the wond'rous proceſs to deſcry; 


And with delight Almig 
The brute, the vegetable world ſurveys, 

Sees life ſubſiſting ev'n from life's decays ! | 
Mark there, ſelf taught, the penſive reptile come, 
Spins his thin ſhroud, and living builds his tomb 1 

| With conſcious care his former pleaſures leave, 
Aud dreſs him for the bus'neſs of the grave! 
Thence, paſs'd the ſhort-liv'd change, renewd 
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Yet juſter thought the — 7 — 2 
ty Wiſdom views! 


he ſprings, 


Admires the ſkies, and mien his ſilken wings! 


With airy flight the inſect roves abroad, 


And ſcorns the meaner earth he lately trod? 


Thee, potent, let delivered Iſrael praiſe, 
And to thy name their grateful homage raiſe ! 
Thee, potent God! let Egypt's land declare, 


That felt thy juſtice awfully ſevere! 
How did thy frown benight the ſhadow'd land > 


Nature revers'd, how own thy high command? 


When jarring elements their uſe forgot, 


And the fun felt thy overcaſting blor ! 


| When earth produc'd the peſtilential brood, 


And the foul ſtream was crimſon'd into blood! 


How deep the horrors of that awful night, _ 
How ſtrong the terror, and how wild the fright ! 


When o'er the land thy ſword vindictive paſt, 
And men and infants breath'd at once their laſt, 
How did thy arm thy favour'd tribes convey ! 


| Thy light conducting point the patent way ! 
| Obedient ocean to their march divide 


The wat'ry wall diſtinct on either fide; _ 
While thro” the deep the long proceſſion led, 


And faw the wonders of the oozy bed! _ 
Tor long they march'd till black ning in the rear, 


The vengeful tyrant and his hoſt appear | 
Plunge down the ſteep, rhe waves thy nod obey, 


By day thy cloud was preſent to the fight, 


| Thy fiery pillar led the march by night; 
| Thy hand amidſt the waſte their table ſpread, 


With feather'd viands, and with heav'nly bread: 


| When the dry wilderneſs no ſtreams ſupply'd 
| Guſh'd from the yielding rok the vital tide! 
What limits can Omaipotence confine ? 
What obſtacles oppoſe thy arm divine > _ 
| Since ſtones and waves their ſettled laws forego, 


Since ſeas can harden, and fince rocks can flow! 
On Sinai's top, the muſe with ardent wing 
The triumphs of Omnipotence would fing ! 
When ver its airy brow thy cloud difplay'd, 
Involv'd the nations in its awful ſhade ! 


| When ſhrunk the carth from thy approaching 
And the rock trembled to its rooted baſe; ¶ face, 
|} Yet where thy Majeſty divine appear'd, 

Where ſhone thy glory, and thy voice was 


heard; | 
Ev'n in the blaze of that tremendous day, 


Idolatry its impious rites could pay 1 _ 


And whelm the threat'ning ſtorm beneath the ſea ! | 
Nor yet thy pow'r thy choſen train forſook, 
| When thro? Arabia's ſands their way they took ; 


1 Aw'd muſt we gaze, and comfortleſs admire. 


Then Autumn, wi 
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Oh ſhame to thought! — Thy ſacred throne in- 
1 | | 
And brave the 


"Ik WISDOM. 


O thou, who when th' Almighty form'd this All, 
Upheld the ſcale, and weigh'd each balane d ball; 
And as his hand completed each deſign, 
| Number'd the work, and fix'd the ſeal divine; 
O Wiſdom infinite; creation's ſoul, 
Whoſe rays diffuſe new luſtre o'er the whole, 


Known? 
What hand, fair Goddeſs 
Vl hat tho' in nature's univerſal ſtore 
Appear the wonders of Almighty pow'r ! 
 Pow'r unattended terror would inſpire; 


But when fair wiſdom joins in the deſign, 
The beauty of the whole reſult's divine! 
Hence life acknowledges its glorious cauſe, 
And matter owns its great Diſpoſer's laws; 
Hence in a thouſand different models wrought, 
Now tix'd to quiet, now ally'd to thought; 
Hence flow the forms and properties of things, 
Hence riſes harmony, and order ſprings ; 
Elfe had the maſs a ſhapeleſs chaos lay, 
Nor ever felt the dawn of Wiſdom's we ! 
See, how aſlociate round their central fun, 
Their faithful rings the circling planets run ; 
Still equi-diſtant, never yet too near, ) 
Exactly tracing their appointed ſphere. 
Mark how the moon our flying orb purſues, 
While from the ſun her monthly light renews; 
Breathes her wide influence on the world below, 
And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow. 
View how in courſe the conſtant ſeaſons riſe, 
Deform the earth, or beautify the ſkies: 
| Firſt, Spring advancing, with her flow'ry train; 
Next, Summer's hand, that ſpreads the ſylvan oy 
: hes | . 
th her yellow harveſts crown'd; 
And trembling Winter cloſe the annual round, 
The vegetable tribes obſervant trace, 
From the tall cedar to the creeping graſs : 


The chain of animated beings ſcale, 


From the ſmall reptile to th'enormous whale : 
From the ſtrong eagle ſtooping thro? the ſkies, 
To the low inſect that eſcapes thy eyes! _ 
And ſee, if ſee thou canſt, in ev'ry frame, 
Eternal Wiſdom ſhine confeſs'd the fame : 
As proper organs to the leaſt aſſign'd, 

As proper means to propagate the kind, 

As juſt the ſtructure, and as wiſe the plan, 
As in this lord of all —debating man 
Hence, reas'ning creature, thy diſtinction find, | 
Nor longer to the ways of Heav'n be blind. 
Wiſdom in outward beauty ſtrikes the mind, 
But outward beauty points a charm behind. 
What gives the earth, the ambient air, or ſeas, 
The plain, the river, or the wood to pleale? 
Oh ay, in whom does bcauty's ſelf reſide, 


— 
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bolt that linger'd round its head | 


paint thee but thy own? | 


When lightnings thro” the air tremendous fl 
| Or the blue plague is looſen'd to deftroy, 
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There dwells the Godhead in the bright diſguiſe, 
Beyond the ken of all created eyes; 7 | 
His works our love and our attention ſteal; 
His works (ſurprizing thought !) the Maker veil; 
Too weak our ſight to pierce the radiant cloud 
Where wiſdom thines, in all her charms avow'd 


O gracious God, omnipotent and wife, ; 
Unerring Lord, and Ruler of the ſkies ; 
All condeſcending to my feeble heart, 


One beam of thy ccleſtial light impart; 


| I feet. not fordid wealth, or gliu'ring pow'r; 
„ O grant me wiſdom — and 1 aſk no more! 
What tongue ſhall make thy charms celeſtial | 


VIII. , PROVIDENCE. | 


As from ſome level country's ſhelter'd ground, 
With towns replete, with green incloſures bound, 
Where the eye kept within the verdant maze, 
But gets a tranſient viſta as it ſtrays, EE 


The pilgrim ro ſome riſing ſummit tends, 


Whence opens all the ſcene as he aſcends : 


| So Providence the friendly height ſupplies, 


Where all the charms of Deity ſurprize; _ 
Here Goodneſs, Power, and Wiſdom all unite, 
And dazzling Glories whelm the ravidh'd fight! 
Almighty Cauſe ; *tis thy preſerving care 
That keeps thy works for ever freſh and fair; 


The ſun from thy ſuperior radiance bright, 


Eternal ſheds his delegated light; 
Lends to his ſiſter orb inferior day, 


And paints the ſilver moon's alternate ray: 
| Thy hand the waſte of eating time renews, 


Thou ſhedd'ſt the tepid morning's balmy dews; 
When raging winds the blacken'd deep deform, 
Thy ſpirit rides commiſſion'd in the ſtorm; 
Bids at thy will the flack'ning tempeſt ceaſe, 
While the calm ocean ſmooths its ruffled face ; 
oo 


Thy hand directs, or turns aſide the ſtroke; 
Thy word the fiend's commiſſion can revoke ; _ 
When ſubterraneous fires the ſurface heave, 
And towns are bury'd in the yawning grave, 
Thou ſuffer'ſt not the miſchief to prevail; | 
Thy ſov'reign touch the recent wound can heal. 
ToZembla's rocks thou ſend'ſt the cheerfulgleam; 


—_— 


Quer Lybia's fandsthoupour®ſtthe cooling fiream; 


Thy watchful Providence o'er all intends; 

Thy works obey their great Creator's ends. = 
When man too long the paths of vice purlu'dl, _ 

Thy hand prepar'd the univerſal flood. 


'| Gracious to Noah gave the timely ſign, 
| To fave a remnant from the wrath divine 


One ſliiaing waſte the globe terreſtrial lay, 
And the ark heav'd along the troubled ſea; 


Thou badſt the deep his ancient bed explore, 


The clouds their wat'ry deluge pour'd no more! 
The ſkies were clear'd-- the mountain to; s were 
The dove pacific brought the olive green. ſecng 
On Ararat the happy Patriarch toſt, 
Found the recover'd world his hopes had loſt ; 
There his fond eyes review'd the pleaſing ſcene, 
The earth all verdant, and the air ſerene! © 
Its precious freight the guardian ark diſplay'd, 


The Beaurifyer, or the beautify'd 2 3 


| While Noah grateful adorauon paid 
Beholding 


3 


* 


=” ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Beholding in the many-tin&tur'd bow 
The promiſe of a ſafer world below. 


When wild ambition rear'd its impious head, 
And riſing Babel Heav'n with pride ſurvey'd, 
Thy word the mighty labour could confound, | 
And leave the mais to moulder with the ground. 
From Thee all human actions take their ſprings, | 


The riſe of empires, and the fall of kings! 
See the vaſt theatre of time diſplay d, 


While o'er the ſcene ſucceeding heroes tread ! 


Wich pomp the ſhining images ſucceed, 


What leaders triumph! and what monarchs bleed! 


Perform the parts thy providence afſign'd ; 


Their pride, their paſſions to thy ends inclin'd : 
c 


A while they glitter in the face of day, 
Then at thy nod the phantoms paſs away; 
Do traces left of all the buſy ſcene, 


But thatremembrance ſays--The things have been! 
gut (queſtions doubt) whence ſickly nature feels 
breaſt ? 
oniſh'd 
Whence tempeſts rage ? or yellow plagues infeſt? 
© Whencedraws rank Afric her empoiton'd tore? | | | 
Ve ſeraphs, who God's throne encircling ſtill, 

Wich holy zeal your golden cenſers fill; 
| Ye flaming miniſters to diſtant lands, 


© The ague-fits her face ſo oft reveals? 
© Whenceearthquakes heave the earth's 


Or liquid fires exploſive Ætna pour?“ 
Go, ſceptic mole l demand th'eternal cauſe, 
The ſecret of his all- preſerving laws! 
The depths of wiſdom infinite explore, 


And aſk thy Maker--why he knows no more? 


Thy error ſtill in moral things as great, 
As vain to cavil at the ways of fate. | 


To aſk why proſperous Vice ſo oft ſucceeds, 


Why fuffers Innocence, or Virtue bleeds ! 


Why monſters, nature muſt with bluſhes own, 
By crimes grow pow'rful, and diſgrace a throne ! 


Why ſaints and ſages, mark'd in every age, 
Perith, the victims of tyrannic rage; | 
Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell, 
Or Nero reign'd the delegate of hell : 
In vain by reaſon is the maze puriu'd, 
Of ill triumphant, and afflifted good, 


Fix'd to the hold, ſo might the ſailor aim 
e blame, 


To judge the pilot, and the ſtee | 
As we direct to God what ſhould belong, 


Or fay that ſov'reign wiſdom governs wrong. 


Nor always vice does uncorrected go, 
Nor virtue unrewarded paſs below ! 0 
Oft ſacred juſtice lifts her awful head, 
And dooms the tyrant and th'uſurper dead 
Oft Providence, more friendly than ſevere, 
_ Arreſts the hero in his wild career; 
Directs the fever, poniard, or the ball, 


By which an Ammon, Charles, or Cæſar fall: Delighted nature feels its warmth divine; 


Or when the curſed Borgias brew the cup 
For merit, bids the monſters drink it up; 
On violence oft retorts the cruel ſpear, 
Or fetters cunning in its crafty ſnare : 
Relieres the innocent, exalts the juſt, 
Aud lays the proud oppreſſor in the duſt ! 


Bur faſt as time's ſwift pinions can convey, 


Haiicns. the pomp of that tremendous day, 
When to the view of all created eyes, 
God', high tribunal ſhall majeſtic riſe, 


When the loud trumpet ſhall aſſemble round 


T he dead, reviving at the piercing ſound ! 
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| Whoſe watchful hand and al 
Faſhions the hearts, and views the ways of men, 


Where men and angels ſhall to audit come, 
And millions yet unborn recetve their doom | 
Then ſhall fair Providence, to all diſfplay'd, 


| Appear divinely bright without a ſhade ; 


In light triumphant all her acts be ſhown, 
And bluſhing Doubt eternal Wiſdom own ! 
Sov'reign Director of this 1 frame, 5 
-obſerving ken 
Whether thy hand the plenteous table ſpread, 
Or meaſure ſparingly the daily bread ; - 


| Whether or wealth or honours gild the ſcene, 5 
| Or wants deform, and waſting anguiſh ſtain; 
On Thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 


Rleſs d in the care of thy approving eye ! 
Thro' life ſhall guard them, and in death attend; 


Meanwhile, thou 7 Intelligence ſupreme, 


Know that thy Providence, their conſtant friend, 


With everlaſting arms their cauſe embrace, 


And crown the paths of piety with peace. 


IX. GoopNEss. 


Who bear, obſcquious, his divine commands; 
Ye cherubs who compoſe the ſacred choir, 
Attuning to the voice th'angelic lyre ! 
Or ye fair natives of the heav'nly plain, 
Who ounce were mortal—now a happier train! 
Who ſpend in peaceful love your joyful hours, 
In bliſsful meads and amaranthine bow'rs, 
Oh lend one ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 
Oh deign my glowing boſom to inſpire, 
And aid the Muſe's unexperienc'd wing, 


While Goodneſs, theme divine, ſhe ſoars to ſing 5 


Tho' all thy attributes divinely fair, 


Thy full perfection, glorious God, declare: 
Vet if one beams ſuperior to the reſt, 


Oh let thy goodneſs faireſt be confeſt : 


As ſhines the moon amidft her ſtarry train, 
As breathes the roſe amongft the flow'ry ſcene, 
As the mild dove her filver plumes difplays, Ee 

| So ſheds thy mercy its diſtinguiſh'd rays. _ 


This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand, 


When formleſs Chaos heard thy high command; 
When pleas'd, thy eye thy matchleſs works re- 


view'd, 


| : And Goodneſs, placid, ſpoke that all was good! 


Nor only does in heav'n thy goodneſs ſhine ; 


The vital fun's illuminating beam, 


| The filver creſcent, and the ſtarry gleam ; 


As day and night, alternate they command, 


| Proclaim that truth to ev'ry diſtant land. 


Sec ſmiling nature, with thy treaſures fair, 
Confeſs thy bounty and parental care | 
Renew'd by thee, the faithful ſeaſons riſe, 
And earth with plenty all her ſons ſupplies> 
The generous lion and the brinded boar, 
| As nightly thro? the foreſt- walks they roar, 


| From thee, Almighty Maker, ſeek their prey ; 
| Nor from thy hand unſated go away: 5 
k | | ; 0 F | 
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N Obſerve his patience with the guilty ſtrive, 


Book I. 


Supported by thy all- preſerving eye: 

PR thee, * ather'd natives of the plain, 
Or thoſe who range the field, or plough the main, 
Receive with conſtant courſe th'appointed food, 
And taſte the cup of univerſal of 


| Thy hand thou reg f. million'd myriads live ; 
' Thoufrown'ſt, they faint ;—thou ſmil'ſt, and they 


On virtue's acre, as on — 4 ſores, [ revive! 
See Heav'n, impartial, deal the fruitful ſhow'rs! 
« Life's common bletfings all her children ſhare,” 
Tread the fame earth, and breathe a gen'ral air! 
Without diſtinction, boundleſs bleſſings fall, 
And Goodneſa, like the fun, enlightens all!“ 
Oh man, degene 
Go, learn of brutes thy Maker to adore 
Shall theſe, thro? ev'ry tribe, his bounty own; 
Of all his works ungrateful thou alone! 
Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy cries, 
And blind when ſov' reign Goodnefs charms the 
3 „ 
Mark how the wretch his awful name blaſ- 
His pity ſpares, —his clemency reclaims! | 


And bid the criminal repent and live: 
Recal the fugitive with gentle eye, 
Beſeech the obſtinate, he would not die! 
Amazing tenderneſs—amazing moſt, 
The ſoul on whom ſuch mercy ſhould be loſt ! 
Butwould'ſt thou view the rays of goodneſs join 
In one ſtrong point of radiance all divine ! 
Behold, celeſtial muſe ! yon eaſtern light; 
To Bethlem's plain, adoring, bend thy fight ! 
Hear the glad meſſage to the ſhepherds giv'n, 
* Good-will on earth to man, and peace in heav'n.” 
Attend the fwains, purſue the ſtarry road, 
And hail to earth the Saviour and the God! 


Thou falutary ſource of life to man 
Wh hat tongue can ſpeak thy comprehenſive grace? 
What thought thy depths unfathomable trace? 
When laſt in fin our ruin'd nature lay, | 
When awful juſtice claim'd her righteous pay ! 
Sce the mild Saviour bend his pitying eye, 
And ſtop the lightning juſt prepar'd to fly! 
(O ſtrange effect of unexampl'd love) 7 
View him deſcend the heav'nly throne above: 
Patient, the ills of mortal lite endure ; 
Calm, tho? revil'd, and innocent, tho poor! 
Uncertain his abode, and coarſe his food, 

His life one fair continu'd ſcene of good! 
For us ſuſtain the. wrath to man decreed, 

The victim of eternal juſtice bleed | 

Look ! to the croſs the Lord of Life is ty'd, 


| Thay glans his hands, and wound his ſacred fide! 


expires ! our forfeit to atone, 


While nature trembles at his parting groan ! 


Advance thou hopeleſs mortal ſteel d in gut, 


| Behold, and if thou can'ſt, forbear to melt | 


Shall Jeſus.die thy freedom to regain 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain ? 
Wilt thou refuſe thy kind aſcent to give, as 
When dying he looks down to bid thge live ! 
Perverſe, wilt thou reject the er 


Bought with his life, and — blood 


4 


| SACRED AND MORAL. 
To thee for meat the callow ravens cry, : 


rate man ! offend no more! | 


| The ſpotleſs juſtice of th! Almighty King! 
Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myſtic plain! . 


| Demands the ſtrict atonement ſhould be made, N 
| And claims the forfeit on th'offender's head ! 
| But Doubt demands -- Why man diſpos'd _ 


E Why left the 


| No; had to good the heart alone inclin'd, he.“ 


| By finking all the dignity of man 
| And view thy 


| sr 
Whoſe virtue can thy deepeſt crimes efface, 


_ | Re-heal thy nature, and confirm thy peace | 


Can all the errors of thy life atone, 
And raiſe thee from a rebel to a fon ! 
O bleſt Redeemer, from thy ſacred throne, 

Where ſaints and angels fing thy triumphs won! 

Where, from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious 

hain'd to thy car the pow'rsinfernal led) head, 
From that exalted height of bliſs ſupreme, _ 
Look down on thoſe who bear thy ſacred name; 
Reſtore their ways, inſpire them by thy grace, 
Thy laws to follow, and thy ſteps to trace; 
Thy bright example to thy doctrine join, 
And by their morals prove their faith divine! 

Nor only to thy church confine thy ray; 
Ober the glad world thy healing light diſplay ; 
Fair Sun of Righteouſneſs ! in beauty riſe, : 


I | And clear the miſts that cloud the mental ſkies! 


To Judah's remnant, now a ſcatter'd train, 
Oh great Methiah ! ſhow thy promis'd reign ; 
O'er earth as wide, thy ſaving warmth diffuſe, | 
As ſpreads the ambient air, or falling dews, 


| And haſte the time when, vanquiſh'd by thy _ 


| | Death ſhall expire, and fin defile no more ! 


- 1 ERS 
Hence diſtant far, ye ſons of earth profane, 
The looſe, ambitious, covetous, or vain;  _ 
Ye worms of pow'r! ye minion'd ſlaves of ſtate, 
The wanton vulgar, and the ſordid great! 
But come, ye purer ſouls, from drols refin'd, 
The blameleſs heart and uncorrupted mind 
Let your chaſte hands the holy altars raiſe, 
Freſh incenſe bring, and light the glowing blaze; 
| Your grateful voices aid the muſe, to ſing 


As only ReCtitude divine he knows, 

As truth and ſanctity his thought compoſe ; = 
So thele the dictates which th'Eterna! Mind 
To reaſomable beings has aſſign'd; | 


Theſe has his care on ev'ry mind impreſs'd, ; 


The conſcious ſeals the Hand of heav'n atteſt! 
Wien man, perverſe, forwrong forſakes the right, 
He ſtill attentive keeps the fault in fight; 


Gs RY | 
8 choice to go aſtray ? 

« Tf Heav'n that made him did the fault foreſce, 

« 'Thence follows, Heay'n is more to blame than 


What toil, what prize had virtue been afhgn'd? 
From obſtacles her nobleſt triumphs flow, 
Her ſpirits languiſh when ſhe finds no foe! 


Man might perhaps have ſo 5 ſtill, 
Happy, without ilege of will. 
And juſt, becauſe his hands were ty'd from ill ! 


O wond'rous ſcheme to mend th'almighty plan, 
Yet turn thy eyes, vain ſceptic, own thy pride, 
12 and choice ally d; 

See virtue from herſelf her bliſs derive, 

| A 2 beyond che po r of thrones to give A 
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To angels make tie pigmy's folly known, 


And bid the uſeful treaſure learn to flow; 


52 
See vice of empire and of wealth poſſeſs'd, 

Pine at the heart, and feel herſelf unbleſs'd. 
And ſay, were vet no farther marks aſſign'd, 
Is man ungrateful ? or is Keav'n unkind? 

LM ses, allt e woes from Heav'n permiſſive fall, 
The wrctch adopts, - the wretch improves them 
| CI OY EO gs 


From his wild luſt, or his oppremve deed, = | 


 Rapcs, battles, murders, {a:nlege procced 

His wild ambition thins the peop:'d earth, 
Or from his av'r. ge, Famine takes nis birth 3 
Had nature giv'n the hero wings to fly, 


His pride would icad him to attempt the ſky ! en 


And draw c' en pity from th*cternal throne. 
Vet, while on cartii triumphant vice prevails, 
_ Celeſtial juftice balances her {cales 85 
Wich eye unolas'd all the ſcene ſurveys; 
With hand impartial, ev'ry crime ſhe weighs; 
Oft cloſe purſuing at his trembling heels, 
The man of blood her awful prelence feels; 
Oft from her arm, amidſt the — of ſtate, 
The regal tyrant, with ſucceſs elate, | j 
Is forc'd to leap the precipice of fate! 
Or if the villain paſs unpumiſh'd here, 
*Tis but to make the future ſtroke ſevere ; 
For toon or late, eternal Juſtice pays 
Mankind the juſt deſert of all their ways. 
Tis in that awful all-diſcloſing day 


| When high Omniſcience ſhall her books diſplay; 


When Juſtice ſhall preſent her ſtrict account, 
While Conſcience thall atteſt the due amount, 
That all who feel, condemn'd, the dreadful rod, 
Shall own that righteous are the ways of God! 

Oh then, while penitence can fate diſarm, 
While ling'ring Juſtice yet with-holds its arm; 
While hcav*nly patience grants the precious time, 

Let the loſt ſinner think him of his crime; 
Immediate, to the ſeat of mercy fl, 

Nor wait to morrow—leſt to- night he die! 
But tremble, all ye ſins of blackeſt birth, 
| Ye giants, that deform the face of earth; 
_Trembic, ve ſons of aggravated guilt, 
2 cre too late, let ſorrow learn to melt; 
 Remorſelefs Mu. der! drop thy hand ſevere, 
And bathe chy bloody weapon with a tear; 


Go, Luſt impure! converſe with friendly light, 


Forſake the manſions of defiling night; 


Quit, dark Hypocriſy, thy thin diſguiſe, 


Nor think to cheat the notice of the ſkies! 
Unſocial Avarice, thy graſp forego, 


Reſtore, Ijuftice, the defrauded gain! 
Oppreſſioi, bend to eaſe the captive's chain, 
Ere awful Jufice ſtrike the fatal blow, 
And drive you to the realms of night below! 
But Doubt retumes,—* If Juſtice has decreed 


The puniſhment proportion'd to the deed, 


« Eternal miſery ſcems too ſevere, 


Ido dread a weight for wretched man to bear! 


Too harſh -- that endleſs torments thonld repa 
The crimes. of life, the errors of the day !” 
In vain our reaſon would preſumptuous pry; 


Hcav'n's counſels are beyond conception high ; 


* 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
nad 
| His ways how different from the ways of man ! 


Too deep for thee his ſecrets are to know; 
Enquire not, but more wiſely ſhun the woe: 


| Dare not the blaze of uncreated light! 
Before whoſe glorious throne with dread ſurpriſe, 
Th'adoring ſeraph veils his dazzled eyes 


Pale as the moon before the ſolar ray! 


Bock l. 


In vain would thought his meaſur'd juſtice ſcan! 


Warn'd bv his threat'nings, to his laws attend, 
And learn to make Omnipotence thy friend! 


| Our weaker laws, to gain the purpos'd ends, *. 
Oft paſs the bounds the law-giver intends; | 1 Ho 
Oft partial power, to ſerve its own deſign, NF To 
| Warps from the text, exceeding reaſon's line; = | (E 
Strikes, bias'd, at the perſon, not the dee. Un 
| And ſees the guiltleſs unprotected bleed! —_ Xx 
But God alone, with unimpaſſion'd fight, w 
Surveys the nice barrier of wrong and right; | An 
And, while fubſervient, as his will ordains, 5 
O bedient Nature yields the preſent means; | Ar 
While neither force nor patiions guide his views, | At 
Ev'n Evil works the purpoſe he purſues! | 1 
That bitter ſpring! the ſource of human pain! Ye 
Heal'd by his touch, does mineral health contain! A. 
I And dark Affliction, at his potent nod, EE N 2 
Withdraws its cloud, and brightens into good. = 
Thus human juſtice—(far as man can go) d 75 
For private ſafety ſtrikes the dubious blow, rue 
But Rectitude divine, with nobler ſoul, 7 - 
Conſults each individual in the whole! | 1 
Directs the: iſſues of each moral ſtrife, p, 
And ſees creation ſtruggle into life! | Ft 
And you, ve happier fouls ! who in his ways 1. 
Obſervant walk, and ſing his daily praiſe i I 
Ye righteous few ! whoſe calm unruffled breaſts A 
No fears can darken, and no guilt infefts, T 
To whom his gracious promiſes extend, | = 
In whom they centre, and in whom ſhall end, HF 
Which (bleſs'd on that foundation ſure who BY 
Shall with eternal juſtice be fulfill'd: ¶ build) * 
Ye ſons of life, to whoſe glad hope is givin _ 14 
The bright reverſion of approaching heav'n, Wt 
| With grateful hearts his glorious praiſe recite, 17 
| Whoſe love from darkneſs call'd you out to 0 
| So let your piety reflective thine, light; \ 
|] As men may thence confeſs his truth divine! * 
And when this mortal veil, as ſoon it muſt, > 
Shall drop, returning to its native duſt, _ 132 
| The work of life with approbation done, : 11 
Receive from God your bright immortal crown 13 
| XI. GLORY. | | 


But oh, advent'rous Muſe, reſtrain thy flight, 5 


Whoſe pure effulgence, radiant to exceſs, 

No colours can deſcribe, or words expreſs! 

All the fair beauties, all the lucid ſtoi cs, 

Which oer thy works thy hand reſplendent pours, 
Fecble, thy brighxer glories to diſplay, 


Sec on his throne the gaudy Perfian plac'd, 
In all the pomp of the luxuriant eaft ! 
While mingling gems a borrow'd day unfold, 
e rich purple waves embòſs'd with gold; 
Vet mark ghis ſcene of painted grandeur yield 
To the fa lily that adorns the field! 


Obſcur'd, 


Obſcur'd, behold that fainter lily lies 
By the rich bird's inimitable dyes; _ 
Yet theſe ſurvey, confounded and outdone, _ 
Vy the ſuperior luſtre of the ſun; | | 
WT That ſun himſelf withdraws his leſſen'd beam 
From Thee, the glorious Author of his frame! 
Tranſcendent Pow'r! ſole Arbiter of fate 
How great thy glory! and thy bliſs how great! 
To view from thy exalted throne above 
(Eternal ſource of light, and life, and love!) 
2X VUnnumber'd creatures draw their ſmiling birth, 
To bleſs the heav'ns, or beautify the earth; - 
While ſyſtems roll, obedient to thy view, 
And worlds rejoice—which Newton never 
Then raiſe the ſong, the gen'ral anthem raiſe, 
And ſwell the concert of eternal praiſe ! 
IX A#ift ve orbs, that form this boundleſs whole, 
Which in the womb of ſpace unnumber'd roll; 
XX Ye planets, who compoſe our leſſer ſcheme, 
Asad bend, concertive, round the ſolar frame; 
Thou eye of nature! whoſe extenſive ray 
XX With endleſs charms adorns the face of day; 
Conſenting raiſe th'harmonious joyful found, _ 
And bear his praiſes thro? the vaſt profound: 
lis praiſe, ye vinds that fan the cheerful air, 
2 Swift as they pals along your pinions bear! 
His praiſe let ocean thro? her realms diſplay, 
Far as her circling billows can convey! 
His praiſe ve miſty vapours wide diffaſe, 
lu rains deſcending, or in milder dews ; 
is praiſes whiſper, ye majeſtic trees, 
As yoar tops ruſtle to the gentle breeze! 
His praiſe around, ye flow'ry tribes, exhale, 
Far as your ſweets embalm the ſpicy gale! 
His praiſe, ye dimpled ſtreams, to earth reveal, 
As pleas'd ye murmur thro” the flow'ry vale: 
is praiſe, ye feather'd choirs diſtinguiſn'd fin 
As to your notes the vocal foreſts ring! _ 
is praiſe proclaim, ye monſters of the deep, 
Who in the vaſt abyſs your revels keep! 
Or ye fair natives of our carthly ſcene, 
Who range the w 
green! 


be univerſal hymn of worſhip hear ! 
But a. dent ia the ſacred chorus juin, 
Thy ſoul tranſported with the taſk divine! 
Mile by his works th'Almighty is confeſs'd, 
Supremely glorious, and ſupremely bleſs'd! 
Great Lord of Life ! from whom this humble 
| frame | 5 
Derives the pow'r to ſing thy holy name, 
Forgives the lowly Muſe, whoſe artlels lay 
Has dar'd thy ſacred Attributes ſurvey ! 
Delighted oft thro? Nature's beauteous field, 
Has the ador'd thy Wiſdom bright reveal'd ; 
Oft have her wiſhes aim'd the ſecret long, 
But awful rev'rence ſtill with-held her tongue: 
Vet as thy bounty lent the reas' ning beam, 
As feels my conſcious breaſt the vital flame, 
So, bleſt Creator, let thy ſervant pay 
His mite of gratitude this feeble way, 
Thy Goodnets own, thy Providence adore, 


SACRED AN 


Ip 


knew. 


Nor ſports her gail 


„ That 


2 | 


ids, or haunt the paſture | 


Nor thou, vain lord of carth, with carcleſs ear, | 


D MORAL. 
$ 64. Ode to Wiſdom, Miſs CARTER. 
H E ſolitary bird of night 5 
Thro' the pale ſhades now wings his fli ght, 
And quits the time-ſhook tow'r, 260 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day 
In philoſophic gloom he lay, 
Beneath his ivy bow'r. | 7 
With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 
Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And ſighing gales repeat: 


$3 


1 of Pallas I attend, 


nd, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wiſdom's awful feat 


She loves the cool, the filent eve, 


Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive, 


Beneath the lunar ray : : 

Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 

v-colour'd. dyes, 

As in the glare of dax. 

O Pallas! queen of ev'ry art, | TER 
glads the ſenſe, or mends the heart,” 

Bleſt tource of purer joys; Ln He 

In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 


That captivates the mental fight 


With pleaſure and ſurpriſe; 


To thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow, 
Aſſiſt thy modeſt ſappliant's vow, 


That breathes no wild deſires: 


| But, taught by thy unerring rules, 


To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſn of fools, - 


Jo nobler views afpir:3. 


Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 

Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, TY 
Be objects of my pray'r: 

Let av'rice, vanity, and pride, 

Theſe g\1nt'riag envy d toys, divide 

The dull rewards of care, 


| To me thy better gifts impart, | 


Each moral beauty of the heart, 

Ps ſtudious thought renn'd : 

For wealth, the ſiniles of glad conten 

For pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt extent, 
An empire o'er my mind. _ 


ts 


When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When Pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
And wither in the romb, 


| Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 


Thy ever-verdant laurels riſe 
in undecaying bloom. 
By thee protected, I defy 5 
The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid lie 
Of ignorance and fpite ; . 
Alike contema the leaden fool, 
And al! the pointed ridicule 
Of undiſcerning wit. 


From envy, hurry, noiſe, aud ſtrife, 

The dull 1mpertinence of life, ; 
In thy retreat I reſt; 

Purſue thee to thy veaceful groves, 

Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 


And yield thee onl) —What was thine before. 


In all thy graces dreſt. 
E 3 
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Convey the philoſophic theme 


In awful ſilence ſtood. 5 
 Reclaim'd, her wild licentious vouth 
Confeſt the potent voice of truth, 
Aud felt it's juſt controul: ?; 
The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 
And virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 


Thy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free unbiaſsd tongue, 


To Thee, ſupreme, all- perfect mind, 


The miſts of error to controul ! 5 
And thro' it's gloom direct my foul 


Is vanity and woe, 


He bid Ilyifus' tuneful ftream 


Of perfect, fair, and guod: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around 


O'er all their ſenſes ſtole. 


The hero's gen'rous ftrife : 


Thine are retirement's ſilent joys, 
And all the ſweet endearing ties 


Of ſtill domeſtic life. . 
No more to fabled names confin'd, 


My thoughts direct their flight: 
Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 
From thee deriv'd, unchanging ſource 
Of intellectual light! N 
O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray 
To regulate my doubtful way, 
Thro' life's perplexing road; 


To happineſs and good! 


Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
The viſionary ſhadows ly _—- 
Of foily's painted ſhow; _ 
She ſees, thro” ev'ry fair difguiſe, 
That all, but Virtue's ſolid joys, 


S 
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4 THE midnight clock has toll'd; and hark ! 


E found? 


Of death beats flow! Heard ye the note pro- 
It pauſes now; and now, with riſing knell, 
Flings to the hollow galc its ſullen found. ls 


Yes; Coventry is dead. Attend the ſtrain, 
Daughters of Albion! ye that, light as air, 
So oft have tripp'd in her fantaſtic train, 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair : 


For the was fair beyond von brighteſt bloom 


(This envy owns, ſince now her bloom is fled) ; 
Fair as the forms that, wove in fancy's loom, 
Float in light viſion round the poet's head. 


W henc'er with ſoft ſerenity ſhe ſinil'd, 


Or caught the orient bluſh of quick ſurprize, 


How ſweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 


The liquid luſtre darted from her eyes ! 


Each look, each motion, wak*d a new-born grace, 


That o'er her form its tranſient glory caſt : 
Some lovelier wonder ſoon uſurp'd the place, 
Chac'd by a charm ſtill lovelier than the laſt. 


1 
| 


96s. Elegy on the Death of Lady Coventry. | 


© ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


4 Maria claims it from that fable bier, 


: | Hear it, ye young, ye vain 
1 Tis Nature foals, and 


| Yes; ye ſhall hear, and tremble as you hear, 


The breeze of bliſs that fills your filken fail : 


| Book 1. 


| That bell again! I: tells us what ſhe is ; 


On what ſhe was, no more the ſtrain prolong : 


| Luxuriant fancy, pauſe ! an hour like this 


Demands the tribute of a ſerious ſong. | 
head; 
Where cold and wan the flumb' rer reſts her 


| In ſtill ſmall whiſpers to reflection's ear 


She breathes the ſolemn dictates of the dead. 


O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud! 


e great, ye proud! 
ature wil be heard. 


While, high with health, your hearts exulting 


Een in the midſt of pleafure's mad career, [leap; 


The mental monitor ſhall wake and weep! 5 


For ſay, than Coventry's propitious ſtar, 


What brighter planet on your births aroſe ? 


I Or gave of fortune's gifts an ampler ſhare, 


In life to laviſh, or by death to loſe ? 


; Early to loſe ! While borne on buſy wing, 


Ye fip the nectar of each varying bloom; 


| | Nor fear, while baſking in the beams of ſpring, 
1 


The wint'ry ſtorm that ſweeps you to the tomb; 
Think of her fate! revere the heav'nly hand 
That led her hence, tho' ſoon, by ſteps fo flow: 


| Long at her couch Death took his patient ſtand, 


And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow : 


To give refleftion time, with lenient art, 
Each fond deluſion from her ſoul to ſteal ; 


Teach her from folly peaceably to part, 


And wean her from a world ſhe lov'd fo well. 


4 Say, are ye ſure his mercy ſhall extend 


o you ſo long a ſpan ? Alas, yefigh! [friend, 
Make then, while yet ye may, your God your 
And learn wifh equal eaſc to ſleep or die „ 
Nor think the Muſe, whoſe ſober voice ye hear, 
Contracts with bigot frown her ſullen brow; 


| Cafts roundreligion's orb the miſts of fear, [glow. 
Or ſhades with horrors what with ſmiles ſhould _ 


No; ſhe wonld warm you with ſeraphic fire, 
Heirs as ye are of heav'n's eternal day; 
Would bid you boldly to that heav'n aſpire, 
Not fiak and ſlumber in your cells of clay. 


| Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 


In yon etherial founts of bliſs to lave : _ 
For then, ſecure in faith's protecting ſhield, _ 


| Ihe ſting from death, the vict'ry from the grave! 


Is this the bigot's rant? Away, ye vain, [ſteep: 

_ Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulneis 

Go ſoothe your fouls, in ſickneſs, grief, or pain, 
With the ſad ſolace of Fu ſleep ! 


Vet will I praiſe you, triflers as ye are, {creeds 
av'rite 
| Who proudly ſwell the brazen throat of war, 


More than thoſe preachers of your 


Who form the phalanx, bid the battle bleed, 


Nor wiſh for more; who conquer but who die. 
Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale! 
Like you they reaſon, not like you enjoy | 


On 
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Ambition, ceaſe ! the le conteſt end: 
Tis but a kingdom thou canſt win or loſe. 


And _ muſt murder'd myriads loſe their all 5 
e 


Nor ſhall the pile of hope his mercy rear'd, 


A lay like this thy early virtues claim, 


On pleaſureꝰs glitt ring ſtream ye gaily geer 
Your little courſe to cold oblivion's ſhore ; 


They dare the ſtorm, and thro? th'inclement year 
|  Stemtheroughſurge,and brave the torrent'sroar. | 


© Is it for glory? That juſt Fate denics : 


Long muſt the warrior moulder in his ſhroud, 


Ere from her trump the heav*n-breath'd accents 
Thatlift the hero from the fighting crowd! [ riſeg 
Is it his graſp of empire to extend ? | Loren 


To curb the fury of inſulting foes ? 


(If life be all); why deſolation louwr 
Vith famiſh'd frown on this aftrighted ball, 
That thou may'k flame the meteor of an hour? 


_ Go, wiſer ye, that flutter life away 


Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high 
Weave the light dance, with feſtive freedom gay, 


And live your moment, fince the next ye die! * 
Z Yet know, vain ſceptics ! know th* Almighty 


Mind, 


Who breath'd on man a portion of his Sire, : 5 3 Rb 
| Born with too gen'rous, or too mean a heart, 


Bade his free foul, by earth nor time confin'd, 
To heav'n, to immortality aſpire. | 


By vain philoſophy be ere deſtroy'd: 
„by all or wiſh'd or fear'd, 


Eternit | 
Pi Shall be by all or ſuffer'd or enjoy'd! 


$ 66. Elegy to a young Nobleman leaving the 


__ _ Univerſity. MasoN. 


- EN yet, ingenuous youth, the ſteps retire [ vale, 


From Cam's ſmooth margin, and the peaceful 


Where ſcience call'd thee to her ſtudious quire, 


And met thee muſing in her cloiſters pale ; 


Breathe from his artleſs reed one parting lay: 

And this ler voluntary friendſhip pay. 5 

Yet know, the time arrives, the dany'rous time, 
When all thoſe virtues, op'ning now ſo fair, 


Tranſplanted to the world's tempeſtuous clime, 


Muſt own each paſhon's boiſt'rous breath to 
| _ £ . | 


There, if ambition, peſtilent and pale, 
Or luxucy ſhould taint their vernal glow; 


Should blaſt th'unfolding bloſſoms ere they 


If mimic hues, by art or faſhion ſpread, 


Their genuine fimple colouring ſhould ſupply; 
O may with them theſe laureate honours fade, 

And with them (if it can) my friendſhip dic 
Then do not blame, if, tho thyſelf inſpire, 

Cautious I ſtrike the panegyric ſtring ; 


1 The muſe full oft purſues a meteor fire, 


nd, vainly ven'trous, ſoars on waxen wing: 


Too actively awake at friendſhip's voice, 


he poet's boſom pours the fervid ſtrain, 


Till fad reflection blames the haſty choice, 


And oft inyokes oblivion's aid in vain. 


o 


SACRED AND MORAL 
| | Call we the ſhade of Pope from that bleſs'd bow'r, 


DO let thy friend (and may he boaſt the name!) | 


If cold ſelf-intereſt, with her chilling gale, ( blow; 
He to the ampleſt bounds of time's domain 
| On rapture's plume ſhall give thy name tofly ; 
For truſt, with rev'rence truſt, this Sabine ſtrain, 


$5 
Where thron'd he fits with many a tuneful ſage ; 
Aſk if he ne'er bemoans that hapleis hour 
When St. John's name illumin'd glory's 
Aſk, if the wretch, who dar'd his mem'ry ſtain; 
Aſk, if his country's, his religion's foe, 


Defſerv'd the meed that Marlbro' fail'd to gain 


The deathleſs meed he only could beſtow : 


| | The bard will tell thee, the miſguided praiſe 


Clouds the celeſtial ſunſhine of his breaſt ; 


Een now, repentant of his errine lays, 


He heaves a ſigh amid the realms of reſt. 
If Pope thro? friendſhip fail'd, indignant view, 

Yet pity Dryden—hark, whenc'er he fings, 
How adulation drops her courtly dew _ 

On titled rymers and inglorious kings! 


See, from the depths of his exhauſtleſs mine, 0 


His glitt'ring ſtores the tuneful ſpendthrift 
throws: e 


Where fear or int'refi bids, behold they ſhine; 


Now grace a Cromwell's, now a Charles's 
brows. GLO Derg ris 5 


Dryden] in vain to thee thoſe ſtores wert lent: 


Thy ſweeteſt numbers but a trifling art; 
| Thy ſtrongeſt diftion idly eloquent. 


The ſimpleſt lyre, if truth directs its lays, 


Warbles a melody ne'er heard from thine : 


Not to diſguſt with falſe or venal praiſe 


Was Parnell's modett fame, and may be mine. 


Go then, my friend, nor let thy candid breaſt 
Condemn me, if I check the plauſive ſtring: 


Go to the wayward world; complete the reſt; 
Be what the pureſt muſe would with to ſing. 


Be ftill thyſelf; that open path of truth, 
Which led thee here, let manhood firm purſuc; 


Retain the ſweet ſimplicity of youth, 


And all thy virtue dictates dare to do. 


Y Still ſcorn, with conſcious pride, the maſk of ms: 


On vice's front let fearful caution lowr, 


| And teach the diffident diſcreeter part [ pow] rr. 
Of knaves that plot, and fools that fawn for 
So, round thy brow when age's honours ſpread, 
| Whendeath's cold hand unſtrings thy Maſon's = 
When the green turf lies lightly on his head, [lyre, 


Thy worth ſhall ſome ſuperior bard iuſpire: 


The Muſe forbids the virtuous man to die.“ 


— 


$ 67. The Choice of Hercules: from the Greek of 
| Prodicus. Bp. LowTY. © 
)W had the ſon of Jove, mature, attain'd 


The joyful prime; when youth, elate and gay, 
Steps into life, and follows unreftrain'd 


Where paſſion leads, or prudence points th 
Way. „„ 
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Pleaſure, corre 
Majeſtically ſweet, and amiably ſevere. 


The other dame ſeem'd ev'n of fairer hue; 
But bold her mien, unguarded rov'd her eye, | 
And her fluſh'd cheeks confets'd at nearer view 
| By this, arriv'd the bir majeſtic maid : 


56 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
In the pure mind, at thoſe ambiguous years, 


Or vice, rank week, frſt ſtrikes her pois'nous | 
Or Rom, x virtue's op'ning bud appears 


[ root ; 

By juſt degrees: fair bloom of faireſt fruit! 
For, 1 if on youth's untainted thought impreſt, 
The gen 'rous purpoſe {till etl warm the _ 
, moe, 


| As on a day, reflecting on his age 


For higheſt deeds now ripe, Alcides 6 


Retirement, nurſe of contemplation ſage, 


Step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding 
r : 


Muſing, with ſteady pace the youth purſu'd 


His walk, and, loſt in meditation, firay'd 
Far in a lonely vale, with folitude 
Couverſing ; while intent his mind ſury -ev'd 


The dubious path of life: before him lay [way. 
Here virtue's tough aſcent, there pleaſure's flow 7 . 


Much did the view divide his warring mind : 
Now glow'd his hreaſt with gen'rous thirſt # 


Now love of cafe to ſofter thought s inclinꝰ d[ fame; 1 


His yielding foul, and quench'd the riſingſiame: 
When, lo! far off two female forms he "ſpies; 
Direct to him their ſteps they ſeem to bear; 


Both lar ge and tall, excceding human ſize; 


Both, far exceeding human beauty, fair. 


The firſt in native dignity ſurpaſs'd ; 


Artleſs and unadorn'd the pleas'd the more; 


Health o'er her looks a genuine luſtre caſt; 


A veſt more white than new-fall'n ſnow ſhe 
Auguſt ſhe trod, yet modeſt was her air, { wore : 
Serene her eye, yet darting heav'ply fire. 


Still the drew near; ; and nearer I more MY 


More mild, appear'd: yet ſuch as might inſpire 
ed w. ih an awful fear; 


The borrow'd bluſhes of aa artful dye. 
All ſoct and delicate, with airy ſwim, | 
Lightly ſhe danc'd along ; her robe betray'd 


 Thro' the clear texture every tender limb, 


Hcight' ning the charms it only ſeem'd to ſhade: 


And as it fow'd adown, fo looſe and thin, Kin. 
Her ſtaturę ſhew'd more tall, more ſnowy white her 


Oft with a ſmile the view'd herſclf aſkance ; 
Ev'n on her thade a conſcious lqok the threw : 
Then all around her caſt a — Ack 
To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew: 
As they came near, 1 that other maid 
Ayproaching decent, eagerly ſhe preſs'd 
wn haſty ſtep; nor of repulſ afraid, [ dreſs'd ; 
Vith freedom bland the w ond'ring 1 vouth ad- 
Wich winning fondnefs on his neck the hung; 
Sweet as the honey-dew flow'd her enchauting 
tongue 


&« Dear Hercules, whence this unkind delay ? 
Dear youth, w hat doubts can thus diftra & thy 
Securely follow where I lead the way, ming! 


And range thro' wilds of pic: ature uncoplin! d. 


Book I. 
With me retire from nviſe, and pain, and care, 
Embath'd in bliſs, and wrapt in endleſs caſe: 
Rough is the road to fame, thro' blood and war; 
Smooth is my way, and all my paths are peace. 
With me retire, from toils and perils free; 


Leave honour to the wretch.! pleaſures w were _ - 
for thee. 


| Then will I grant thee all thy foul 8 ev; ; 


All _ may charm thine car, and ants my 
ſighit; bog 
All that the thou ght can frame, or wiſh require, | 
To ſteep thy raviſh'd ſenſes in delight: 5 
The ſumptuous feaſt, enhanc'd with muſic's 
TFitteſt to tune the melting foul to love, [ ſound, 


Rich odours, breathing choiceſt fiveets around 3 
The fragrant bow?r, coo! fountain, ſhady grove ; 


| Freſh flow'rs to ſtrew cy couch, and crown thy 


head : [thy bed. 
Joy ſhall attend thy ſeps, and eaſe ſhall ſmooth 


Theſe will I freely, conſtantly ſupply, 
Pleaſures, not earn'd with toil, nor mix'd with 
Far from thy reſt repining want thall fly, (woe; 
Nor labour bathe in ſweat thy careful brow, 
Mature the copious harveſt ſhall be thine, 
Let the laborious hind ſubdue the toil ; 


Leave the raſh ſoldier ſpoils of war to win, 
| Graceful, yet each w irhdif”rent grace they move; 
This ſtriking ſacred awe; that, ſotter winning love. 


Won by tlie ſoldier thou ſhalt ſhare the ſpoil: 


| Theſe ſofter cares my beſt allies employ, 
Neu pleaſures . 


invent, to with, and to enjoy.” 


| Her winning voice the youth attentive caught: 


He gaz'd impatient on the ſmiling maid; 


| Still gaz'd, and liſten'd; then her name beſourht : : 


My nume, fair youth, is Happineſs,” ſhe ſaid : 


| + Well can my friends this envied truth maintain; 


They _ my blifs, they beſt can ſpeak my 
raiſe 
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| Tho? Slander call me Sloth (detradtion vain!) 


Heed not what Slander, vain detracter, ſays ; 


4 Slander, ſtill prompt true merit to defame, 


To blot the 3 worth, and blaſt the fare | 
name. 5 


(She all the while, with the ſame modeſt pace, 
Compos'd advanc'd)“ Know, Hercules,” the ſaid, 
With manly tone,“ thy birth of heav'nly race, 


Thy tender age that lov'd inſtruction's voice, 


Promis'd thee generous, patient, 1 5 
When manhood ſhould confirm th my glorious 
Now expectation waits to ſee thee riſe. ¶ choice; 


| Riſe, youth ! exalt thyſelf, and me; approve 
Thy high deſcent from heaven,—and dare be 


worthy Jove. 


But what truth prompts, my tongue ſhall not 


diſguiſe: 
The ſtecp alcent muſt be with toil ſubdu'd ; 
Watching and cares muſt win the lofty prize 
Propos'd by Heav'n ; true blits and real good. 
Honour rew ards the brave and bold alone; 
She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe : 


| Danger and toll ſtand ſtern before her throne, 


i guard({oJovecommands)the facred place: 

cho ſeeks her muſt the mighty coft ſuſtain, 

And pay the price of fame—iabour, and care, and 
| 18 11. 7 MW'ouldſt 


Book I. 
Wouldſt thou engape the gods peculiar care? 
O Hercules, th'immortal pow'rs adore ! 
With a pure heart, with ſacrifice, and pray'r 
Attend their altars, and their aid implore. 


Or, wouldſt thou gain thy country's loud a pplauſe, 


Lov'd as her father, as ner god ador'd ? 
Be thou the bold aſſerter of her cauſe; 


Her voice in council, in the fight her ſword : 


In peace, in war, purſue thy country's good; 
For her bare thy bold breaſt, and pour thy gene- 


Wouldſt thou, toquell che proudand lift th oppreſt, 
In arts of war and matchleſs ſtrength excel? 


Firſt conquer thou chylelf: to eaſe, to reſt, 


The night alternate, due to ſweet repoſe, 


In watches waſte ; in painful march, the day: 


Congeal'd amidſt the _— winter's ſnows, 

© Scorch'd by the ſummer's thirſt- inflaming ray. 
Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt ſuperior might: 
Vigour ſhall brace thinearm,refifilets in the fight,” 
« Hear'ſt thou what monſters then thou muſt en- 
„ 53553 
What dangers, gentle youth, ſhe bids thee 
( Abrupt, ſays Sloth) * ill fit thy tender age 
Tumult and wars; fit age for joy and love. 
Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love and jo 
To theſe I lead: no monſters here ſhal 


I lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way: 
Short is my way, fair, caſy, ſmooth, and plain : 

Turn, gentle youth—with me eternal picaſures 
r 


« What pleaſures, vain miſtaken wretch, are thine? 
(virtue with ſcorn replicd) ho ſleep'ſt in eaſe | 


nſenſate; whoſe ſoft limbs the toil decline 


That ſeaſons bliſs, and makes enjoyment pleaſe : | 


Draining the copious bowl ere thirſt require : 
_ Feaſting ere hunger to the feaſt invite; 
Whoſe taſteleſs joys anticipate defire, 
Whom luxury ſupplics with appetite : | 
Yet nature loaths, and you employ in vain 
Variety and art to conquer her diſdain. 


The ſparkling nectar, cool'd with ſummer ſnows, 


The dainty board with choiceſt viands ſpread, | 


To thee are taſteleſs all! fincere repoſe 
Flies from thy flow'ry couch and downy bed. 
For thou art only tir'd with indolence ; 
Nor is thy ſleep with toil and labour bought, 
Th'imperfect ſleep, that lulls thy languid ſenſe 
In dull oblivious interval of thought; 
That kindly ftealsth'ina&tive hours awayſ the day. 
From the long ling'ring ſpace, that lengthens out 
From bounteous nature's unexhauſted ſtores 
Flows the pure fountain of ſincere delights : 
Averſe to hear, vou waſte the joyleſs hours; 
 _ Sleepdrowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 
Immortal tho' thou art, indignant Jove [ place, 
Hurl'd thee from hcav'n, th'immortal's bliſsful 
For ever baniſh'd from the realms above, 
To dwell on earth with man's degenerate race: 
iner abode! on earth alike diſgrac'd; 
Rejected by the wiſe, and by the fool embrac'd. 
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| Fond wretch, that vainl 


| | Young yet enervate, old yet never wiſe, 
To each ſoft thought of pleaſure, bid farewell. | 


avcencſt all deli . 
— 4 for thee * "RR 


To gratify the ſenic, 


Ver the moſt pleaſing: object to the ght, 


TDhinc own fair action, never didſt thou ſee. 
Tho? lulPd with ſofteſt ſounds thou lieſt along, 
Soft muſic, warbling voices, melting lays; C ſong 
Ne'er didit thou hear, more ſweet than ſweeteſt = 
 Charmingtheſoul,thoune'erdidft hear thypraiſe! 
No—to thy revels let the fool repairz, 
To ſuch go ſmooth thy ſpeech ; and ſpread thy 
„„ o ĩ a 
Vaſt happineſs enjoy thy gay allies! 
A youth of tollies, an old age of cares; 


Vice waſtes their vigour, and their minds impairs, 
Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtlels caſe, . 
Reſerving woes for age, their prime they ſpend; 
All wretched, hopeleſs, in the evil days,, 

With ſorrow to the verge of life they tend. 
Griey'd with the preſent, of the paſt aſham'd, 
They live and are deſpis'd ; they die, nor more 
5 are named. %%% ͤ ¾ 8 
But with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell ; 

Me, his ſupreme delight, th' Almighty Sire 
Regards well pleas'd : whatever works excel, 
All, or divine, or human, I inſpire. . 


y 
— 


y ! | Counſel with ſtrength, and induſtry with art, 
ſtay | 


Thine eaſy courſe; no cares thy peace annoy: M 


In union meet conjoin'd, with me'reſide: 
dictates arm, inſtruct, and mend the heart; 
he ſureſt policy, the wiſeſt guide. [bind 
With me true friendſhip dwells: ſhe deigns to 
Thoſe generous ſouls alone, whom I before have 
join'd. | 8 „ 
Nor need my friends the various coſtly feaſt; 
Hunger to them th'effects of art ſupplies; 
| Labour prepares their weary limbs to reſt; ſriſc, 
Sweet is their ſleep; light, cheerful, ſtrong, they 
| Thro'health,thro? joy, thro” pleaſure, and renown, 
They tread my paths; and by a ſoft deſcent, 


At length to age all gently ſinking down, 


Look back with tranſport on a life well ſpent ; i 


In which no hour flew unimproy'd away; [day. 


In which ſome generous deed diſtinguith'd ev'ry 
And when, the deſtin'd term at length complete, 
Their aſhes reſt in peace, eternal fame — 
Sounds wide their praiſe : triumphant over fate, 
In ſacred ſong for ever lives their name. 
This, Hercules, is happweſs ! obe : 
My voice, and live: Let thy celeſtial birth 
Lift and enlarge thy thoughts: behold the way 
That leads ® fame, and raiſes thee from earth 
Immortal! Lo, I guide thy ſteps. Ariſe, [ſkies. 
Purſue the glorious path, 244 thy native 
Her words breathe fire celeſtial, and impart 
New vigour to his ſoul, that ſudden caught 
The generous flame: with great intent his heart 
Swells full, and labours with exalted thought. 
The miſt of error from his eyes diſpell'd, 
Thro' all her fraudful arts, in cleareſt light, 
Sloth in her native form he now beheld; 
Unveil'd ſhe ſtood confeſs'd before his ſight: 
Falſe Siren All her vauutcd charms, that ſhone 
| So freſh erewhile and fair, now wither'd, pale and 
gane. No 


4 — — ———ęV—-— 2 — 2 


| _ Unmor'd in toils, in dangers uadiſmay'd, 


PAR in a wild, unknown to public view, 


No more the roſy blog in fvcer diſguiſe 
Maſks her diſſembl'd looks; each borrow'd grace 
Leaves her wan cheek ; pale ſickneſs clouds her 


- Livid and ſunk, and paſſions dim her face. 


As when fair Iris has a while diſplay'd 
Her wat'ry arch, with gaudy painture gay, 


While yet we gaze the glorious colours fade, 
And from our wonder gently ſteal ys 4 
V here ſhone the beauteous phantom erſt ſo bright, 
Now lowrs. the low-hung cloud, all gloomy to 


the fight. _ 


Burt Virtue, more engaging, all the while 


Diſclos d now charms, more lovely,more ſerene, 
Beaming ſweet influence: a milder ſmile 
Soften'd the terrors of her lofty mien. 
«© Lead, goddefs, I am thine . tranſported cried 
Alcides; O propitious 'r, thy way 
Teach me! poſſeſs my foul e * 22 2 
From thee, O never, never let me ſtray!“ 


While ardent thus the youth his vows addreſs'd, 
Wich all the goddeſs fll'd, already glow'd his 


| —_—_ os 
The hcav'nly maid with ſtrength divine endu'd 
His daring foul; there all her pow'rs combin'd: 

Firm conſtancy, undaunted fortitude, | 

Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind. 


By many a hardy deed and bold emprize, 
From fierceft ers, thro' her pow'rful aid, 
Hie freed the earth ! thro? her he gain'd the ſkies. 


Tas virtuc plac'd him in the bleſt abode; 
Cro n' d witheternal youth, among the godsa god. 


8 $ 68. Ne Hermit. PARNELL. 


From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit = 3 


The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well: 
Remote from man, with God he pals'd his days, 
Prayer all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. | 


life fo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 


This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway : 
His hopes no more a certain ha, | 
And a the recur of his foul is laſt. | 
Se when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreft 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaſt, 


| Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 


And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow : 


But if a ftone the le ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide, 


And glimm'ring fragments of a broken ſun ; 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 
Toclearthis doubt, to know the world by fight, 


To find if books or ſwains report it right 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
W 


e feet came wand' ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 


Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 


——— — — — 


— — 
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The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; 


A youth came poſting o'er a crofling way ; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 


| And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair: 
Then near approaching, Father, hail !”hecry'd; 


And © hail, my ſon!” the rev'rend fire reply d; 


Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer * 


„ 5 | | 
And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 
While in their age * differ, join in heart. 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 5 


Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 


Now ſunk the ſun; the cloſing hour of day 
Came onward, mantl'd o'er with fober grey; 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe : 


When near the road a ſtately palace roſe. [paſs, 


There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they 


Whoſe verdurecrown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs. 


It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome 


Still made his houſe thewand'ring - 1. cha 


Yet ſtill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive caſe. 

The pair arrive: the livery'd ſervants wait; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 


| The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. 
Then, led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 
At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day 


Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 

Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 


1 Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they ; 


go; | OE 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe : 
His cup was vaniſh'd ; for in ſecret guiſe 


As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 


Diforder'd ftops to ſhun the danger near, [fear ; 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with 
| So ſeem'd the fire, when far upon the road, 
The ſhining ſpoil his wiley partner ſhow'd. | 
He ſtopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling. 


cart, | | 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk, to part : 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 
While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds; 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
 Warn'd by the figns, the wand'ring pair retreat 
To ſeek for thelter at a neighb'ring ſeat: _ 
'T was built with turrets on a riſing ground, 
And firong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper tim'rous and ſevere, 


Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſart there. 


But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 


Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 


I The younger gueſt purloin'd the glittfring prize. 
Seem'd heav'n itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe— | J SF 5 + 


That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey; 
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| The ſtinted kindneſs of this 


Loft and confounded with the various ſhows. 
| Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky 3 


A frank an 


Warn dbya bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 


As near the miſer's doors they drew, | 
Fierce riſing with ſudden fury blew z 
The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow*'rs began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 


Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, | 


Driv'n by the wind and batter'd by the rain. 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt 


('Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt) : | 


Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's 1 through their limbs recals: 
Bread of the coareſt ſort, with meagre wine 
(Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace, | 
With ftill remark the pond'rous Hermit view'd, 
In one ſo rich, a life fo and rude ; 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon take place 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face, 
When from his veſt the young compan 
That cup the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
uriiſh ſoul. 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly; 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day : 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom 
_ wrought | 1 
With all the travel of uncertain thought; 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear: 
*T was there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here: 
Deteſting that, and pitying this, he goes, 


. 


Again the wand'rers want a place to lie; 

22 they ſearch, and find a lodging nig. 

The foil improv'd around, the manſon neat, 

And neither poorly low nor idly great; 

It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 

Content, and not for praiſe but virtue kind. 
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 

Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 

Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 

The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies : 
Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 

To Him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 

From Him 7 come, for Him accept it here, 

ſober, more than coſtly cheer.” 

He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 

Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; 

When the grave houſehold round his hall repair, 


At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe 
— ſtrong for toil, the dappl'd morn aroſe; N 
ore the pilgrims part, the younger crept 

ear the clos d cradle, where an infant ſlept, 


| — his neck: the landlord's little pride, 


de return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy d. 


ion bore | 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt | 
{ Celeſtial odours breathe through purpl'd air; 


Wide at his back their 


In this the right of Providence is laid; 
| Its ſacred majeſty through all depends _ 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends; 
| 'Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 


| Yet, taught by theſe, confeſs th'Almi j 
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Horror of horrors | what ! his only ſon; - 
How N Hermit when the fact was done? 
Not hell, tho? hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 
And 1 blue fire, could more aſſault his 
Confus d, and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed, 
He flies, but, trembling, fails to fly with ſpeed. 
His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads; a ſervant ſhow'd the way: 
A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find ; the ſervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 


| And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 


The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 
 Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 
Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the dead. 
Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
Deteſted wretch !—But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more. ſerenely ſweet ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his fect; 
is hair; 


And wings, whoſe colours. glitter d on the day, 
gradual plumes diſplay. 
The form ethereal burſts upon his ſigut, 


And moves in all the 3 of light. 


Tho!” loud at firſt the Pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to doz 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends, 
'But filence here the beauteous angel broke 
(The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke). 
Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : el 
Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 


And force an angel down to calm thy mind; 


For this commithon'd, I forſook the ſky ;—- 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel !—thy fellow-ſervant I. 
Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 
The Maker juſily claims that world he made, 


The Pow'r exerts his attributes on high, 

Your actions uſes, nor controuls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be till. | 
What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more 
5 ſurprize, . [eyes ? 

Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wo 2 | 
* 


And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. 
The great, vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 

Whoſe Fife was too luxurious to be good ; 

Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 

And forc'd his gueſts tomorning draughts of wine, 

Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 

And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 

The mean ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe-bolted door 


th 


Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wand' ring poor, 


And feels compaſſion touch his grateful foul, 


And, looſe from droſs, the ſilver runs below. 


Io all but thee in fits he ſeem'd to go; 
And 'twas my minittry to deal the blow. 


FE his night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail! 
Thus Heav'ninfirutts thy mind: this trial o'er, 


1 He, like the world, his ready viſit pays | 
Where Fortune ſmiles! the wretched he forſakes! 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 


And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. 


5 70. Addreſs to the Deity. YouNG. 
+#HOVU, who didſt put to flight 


Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; | 
O Tuo, whoſe word from ſolid darkneſs ſtruck 


Teach my beſt reaſon, reaſon; my beſt will 


wo - ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 


"Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head z; 
Jn the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 


Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 


But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 


The poor fond parent humbl'd in the duſt, 


But how had all his fortunes felt a wrack, 
Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back 


Depart in peace, reign, and ſin no more. 
On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew; 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the ſeraph flew. 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when, to mount on high, 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky : 55 
The fiery pomp aſcending, left the vie; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 

The bending hermit here a pray'r begun: 
Lord ! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be dong: 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
And paſs'd a life of piety and peace. 


| F 69. Sleep. YouNG. | 
TRD Nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Sleep; 


— — — 


1 Primæval Silence, when the morning ſtars, 


That ſpark, the ſun, ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul ; 
My foul which flies to Thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 
As mifers to their gold, while others reſt. 

Thro? this opaque of Nature and of Soul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it thro? various ſcenes of Life and Death; 
And from each ſcene the nobleſt truths inſpire. 
Nor lefs inſpire my Conduct than my Song; 


Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrear ; 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
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| PHE bell ſtrikes One. We take no note of Time 
But from its loſs. To give it then a tongue 


Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 


I feel the folemn ſound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours: flood. 
Where are they? With the years beyond the 
It is the ſignal Ki | 


But now the child half-wean'd his heart from How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 


(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, [ God; 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run 3 


at demands diſpatch: 


Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down —on what ? a fathomleſs abyſs; 
A dread eternity ! how ſurely mine! 

And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour! 


— 


| . . ; | &$ 72. Refleftinn on Man. YoUNG. 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. += $7 feet | 


pow poor, how rich, how abject, how auguſt, 
| How complicate, how wonderful is man! 
How paſſing wonder He who made him ſuch 


| Who centred in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes! 


From diffrent natures marvelouſly mixt, 
Connection exquilite of diſtant worlds: 
Diſtinguiſh'd link in being's endleſs chain 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 

A beam ethereal, ſully'd and abſorpt 


{| Tho? ſully'd and diſhonour'd, ſtill divine! 


Dim miniature of greatneſs abſolute! 
An heir of glory! a frail cluld of duſt ! 
Helpleſs immortal! inſect infinite 


A worm ! a god AI tremble at myſelf, 


And in myſelt am loſt ! at home a ſtranger, 


O what a miracle to man is man, 


What can preſerve my life! or what deſtroy ! 
An angel's arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 


| 2 . i $ 73. Life and Eternity. YoUuNG. 
4 THIS is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 


The twilight of our day, the veſtibule ; 
Life's theatre as yet is thut, and death, 
Strong death, alone can heave the maſſy bars 


| This groſs impediment of clay remove, 


And make us cmbryos of exiſtence free. 
From real life but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embryo, ſlumb'ring in his fire. 
Embryos we muſt be till we burſt the thell, 
Von ambient azure ſheil, and ſpring to life, 
The life of gods, O tranſport! and of man. 

Yet man, foo] man! here bur ies all his thoughts; 
Inters celeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 
Priſoner of carth, and peat beneath the moon, 


| Here pinions all his wies z. wing'd by Heav'n 


To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
Where ſeraphs gather iramo: ality, 

On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God. 
What golden joys unbroſial cluſtering glow, 


On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 


In His full bcam, and ripen for the jult, 
| Where 


Thought wanders up and down, ſurpriz'd, aghaft, 
| And wond'ring at her own : How reaſon reels ! 


Triumphantly diftreſs'd ! what joy, what dread ! 
| Alternately tranſported and alarm'd ; ES 


3 Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 8 


FACE moment has its ſickle, emulous 


' Implicit treaſon to divine decree | 


And, one day thou ſhalt pluck him from his {| phere. 


Book 1. 


Where momentary ages are no more] [expire! | 


Where time, and pain, and chance, and 
And is it in the flight of threeſcore years 
To puſh eternity from human thougnt, 
And fmother fouls immortal in the duit ? 
A ſoul immortal, fpending all her fires, 


Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
At aught this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
Reſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, _ 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fl. 


8 74. Time and Death. YOUNG. 


Of Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample 
„ | „ 
strikes empires from the root; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere _ 

Of ſweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. & 
Bliſs! ſublunary bliſs l- proud words and vain; 


A bold invaſion of the rights of Heavin! _ 
I claſp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart 
Death! great proprietor of all! *tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars. 
The ſun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; 


Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me? 
Infatiate archer! could not once ſuffice? ¶ lain; 
Thy ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was 
And thrice,ere thrice yon moon had fillꝰd herhorn. 
O Cynthia! why ſo pale > Doſt thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour? Grieve to ſee thy wheel 
Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human life? 
How: wanes my borrow'd bliſs! from fortune's 
Precarious courteſy ! not virtae's ſure, ¶ ſmile, 
Self-given, ſolar ray of ſound delight. 8 
In ev'ry vary'd poſture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy! 
Thought, buſy thought ( too buſy for my peace 
Throꝰ the dark poſtern of time long laps'd, | 
Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the night, | 
Led, like a murderer (and ſuch it proves!) 
Strays (wretched rover) o'er the plealing paſt; | 
In yu of wretchedneſs perverſely trays; 
And finds all deſart now; and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys ; a num'rous train 
I rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet Comfort's blaſted cluſters I lament : 
I tremble at the blethngs once ſo dear, 
And ey'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 
Yet, why complain? or why complain for one? 

Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 

he ſingle man? Are angels all befide ? 

mourn fer millions : *Tis the common lot ; 
In this ſhape, or in that has fate entail'd 
The mother's rhroes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than ſure hcirs of pain. 


SACRED AND MORI. 6. 


$ 75. Oppreſſion, Want, and Diſeaſe. YouNG. 
AR, Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine hroils, Oppretſion, with her heart 


: Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind, 


God's image diſinherited of day, 


Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made: 
| There, beings, deathleſs as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life, 


And plow the winter's wave, and reap deſpair, 
Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs 
Beg bitter bread thio? realms their valour ſav d: 


If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom, 
| Want, and incurable diſeaſe (fell pe ') 
On hopeleſs multitudes remorſele 


$ ſeize 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hoſpitals eje& their dead! 
4 numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there! 
What numbers, once in fortune's lap high fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of charity ! N 
To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain ! 

Ye filken ſons of pleaſure! fince in pain 


| You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, [duce 


T And breathe from your debauch: give, and re- 


Surfeit's dominion o' er you: but fo great 


| Your unpudence, you bluſh at what 1s right. 
Happy! did forrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 
| Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave ; 


Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance ; 

And puniſhment the guiltleſs; and alarm, 
Thro' thickeſt ſhades, purſues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 

And, his guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 


Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 


Our very wiſhes give us not our with. 

How diſtant oft the things we doat on moſt 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 

The ſmoothelt courle of nature has. its pains ! 
And trueſt friends, thro? error, wound our reſt, 
Without misfortune, what calamities! | 


| And what hoſtilities without a foe | 


Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth. 
But endleſs is the lift of human ills, - - + 


And Gghs might ſooner fail than cauſe to ſigh, 


$ 76. Death. YouNs.. 


| BEWARE, Lorenzo! a flow fudden death. 


How dreadful that deliberate futpriſe' 
Be wite to-day ; tis madneſs to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead; 
Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 


| Procraſtination is the thief of time; 


Year after year it fteals, till all are fled, 


And to the mercies of a moment leaves 


The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 
If not fo frequent, would not this be ftrange ? 
That tis fo frequeur, this is ſtranger fill. 


| Of man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 


The palm,“ That all men are about to live.“ 
For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They one day ſhall not drivel ; and their pr. Je 
On this revei ſion take up ready-praiſe; 


* 


Ar 


I e cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort ; 


O ubat a riddle of abſurdity ! 


"7 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


At leaſt, their own; their future ſelves applauds; 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 
Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's vails ; 
That lodg'd in fate's, to wiſdom they conſign; 


The thing they can't but purpoſe they poſtpone : | 


Tis not in folly not to ſcorn a fool; 
And ſcarce in human wiſdom to do more. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory manz 
And that thro' ev'ry ſtage : when young, indeed, 
In full content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 
 Unanxious for ourſelves, and only with, 
As duteous ſons, our fathers were more wiſe. 
At thirty, man fuſpects himfelf a fool; | 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
At fifty chides his infamous — 5 
Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thought _ 
Reſolves, and re-reſolves ; then dies the ſame. 
And why? Becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal but themſelves ; 
Themſelves; when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the ſudden 
""_ = | 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon cloſe; where paſt the ſhaft, no trace is found, 
As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature ſheds 
Oi er thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 


$ 97. Inconſiftency of Man. Y oUNG. 


AH! how unjuſt to nature and himſelf 
X Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, 


That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
Jo laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves. 
Art, brainleſs art! our furious charioteer | 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death; 
Death, moſt our dread ; death thus more dreadful 
| [made : 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Bleſt leiſure is our curſe; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groaw'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an houf. 
We cry for mercy to the next amuſement; 
The next amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience ! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Time it priſons ſet us free. ? 
Yet, when Death kindly tenders us relief, 
We call him cruel; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to years. The teleſcope is turn'd 
To man's falſe optics (from his folly falſe) : 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepid with his age ; 
Behold him when paſt by; what then is ſcen 


In leaves more durable than leaves —_— 
Writes our whole hiſtory ; which Death ſhall 


l 


But his broad pinions, ſwifter than the winds? 


* 


And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Rueful, aghaſt! cry out on his career 


We rave, we wreſtle, with Great Nature's plan ; 
We thwart the Deity ; and tis decreed, 


Who thwart his will ſhall contradi& their own. 


Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourſelves ; - 
Our —_— at enmity; our boſom broils; 
We puſh 

Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of life; [ſhun ; 


I Life we think long, and ſhort: Death ſeek, and 
Body and foul, like peeviſh man and wife, 
| United jar, and yet are loth to part. l 


— — — —— 


95 78. Vanity. VouxG. 


N Of. the dark days of vanity ! while here, 


How taſteleſs | and how terrible when gone! 


Gone ! they ne'er go; when paſt, th haunt us | 
The ſpirit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd ; [till 2 | 


And ſmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. + 
Nor death, nor life delight us. If time paſt 


And time poſſeſt both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, | 


Time us'd. The man who conſecrates his hours 
By vig'rous effort and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the ſting of life and death ; 


| He walks with Nature; and her paths are peace, 


570. Paternal Love. Youxs. 


| FATHERS alone a Father's heart can know ; 


What ſecret tides of ſtill enjoyment flow 


| When brothers love! but if their hate ſucceeds, 
| They wage the war; but tis the Father bleeds. 


$ 80. Conſcience. YOUNG. 


| | () TREACHROUS Conſtience ! while the | 


ſeems to ſleep | Ns. 
On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with ſyren ſong ; 


While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her change,todrop 


On headlong Appetite the ſlacken'd rein, 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, 
Unmark'd * &y 

The ly informer minutes ev'ry fault, 

And her dread diary with horror fills. 

Not the groſs act alone employs her pen; 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 5 
A watchful foe l the formidable ſpy, | 
Liſt'ning, o'erhears the whiſpers > our cam 
Our dawning purpoſes of heart explores, 
And ſteals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious uſurers conceal | 


pz 


Their doomſday- book from all conſuming heirs, - 


Thus, with indulgence moſt ſevere, the treats 
Us ſpendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 
Unnoted, notes each moment miſapply'd ; 
* braſs, 
In ev'ry pale delinquent's private ear; {read 
And judgment publith ; publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; and endleſs age in groans reſound. 


Ola 
# 


Book I. 


ime from us, and we with him back 


from behind her ſecret ſtand, 


Book I. | 
8681. Old Age. Lord. 
WHEN men once reach their Autumn, ſickly 
Fall off apace as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happineſs, | 
In the chill blaſts of winter they expire. — 
This is the common-lot. © 


8 82. Self-Love. LON. 
WHO venerate themſelves. the world deſpiſe. 
For what, gay friend! is this eſcutchion'd 
W | 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night? 
A night that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the 
Life's little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, ¶ ſhroud. 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude; We gaze around; 
We read their monuments ; we ſigh; and while 
We ſigh, we ſink, and are what we deplor'd; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! | 
s death at diſtance : no, he has been on thee ; 
And giv*n ſure earneſt of his final blow. (now? 
Thoſe hours that lately ſmil'd, where are they 
Pallid to — 2 and ghaſtly | drown'd, all 
___ drowun'd | W 

In that great deep, which nothing diſembogues 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee fmall renown. 
The reſt are on the wing: How fleet their flight 
Already has the fatal train took fire; 


A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; | 


The ſun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 


& 83. Communion zvith Paſt Hours. YOUNG. 
TIS greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
T And aſl them, what report they bore to 

FD „„ | neus. 
And how they might have borne more welcome 

Their anſwers form what men Experience call; 
If Wiſdom's friend, her beſt; if not, worſt foe. 

O reconcile them; Kind Experience cries, 

% There's nothing here but what as nothing 

weighs; Bi ; 


The more our | 
”Y 


l 


And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to deſpair. 
Nor only is it thus, but muſt be fo — 

Who knows not this tho” grey, is ſtill a child. 
Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond deſire, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore. 


8 84. Conſcience. YoUNG. 

(CCONSCI ENCE, what art thou? Thoutremen- 
| dous pow'r ! 
Who doſt iuhabit us without our leave; 

And art within ourſelves another ſelf; 

A maſter ſelf, that loves to domineer, 

And treat the monarch frankly as the ſlave. 
Eow doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds ? 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


From point to point, tho' ſeeming 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth, 


oy, the more we know it vain : | 


„ 

How, ever and anon, awake. the foul, 
As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors, 
In this long reſtleſs dream, which idiots hug; 


| Nay, wiſe men flatter with the name of life ? 


4A 


8985. Life. Youxs. 
—LIFE ſpeeds away 


g to ſtand ill, . 
Too ſubtile is the movement to be ſeen; 
Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger; Gnomons, time- 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet, 
Sothoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard. 1 
But ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, | 
So prone our hearts to whiſper that we wiſh, 
Tis latter with the wiſe than he's aware : 

A * Wilmington goes flower than the fun : 
And all mankind miſtake their time of day ; 
 Ev'n age itfelf. Freſh hopes are hourly Gon | 

In furrow'd brows. To gentle life's deſcent 
We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for the ſpring, 
And turn our bleſſings into bane. Since oft 
Man muſt compute that age he cannot feel, 
He ſcarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 
One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt, — 
The diſappointment of a promis'd hour, 


{I 86. Bs. Young. 
MUCH is talk'd of bliſs ; it is the art 
Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion. 
To give it a good name, that fools may envy : 
For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. 
How many lift the head, look gav, and ſmile, 
Againſt their conſciences? And this we know ; 
Yet, knowing, diſbelieve; and try again [tion ; 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with convic- 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey threeſcore is but a voucher, 
That thirty old is true. 5 


3 $ 87. Friend/lib. YoUuNG. 
KNOW“ T thou, Lorenzo! what a friend can 


| tains ? | 


As bees mixt neCtar draw from fragrant flow r3, | 


So men from Friendſhip, 


Wiſdom, and Delight; 
Twins ty'd 


nature, if they part, they dic. 


| Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach ? .[air; 


Goodſenſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhut up, wan 

And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 

Had thought been all, ſweet: ſpeech had been 
deny'd; fs [terion roo! 


c 


3 
v 


Speech, thought's canal! ſpeech, thoughr's cri- 


TOW 3 the mine, may come forth gold, ar 
rots ; | . 


When coin'd in words, we know its real worth. 


Make the paſt, preſent ; and the future, frown ? 


| 


Lord Wilmington, 


If ſterling, ſtore it for thy future uſe; | 4 _ 
. e - 


= 


64 
»Twill buy thee beneſit; perhaps, renown, 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt; 
Teaching we learn; and yiving, we retain 
The births of intelleCt ; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our inteliectua! fire; | 
Speech burniſhes our mental magazine; 
Brightens for ornament, and whets for uſe. 
What numbers, ſheath'd in erudition, lie 

| Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tombs, 
And ruſted in, who might have borne an edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly beain, if born to ſpeech ; 
If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's tongue 
 *Tis thought's exchange, which, like th'alter- 
| nate puſh 1 
Of wares conflicting, breaks the learned ſcum, 
And defecates the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 


83. Wiſdom, Friend/hip, Joy, and 
1 | by on” YoUuNG. 
WW 15DOM, tho” richer than Peruvian mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of happineſs ? 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
A melancholy fool without her bells. 
Friendſhip, the means of wifdom, richly gives 
The precious end which makes our wildom wile, 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 1 
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 
Jos is an import; joy is an exchange; 
Joy flies monopoliſts: it calls for two; 
Rich fruit! Heav'n planted ! never pluckt by 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf. 
Full on ourſelves, deſcending in a line, 
Pleaſure's bright beam is feeble in delight ; 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound; | 
 Reverberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. 
Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er the ſtoops 
To viſit earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſwect amends 
For ablent heav'n— the boſom of a friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, _ 
Each other's pillow to repoſe divine, 
Beware the counterfeit : In paffion's fame 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True love ſtrikes root in Reaſon, paſſion's foc: 
Virtue alone cntenders us for life 
1 wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 


One. 


1 


| 


Of Friendſhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 


Is Virtue kindling at aival fire, | 
And, emulouſly, -apidtth hep race. 
O the ſoft emnity! endearing ftrife ! 
This carries friendſhip to her noontide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity.  F[themes, 
From Friendſhip, which outlives my former 
Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and death! ſeed, 
From Friendſhip, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly 
The wiſe extract earth's moſt -Hyblean bliſs, 
Superior wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy. 
But for whom bloſſoms this Elvſian flower? 
Abroad they find, who cheriſh it at home. 
Lorenzo, pardon what my love extorts, 
An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Or faſcination of a high-born ſmile. 


Happineſs. | 


[A friend is worth all 


T 


Book I, 


None clings more obſtinate, than fancy fond 


That ſacred friendſhip is their eaſy prey; 


Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 
| [out 
Their ſuules, the Great and the Coquette throw 


| For others hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
Aud we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the bait. 
| Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye pow'rs of wealth! 


Can gold gain friendſhip ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. | 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo, pride reprets ; nor hope to find 

A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
All like the purchaſe ; few the price will pay; 


And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 


$ 89. Friendſhip. YOUNG. 
LIBERATE on all things with thy friend; 
But fince friends grow not thick on cv rx 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core, | bough, 
Firſt, on thy friend, delib'rate with thyfclf; _ 
Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the choſen ; fixing, fix; 


Judge before friendſhip, then confide till death. 


Well for thy friend; put nobler far for thee ; 
How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize! 


8 cordial warmth, ' L 
of a 


S8 90. Happineſs, YOUNG. | 
HRICE happy they who ſleep in humble life, 
Beneath the form ambition flows. *Tis meet 
This Great ſhould have the fame of happineſs, 
The conſolation of a little envy; 
'Tis all their pay for thoſe ſuperior care, 

Thoſe pangs of heart, their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 


8 5 1. Diſolution of a Virtuous Man. VoOoUNG. | 


| THE ch 


amber where the good man meets his 

fate, | 
Is privilez'd beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 

Fly, ye profane ! If not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleſſing, and adore the chance 

That threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe ; 

If unreſtor'd by this, deſpair your cure. 


For here, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells ; 


A death- bed's a dcteCter of the heart. 
Here tir'd ditſimulation drops her maſque, 
| Thro' life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene | 


Tho? choice of follies faſten on the Great, 


Here real and apparent are the ſame. ; 
You 


Book J. 


You ſee the man ; you ſce his hold on heav*n, 


On this ſide death, and points them out to men 

A lecture filent, but of ſov'reign pow'r ! 

To vice, confuſion ; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 

Virtue alone has majeſty in death; | 

And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns. 


* 


IST ne 
L OVE calls for love. 

= © 8 1 | 
Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of; 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life! 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which teen are felt: 
All theſe poſſeſt are nought, but as they are 
The proot, the ſubſtance of an inward paiſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 


$ 93. Pleaſures of Medit:?tion. YouxNG 
PROM Dreams, where thought in fancy's maze 

| runs mad, | | | 
To Reaſon, that heav'n-lighted lamp in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 

I keep my aſſignation with my woe. 

O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
Loſt to the noble allies of the ſoul ! | 
Who think it ſolitude to be alone. 

Communion ſweet l communion large and high! 
Our Reaſon, Guardian Angel, and our God ! 
Then neareſt theſe, when others molt remote; 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remote but theſe, 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 

A firanger ! unacknowledg'd ! unapprov'd ! 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy 
To win thy wiſh creation has no more: ¶ breaſt; 
Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a friend | 
But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the deſire. 


* 


80 8 94. Beauty. YoUuXG. 


BE AUTY alone is but of little worth; 
But v hen the ſoul and body of a piece, 

Both ſhine alike ; then they obtain a price, 

And are a fit reward for gallant actions. 


$95. Paſſions. YouNG. | 
WIEN Reaſon, like the ſkilful charioteer, 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 

And, ſpite of their licentious ſallies, keep 

The radiant track of glory ; paſſions, then, 

Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant Reaſon, 
irm in her ſeat and ſwift in her career, 

ak their violence; and, ſmiling, thanks 
heir formidable flame for high renown. 


e! 


ou 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


Ir ſound his virtue; as Philander's ſound. friends 
Heav'n waits not the laſt moment; owns her | 


Not all the pride of | 
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8 96. Picture of Narciſſa, Deſcription of her Fune- 
ral, and a Reflettion upon Man, YOUNG. 


QWEET harmoniſt ! and beautiful as ſweet ! 
And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young! 


| And gay as foft ! and innocent as gay 


And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note aad plume, 
Transfixt by fare (who loves a lofty mark) 


Hou from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 


And left it unharmonious ! All its charms 
Exting»ifh'd in the wonders of her foug! 
Her ſoug till vibrates in my rav iſh'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptu us Hain 
(O to forget her !) thrillin theo? my heart! 
Song, Beauty, Youth, ure, Virtue, Joy! 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe, [this group 
As vet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, | 
Kneel, and preſent it to the ſkies ; as all | 
We gueſs of heav'n, and theſe were ail her own 
And the was mine 3 and J was —vas / ee, 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery bleſt 
As bodies grow more pond'rous robb'd of life, 
Good loſt weighs more in grief than gaiu d in joy. 
Like bloſſom'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 
Lovelv in death the beautcovs ruin lay; £26 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier there; 
Far lovelier ' pity ſwells the tide of love. 


And will not the ſevere excuſe a figh ? 


Scorn the proud man that is aham'd to weep 
p D3 


Our tears 11dulg'd indeed deſerve our ſhame, 
| Ye that e'er loſt an angel] pity me. | 


Soon as the luſtre languiſht in her eve, 


Dawning a dimmer day on human fight j 


And on her check, the reſidence of (priag, 


Pale Omen fat, and ſcatter d fears around 


On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gare 
That once had ſeen?) With haſte, parental haſte, 
I flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the ſun ; the fun 
(As if the ſun could envy) checkt his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted ſuccour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 
Of lilies ; faireſt lilies not ſo fail! 

acen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives, 


In morn and ev'ning dew your beauties bathe, 


And drink the ſun, which gives your cheeks to 


And out- bluſh( mine excepted) cvery fair; [glow, 
|| You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 


Which often cropt your odours, incenſe mect 


To thought ſo pure! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
4 Coeval race with man! for man you {mile ; 


Why not ſmile at him too? You ſhare indeed 
His {udden paſs, but not his conſtant pain. 

So man is made nought miniſters delight 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage; 


And glowing paſſions bent on aught below, 


Muſt, ſoon or late, witi: anguiſh turn the ſcale z 
And anguiſh, after raproce, how levere ! 
Raprure! bold man! whotempts the wrath divine, 


| 


By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taſte, 
While here preſuming on the rights of Heav'n. 
— | | 5 Fer 
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6 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Boox 1, 
= Foo tranſport doſt thou call on ev'ry hour, | 

| Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence be wiſe; 
Lean not on earth; *twill pierce thee to the heart; And uncreated, but for love divine; 


A broken reed at beſt but, oft a ſpear : . And, but for love divine, this moment, loſt, 
On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. | By far? reſorb'd, and ſunk in endleſs night. 
Turn, hopelefs thoughts! turn from her: — | Man hard of heart to man! of horrid things 
Thought repell'd, 3 Moſt horrid ! Mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange! 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs; 
Snatch'd ere thy Prime ! and in thy bridal hour! Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, | 
| An 4 when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd! And contumelious his humanity . | 
And when high flavour'd thy freth op'ning joys! | What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, yeſtars ! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs com- And thou pale moon! turn paler at the ſound; 
„ | 5 Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill, 
And on a foreign ſhore, where ſtrangers wept! A previcus blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm; 
Strangers to thee ; and more ſurprizing ſtill, O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Strangers to kindneſo wept : Their eyes let fall Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue; | 
T:;human Tears; ſtrange tears! that trickled down Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour 3 


From marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs! And ſmoke betrays the wide - conſuming fire: 
A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere; Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
Tn ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd; | And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav d Is this the flight of fancy Would it were! 
Dat mourn'd the dead, and this deny'd a grave. | Heav'n's Sovereign faves all beings, but himſelf, 
Their ſighs incen,'d; ſighs foreign to the will ! That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 
Thie will the tyger Tuck'd, outrag'd the ftorm, | | 92 
For ch! the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal! | — 
While ſinful fleſh relem ted, ſpirit nurſt 
In blind infallibility's embrace, 


Far leſs than this is ſhocking in a race 
Moft wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love; 


— —— 


—— 


8 $ 97. Jealouſy. YouXxG. 


The ſainted {pirit petrify'd the breaſt: II is Jealouſy's peculiar nature 
Deny'd the charity of duſt to ſpread To ſwell ſmall things to great; * out of nought 
| O'er duſt ! a charity their dogs enjoy. To conjure much; and then to loſe its reaſon 
| What could Ido? What ſuccour? Whatreſource? | Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 
«4 _ With pious ſacrilege, a grave I ſtole; & | | = PE 
| | With impious piety, that grave I wrong'd; _ | LE | 
Short dg duty; 2 in a pat = 1 $98. Paſſions, Youxs. | 
More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, NE 5 238 
WIE fort — and mae deep, 1 WHILE pain gow, the heart, like heated 
| In midnight darkneſs, whiſper'd my laſt figh. | r . 
1 1 whiſper'd what ſhould echo Pater Fer . Takes each impreſſion, and is work Uutpleature, 
br | Nor writ her name whoſe tomb ſhould pierce | — 
| | SY the ſkies. | | 1 
| | Preſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, }] $ 99. Dying Friends. YOUNG. | 
1 While nature's loudeſt diftates I obey'd ? CER dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
1 Pardon neceflity, bleſt ſhade ! Of grief "I To damp our brainleſs ardours, aud abate _ 
| And indignation rival burſts I pour'd ; | That glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe. 
| Half exeeration mingled with my pray'r ; Our dying friends are pioneers, to f(mooth 
28 Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd; | Our rugged paſs to death ; to break thoſe bars 
78 Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duſt; | Of terror and abhorrence nature throws 
Ei | Stampt the curſt ſoil ; and with humanity | Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus to make 
1 | (Deny'd Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave, | Welcome, as ſafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. | 
= it SGlous my reſentment into guilt? What guilt | Each friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
81 Can equal violations of the dead? _ Pluckt from the wing of human vanity, 
bi | | The dead how ſacred! Sacred is the duſt | Which makes us ſtoop from our aerial heights, | 
bt 11 Oft this heav*n-labuur'd form, erect, divine; And, dampt with omen of our own diſcaſe, 
i fl This heav'n- aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth 1 drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 
1 He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe | Juſt kim earth's ſurface, ere we break it up, 
E444 With azure bright, and cloath'd the ſun in gold. | O'er putrid earth to ſcratch a little duſt, 
[ When ev'ry pafſion ſleeps that can offend; And fave the world a nuiſance. - Smitten friends 
| When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; Are angels ſent on errands full of love; 


When man can reak his rancour uncontroul'dl, For us they languiſh, and for us they die: 

That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill- will; And ſnall they — ſhall they die in vain ? 

Then, ſpleca to duſt? the duſt of innocence; | Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their how ring ſhades, 

An angel's duſt ?!— This Lucifer tranſcends ;, Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 

| | Whea he contended for the patriarch's bones, | Shall we diſdain their ſilent ſoft addreſs ; 

| »Tuas not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray'r ? 

| 1 The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. Senſeleſs as herds that graze the hallow'd gra ves, 
| Tread 


"= 


1 — 8 oo * — — 


BoOR I. 7 


Tread under- foot their agonies and groans; 
Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths? 
Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge; 
Give it its wholeſome empire ! let it reign, 
That kind chaſtiſer of thy foul in joy ! | 
Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 
And ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breaſt: 
Auſpicious Era! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death ſhall, like a god, inſpire. 


$ 100. Thanks to the Deity. Lo. 
BLEST be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed. 
The world's a ſtately bark on dang'rous ſeas, 
With pleaſure ſcen, but boarded at our peril ; 
Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 
J hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms, 
And meditate on ſcenes more filent ſtill; 
Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching bis reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chace I ſee; 
I ſce the circling hunt of noiſy men 
Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds o 
Purſuing, and purſu'd, each other's prey; 
As wolves for rapine; as the fox for wiles ; 


Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 


$101. Human Life, YouxG. 

| —AH ! what is human life? 
How like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade, 
Day after day ſlides from us unperceiv'd ! 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen : 
Yet ſoon the hour is up—aad we are gone, 


S 102. Map. YoUuXxG. 
NI know thyſelf. 


| M A 

there 55 
To none man ſeems ignoble but to man; 
Angels that grandeur, men o'erlook, admire: 
How long ſhall human nature be their book, 
Degen' rate mortal ! and unread by thee? 
The beam dim reaſon ſheds ſhews wonders there; 
What high contents! IIluſtrious facultics ! 
| But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 
Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, 
By Heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the croſs. 

Who looks on that, and ſees not in himſelf 

An awful ſtrange, a terreſtrial god ? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life? 
If a God blecds, he blecds not for a worm; 
1 gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity! at Thee; 
And drops the world or rather, more enjoys: 
ow chang'd the face of nature | how improv'd ! 
hat ſeem'd a chaos ſhincs a glorious world, 


Or, what a world, an Eden; hcighten'd all! 


All wiſdom centres 


SACRED AND MORAL, 


{ Reforbs them all into himſelf again; 
- _ | Histhronetheircentre, and his ſmile th 
„ „% 


{ 


It is another ſcene! another ſelf! 

And ſtill another as time rolls along; 

And that a ſelf far more illuſtrious ill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecturc's keeneſt ray, 
What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! | 


| How nature opens, and receives my ſoul [gods 
In boundleſs walks of raptur'd thought! where 

Encounter and embrace me!] What new births 
Of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun, 


Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! [ exiſts, 
Is this extravagant? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception to be juſt 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings toreach him ! 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only more. 
He, the great Father! kindled at one flame 


: | The world of rationals ; one ſpirit pour'd 


_ | Thro' all their fouls ; but not in equal ſtream, 


From ſpirit's awful fountain; pour'd Himſelt 


Profuſe or frugal, of th'inſpiring God, 

As his wiſe plan demanded; and when paſt 
Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, 
If they continue rational as made, = 


ir crown, 


SF 103. Feeling. Youno. 
never lov'd ne'er ſuffer'd; he 


feels 
nothing, 3 


Wuo 


Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone; 
| And when we feel for others, reaſon reels, 
| O'crloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, | 


Love only feels the marvellous of pain ; 


| Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 


And wakes the nerve where agonics are born. 


5 ß 104. Religion. YouNG 

| R ELIGION's all. Deſcending from the ſkies 
To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left 

Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next; 

Religion! the ſoul voucher man is man 


| Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; | 
| Ev'n in this night of Frailtv, change, and death, 


She gives the ſoul a ſoul that acts a god. 
Religion ! Providence ! an after-ſtate! 
Here is firm footing ; here is ſolid rock! 
This can ſupport us; all is ſea beftdesz _ 
Sink under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
' Darkneſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind tate diſcharg'd, 
Climbs ſome fair eminence, where æther pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyſian proſpects riſe, 


His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load ! 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change 3 
So joys the foul when, from inglorious ai 
And ſordid ſweets, from feculence and froth 


Of ries terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts 
F2 


To 
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To Reaſon's region, her own element, Praiſe no man eer deſerv'd who ſought u =: | 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affefts the ſkies. | ' As juſt thy ſecond charge. I _ * — To = 
Religion! thou the ſoul of happineſs; Has often bluſnt at her degen'rare ſons, Io ors 5 
And groaning Calvary, of thee There ſhine | Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe ; Dar v4 x 
The nobleſt truths ; there ſtrongeſt motives fting : | To raiſe the low, to magnify ths mann. - Tin 
There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſoul; And ſubtilize the groſs into refin'd 3 V's | »Twixt n 
There nothing but compulſion is forborn. As if to magic numbers powerful charm 1 Aud ee 
; Can love allure us, or can terror awe 5 I Tas given, to make a civet of their ſong 3 
He weeps !—the falling drop puts out the ſun; | Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. Nig "Ich 
He fighs !—the figh earth's deep foundation | Wit, a true pagan, deifies the brute, | 2 
| Tf in his love ſo terrible, what when [ ſhakes. And lifts our ſwinc-cnjoyments — the mire. | Virtue 
| His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on fire ? The fact notorious, nor obſcure the cauſe —— 
4 Like ſoft, ſmooth oil, outblazing other fires? | We wear the chains of pleaſure and of pride "nn — == 
p Can pray'r, can praiſe avert it Thou, my All! | Theſe ſhare the man; and theſe diſtract him 2 1 ” 8 
£18 My theme! my infpiration and my crown! | Draw different ways, and claſh'in their com- — 
* My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! mands. . _—— 
. | My ſoul's ambition pleaſure wealth my | Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars : 2 
4 . 1 But pleaſure, lark- like, neſts upon the ground. Unthous 
® My light in darkneſs ! and my life in death ! | Joys ſhar'd by brute-creation, pride ma Noris it 
7 My boaſt thro” time ! bliſs thro? eternity ! Pleaſure embraces : Man would both enjoy, All pow 
3 Eternity! too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe ! | And both at once : A point how hard rn pu " — * 
5 Or fathom thy profound of love to man; But what can't wit, when ſtung by ſtrong deſire 2 In | os 
E To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me: Wit dares attempt this arduous enterpriſe. 5 "And ben 
1 My ſacrifice! my God hat things art theſc ! | Since joys of ſenſe can't riſe to reaſon's taſte ; 5 Preſe 
| | _ — In ſubtle ſophiſtry's laborious forge, . And ac 
| | . $ 105. Jealouſy. YOUNG. | bode 1 1 out Ae new, that ſt | Ambitic 
8 A IEALOVUSY, each other patſion's calm . = me id ſcenes, and meets them with applauſe, Strikes 
BY O To thee, thou = the ſoul ! = y —— _ 2 zone to looſe ; Riot, pr 
$5 Thou king of torments ! thou grand counter- A e e 1 a 1 * And * 
| | 1 | _ | , | an | . 
( For all the VO ls beauty can 1nfpire ! ¶ poiſe A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, Pells, 1 _ 
E OS... — y_ | To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, A ſudd 
| $ 106. Fuilh and Reaſm. YoUXG. And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. Of end 
FOND as we are, and juſtly found, of faith, Thus, that which ſhock'd the judgment ſhocks | We ſec 
| Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard, | Th | Fe 3 , 9 | | | Remote 
| The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. | 51 at whuch gave gride offence, no more offends, Of wro 
N Reaſon the root, fair faith is but the flower Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, _ We mi 
| The fading flower ſhall die; but reaſon lives At v ar eternal which in man ſhall reign, Muſt 1! 
| Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. By wit's addreſs, patch up a fatal peace, That ſt 
| | | ko pms faith is virtue, reaſon makes it ſo. — _ * Jet: the _ debauch, _ ! 
7 Wrong not the Chriſtian; think not re | 1K, renn d to delicate and gay, With | 
| 'Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; From nature's check, and bronzes ev'ry ſhame. Tis th 
1 'Tis reaſon's injur'd rights His wrath reſents ; | _ imiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, = Few at 
| "Tis reaſon's voice obey'd his glories crown; | __ ſtands candidate for praiſe, Vice fi 
[| To give loſt reaſon life, He pour'd his own: | Th; A J man in favour of the ſoul, And lc 
||; | Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; | 2008 cnſua ethics far, in bulk, tranſcend By nig 
| | Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a Gd; ou flow'rs of eloquence, profulcly 'd _ Nig 
[ Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb; Der ſpotted vice, fill half the letter d world. The e 
|; Thro' reaſon's wounds alone thy faith can die; Can powers of genius exerciſe their page, Has hu 
| Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, And conſecrate enormities with ſong > On eo 
"= And dips in venom his.twice-mortal ſting. FO — — The f 
| | | X on 8 109. Reflection on the World, Youxs. pay 
9120. Miyfortune. YouNG. WHAT is this world ? — Thy ſchool, O Whit, 
J\UISFORTUNE ſtands with her bow ever bent miſery ! Soba EA His la 
4 
5 2 the 5 . he ws wounds ano- pack _ is to learn to ſuffer; ching. And! 
rects the goddeſs by that part he wounds, | ther he who knows not w See hi 
| Where to ſtrike — — in bunſelf TY Ws: In pri 
Th | | . | Rigid 
$ 108, Vanity and Adulation, YOUNG. 8 mo * an Solitude. YoUXG. Nor o 
| mee ee (Rud 
| Fondnels for fame is avarice of ai cather'd fopperics, the ſun adore ; n 
i 1 grant, the man is vain who w — 4 „ | Darkneſs has more divinity for me; | And 
] As _ praiſe, | It ftrikes thought inward; it drives back the ſout 
| | 5 - To 


Book IJ. 
o ſettle on Herſelf our point ſupreme ! 


There lies our theatre ! there fits our 1 
' Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er life's dull ſcene; 
Tis the kind hand of Providence ſtretcht out 
„Twixt man and vanity ; *tis reaſon's reign, 
And virtue's too; theſe tutelary ſhades 
Are man's aſylum from the tainted throng. 
| Night is the good man's friend and guardian too; 
It no leſs reſcues virtue than inſpires. Ap 
Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below, "1 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the crowd, 
Nor touches on the world without a ſtam: 
The world's infectious; few bring back at eye, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something 
Is ſhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again, 
Each ſalutation may ſlide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw, 
Nor is it ſtrange: Light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad; thought outward bound, 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flies off 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 
Preſent example gets within our guard, 
And acts with double force; by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain 
Strikes like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt ; 
Riot, pride, perſidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 
A ſudden fever to the throbbing heart, | 
Of envy, rancour, or impure defire, 
We ſec, we hear, with peril ; fafety dwells 
Remote from multitude; the world's a ſchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around ! 
We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove; 
Muſt lift as their accomplices, or foes; ; 
That tains our innocence ; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence wiſdom has been ſmit 
With ſweet receſs, and languiſht for the ſhade, 
his ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 
"Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the — we flatter when alone: 
Vice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
By night an Atheiſt half- believes a Gl. 


Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend; 
The conſcious moon, thro? ev'ry diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall 

On eontcmplation's eye her purging ray. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from hcav'n 
Philoſophy the fair, to dwell with men, 

And form their manners, not inflame their pride, 
White o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt 

His lab'ring mind, the ſtars in ſilence ſlide, 

And ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, 

dee him ſoliciting his ardent ſuit | 

In private audience ; all the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionleſs, he ſtands ; 
Nor quits his theme, or poſturk, till the ſun 
(Rude drunkard, riſing roſy ir th main!) 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual\beam, 

Aud gives him to the tumult of the world. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
| 


we thought, is blotted ; we reſoly'd, | 


| Faint images of what we here _ 


| At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 


precious moments ſtol'n from the black 
waſte | 


Of murder'd time! Auſpicious midnight, hail ! 
The world excluded, ev'ry paſſion huſh'd, 


And open'd a calm iatercourſe with Heav'n, 
| Here the ſoul fits in council ; ponders paſt, 
| Predeſtines future action; ſees, not feels, 


Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm; 


| All her lyes anſwers, and thinks down her charms, 


| HE that's ungrateful has no guilt but one; 


All other crunes may paſs for virtues in him. 


1F$ 122. Reflections ina Church-yard. YouNG. 


T HE man how bleſt, who, ſick of gaudy 
. - :. . n_ * 


(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves!) 


| Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk 
Beneath death's gloomy, ſilent, cypreſs ſhades, 
| Unpierc'd by vanity's 1 


taſtic ray; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 


IViſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 


Lorenzo, read with me Narciſſa's ſtone. 


(Narciſſa was thy fav'rite) ; let us read 


Her moral ſtone ; few doctors preach ſo well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch EL”. 
The fecling heart. What pathos in the date ! 
Apt words can ſtrike: and yet in them we ſee 
What cauſe have we to build on length of life ? 
Temptations ſeize when fear is laid afleep; 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. | 
See from her tomb, as from an humble ſhrine, 


Truth, radiant goddeſs ! fallies on my ſoul, 


And puts Deluſion's duſky train to flight; 
Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions raiſe, 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene, 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever ſaw; 

Pulls off the veil from virtue's riſing charms ; 


Detects temptation in a thouſand lyes. 


Truth bids me look on men as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 


| Driv'n by the whirlwind: Lighted by her beams 


I widen my horizon, gain new pow'rs, 


| See things inviſible, feel things remote ; 


Am preſent with futurities; think nought 

To man fo foreign as the joys poſleſt ; 

Nought fo much his as thoſe beyond the grave 
No folly kceps its colour in her fight ; 

Pale worldly wiſdom loſes all her charms ; 


| In pompous promiſe, from her ſchemes profound. 


If future fate ſhe plans, tis all in leaves, 
Like Sibyl, unſubſtantial, flecting bliſs ! 
[ons _ 


What grave preſcribes the beſt *—A friend's: 


From a friend's grave how ſoon we diſeugage | _. 


Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends raviſht from us? Tis to bind, 
By ſoft affection's ties, on human hearts 

F 3 | 1 


Tho' well to ponder it is life's chief end. 


And death entrench'd preparing his aſſault ; 
How few themſelves, in that juſt mirror, ſee! 


Detects of judgment, and the will ſubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, ſolemn ſhore 
Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail fo ſoon; - 
And put good works on board; and wait the wind 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown; 
If uuconſider'd too, a dreadful ſcene ! | 


This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 


1 
1 | 
The thought of death, which reaſon, too ſupine, | 
Or miſemploy'd, fo rarely faſtens there. | 


Nor reaſon, nor aﬀfe&ion, no, nor both 
Combin'd,can break the witchcrafts of the world. 


Behold, th'inexorable hour at hand! 


Behold, the inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief end of life, 


8153. Refleflion. Youxs. 
| A SOUL without reflection, like a pile 
+2 Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 


8 114. Tnattentionto the Voice of Death. YOUNG. 
NEIL me, ſome God ! my guardian angel! tell, 


z What thus infatuates ? what enchantment 
plants | | 


The phantom of an age twixt us and death, 


Already at the door? He knocks ; we hear, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 


Our untouch'd hearts? What miracle turns off 


The pointed thought, which from a thouſand 
Is duly dated, and is daily ſhunn'a? [quivers 


Me ſtand, as in a battle, throngs on througs _ 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 
Tho? bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill ! 


We ſee time's furrows on another's brow, 


Or, ſecing, draw their inference as ſtrong! _ 
There death is certain; doubtful here: He muſt, 


And ſooa: We may, within an age, expire. 


Tho gray our heads, our thoughts and aims are 


reen; (ſent; 


Like damaged clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſ- 
Folly fings Six, while Nature points at Twelvr. 


Whar fo'lv can be ranker ? Like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes lengthen as our ſan declines. 


No wiſh ſhouid loiter, then, this fide the grave; 
Our hearts ſhould leave the world before the 
Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil. 


a Lknell 
Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port; 
Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 


All ſhould be prophets to themſelves; foreſee 
Their future fate; their future fate foretaſte: 


The thought of death alone the fear deſtroys; 


A diſafſection to that precious thought 


Is more than midnight darkneſs on the ſoul, 
Which ſieeps beneath it, on a precipice, 
Puff'd off by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 


9 115. Preſperity, Content, and Ambition. © 


| YoUNG. 
O HOW portentous is proſperity ! 
How, comet-like, it threatens while it ſhines! 


* 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| All ruſh rapacious, friends o'er trodden friends; 


| As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to thine. 


Pour in, all open in their idol's | rang 


Ober juſt, o'er ſacred, all-forbidden ground, 


Book | I. 
To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, 

And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry bliſs, 
Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, | 

The gaudy centre of the public eye, 


When fortune thus has toſs'd her child in air, 
| Snatcht from the covert of an humble ſtate, 


How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, 


| Our morning's envy ! and our ev'ning's figh! 
As if her bounties were the ſignal givin, 
1 The flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, 

| And call Death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 


High fortune ſeems in cruel league with fate. 
Aſk you for what ? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 


And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the ſublime 


Of life ? to hang his airy neſt on high, 

On the ſlight timber of the topmoſt bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 
Granting grim death at equal diſtance there; 
Yet pcace begins juſt where ambition ends. 


Lorenzo! no: "Tis happineſs diſdain'd. + 
She comes too meanly dreſt to win our ſmile; 
And calls herſelf Content, a homely name 
Our flame is tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 


| Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, 


And weds a toll, a tempeſt, in her ſtead; 
A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe; 
And all our ecſtaſies are wounds to peace; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And ſince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 
Of fortune fond! as thoughtleſs of thy fate! 
As late I drew death's picture to ſtir up [ſee 


Gay Fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See high in air the ſportive goddeſs hangs, 
Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glittering ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng, 


Sons o'er their father, ſubjects o'er their kings, 

Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair 
(Still more ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r. 

Sold glitters moſt where virtue ſhines no more, 


O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell'd from the priſons and the ſtews, 


All, ardeat, eye each wafture of her hand, 
And, wide expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morſel on morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 
Untaſted, thro'ꝰ mad appetite for more; — 
Gorg'd in the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ſtill. 
Sagacious all, to trace the ſmalleſt game, 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt. If (bleſt chance!) 
Court-zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they launch, 
they fly, 


N : ines! Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow'r, 
Few years but yield us proot of death's ambition, Staunch to the foot of lucre, wil they d 


ic. ; 


Lyfunder 


What makes man wretched ? Happineſs deny d? 


Thy wholeſome face; now drawn in contraſt, 8 


Book 1. 
$ 116. Lyſander and Aſpaſia. YoUNG. 
J. YSANDES, happy paſt the common lot, 


Was warn'd of danger ; but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aſpaſia: She was Kind: 
In vouth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleſt; 
All who knew, envy'd; yet in envy lov'd; 
Can fancy form more finiſh'd happineſs? 
Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 


Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glittering ſpires | 


Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore : 
So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhadows, human joys. 
The faithleſs morning ſmil'd : he takes his 
To re- embrace, in ecſtaſies, at eve. 5 
The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives: 
Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eve. 

She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel); 
And, drown'd, without the furious occan's aid, 
In ſuffocating ſorrows, ſhares his tomb. 

Now, round the ſumptuous bridal monument 
The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops a tear. 


Ignominy. 
Lors. 


H merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo 
ugh, 

Our beigen i. but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch, when I bchold, 

When I behold a genius bright, and baſe, 

Of tow'riag talents, and terreſtrial aims; 
Methinks J ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments of a ſoul immortal, 
With rubbiſh mixt, and glittering in the duſt. 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 

At once compaſſion ſoft, and envy, riſe— _ 
But wherefore eavy? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 
I!luſtrious, and give infamy renown. 


$ 117. Genius connected with 


— — 


— 8 118. Exalted Station. Youns. 


— WHAT is ſtation high ? 
is a proud mendicant ; it boaſts, and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. | 
Monarchs and minifters are awful names; 
Whoever wear them challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exa& | 
Eternal homage, and a ſupple knee, 
Lo beings pompoully ſet up to ſerve 
The meaneſt flave; all more is merit's due, 
Her facred and inviolable right: 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
nd vote the mantle into majeſty. = 
Let the ſmall ſavarz boa# his filver fur; 
is royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 
Tis own, doſcending from his fires. 


Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 


— 


SACRED AND MORAL 
| And ſouls in ermine ſcorn a ſoul without? 


Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 
| Pygmies are pygmies ſtill, tho? percht on 


leave, | 


— 


„ 


71 


e Alps; 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 
Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf: 


Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids: 


Her monuments ſhall laſt when Egypt's fall. 


8 11g. Ambition and Fame. You. 
A MB1TION's boundleſs appetite out-ſpeaks 
The verdict of its ſhame. When fouls take 
At high preſumptious of their own deſert, [fire 


One age is poor applaufe ; the mighty ſhout, 


The thunder by the living few begun, 
Late time muſt echo : worlds unboru reſound. 
We with our names eternally to live : [thought, 
Wild dream ! which ne'er had haunted human. 


Had not our natures been eternal too. 


Inſtinct points out an int'reſt in hereafter : 
But our blind reafon ſees not where it lies; 


| Or, ſeeing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 


Fame is the ſhade of immortality, 


| And in itſelf a ſhadow. Soon as caught, 
Condemn'd; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp. 


Conſult th'ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
And is This all?” cry'd Cæſar at his height, 
Diſguſted. This third proof ambition brings 
Of immortality. The firſt in fame, 

Obſerve him near, your envy will abate; 
Sham'd at the diſproportion vaſt, between 


| The paſſion and the purchaſe, he will ſign 
At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluth at his renown. 


And why? Becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuſtrious glory calls: 
It calls in whiſpers, yet the deafeſt hear. 


5 120. Human Praiſe. Young. 
TOR abſolutely vain is human praiſe, 
When human is ſupported by divine. 


I'll introduce Lorenzo to himſelf; | | 
Pleaſure and pride (bad maſters! ) ſhare our hearts, 
As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard 

And feed our bodies, and extend our race; 


The love of praiſe is planted to prptect, 


And propagate the glories of the mind. 


What is it but the love of praiſe in{p:res, 
Matures, refines, emhelliſhes, exaits, 
Earth's happineſs? From that, the delicate, 


| The grand, the marvellous; of civil life, 


Want and convenience, under-workers, la 
The baſis on which love of glory bunds. 

Nor is thy life, O Virtue ! lefs in debt 

To Praiſe, thy ſecret ſtimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit ſhould we mige! 
Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 


Praiſe is the ſalt that ſcaſons right the man, 


And whets his appetite for mortal gd. 
Thirſt of applauſe is virtue's ſecond guard; 
Reaſon, her firſt ; but reaſon wants an aid; 
Our private reaſon is a flatterer; 

Thirſt of applauſe calls public jude ment in 
To poiſe our own, to keep an cven icaic, 


And give endanger'd virtue fairer play, 


F 4 hs 
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Ruin's ſure perquiſite! her lawful prize . 
Some ſteer aright; but the black blaſt blows hard, 


(Darlings of Pravidence ! fond fare's elect!) 


„ - _ ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


& 121. Hope. YouNG. 


; Horx. of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 


Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. 


Joy has her tears; and Tranſport has her death: 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' ſtrong, 


Man's heart at once inſpirits, and ſerenes; 


Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; 
Tis all our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, 


Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! 


A joy attemper' d! a chaftis'd delight 


Like the fair ſummer ev'ning mild, and ſueet! 


_ *Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below ! 


| 9 12 2. Human Life compared to the Ocean. N 
„ )))) 8 
FICEAN ! Thou dreadful and tumultuous home 


Of dangers, at eternal war with man 


Dcath's capital, where moſt he domincers, 
Wich all his choſen terrors frowning round, 
(Tho' lately feaſted high at * Albion's coſt) | 
 Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring ſtill for more! 
Too faithful mirror! how doſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life ? 


The ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther ſtill; 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ſtruck 
By moral truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. _ 
Self. flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope, 


 Whenyoung, with ſanguine cheer, and ſtreamers 


Vie cut our cable, launch into the world, [gay, 
And fondly dream each wind and ſtar our friend; 
All, in ſome darling enterpriſe embark : | 

But where is he can fathom its extent? 

Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, 


And puffs them wide of hope: With hearts of 


roof 


Full againſt wind and tide, ſome win their way; 


And when ſtrong effort has deſerv'd the port, 
And tugg'd it into view, 'tis won! *tis loft ! 
Tho! ftrong their oar, till ſtronger is their fate; 


| They ſtrike; and while they triumph,they expire. 
In ſtreſs of weather, moſt ; ſome fink outright 


O'er them, and o'cr their names, the billows clole ; 


To . morrow knaws not they were ever born. 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind, . 
| Like a flag floating, when the bark's iagulph'd; 


Tt floats a moment, and is feen no more : 
One Cæſar lives, a thouſand are forgot. 
How few, beneath auſpicious planets born 


With ſwelling fails make good the promis'd port, 


With all their wiſhes freiglited! Yer ev'n theſe, | 
Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain; A 


Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 
They ſtill are men; and when is man ſecure? {| 
As fatal time, as ſtorm ! the ruth of years [eſcapes . 


Beats down their ſtrength ; — their number leſs 
lu ruin end: And, now, their proud ſucceſs 


„Admiral Balchen, Kg. 


| {$ 123. Humility true Greatueſs, YOUNG. 


A teſt, at once infallible and ſhort, 


—Y PLEASURE the miſtreſs of etherial powers; 


And well it was for man that pleature charms : 
| How would the frozen ſtream of action ceaſe 
| Some honeſt plcaſure court; and ſome, obſcene, 


But when our reaſon licences delight. [dom all, 
| Doſt doubt, Lorenzo? Thou ſhalt doubt no more. 


| Boox T, 
But plants new terrors on the victor's brow : 
What pain to quit the world, juſt made their own! 


Their neſt ſo deeply down'd, and built ſo high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ſtars, 


DOST thou demand a teſt, 


Of real Greatneſs? That man greatly lives, 
Whate'er his fate, or fame, who greatly dies; | 

 High-fluſh'd with hope, where heroes ſhall de- 
If this a true criterion, many courts, [ ſpair. 
Illuſtrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th' Almighty, from histhrone,on earth ſurveys 
Nought greater than an honeſt, humble Heart; 
An humble heart His reſidence ' pronounc'd 
His ſecond ſeat, and rival to hie ſkies, | 
The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 

If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives! 


8d 124. Pleaſure. YoUuXG. 


For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below ; 


How would all ſtagnate, but for pleaſure's ray! 


What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world ? - 
The love of pleaſure : That, thro' ev'ry vein, 
Throws motion, warmth ; and ſhuts out death 
from life. | 5 
Tho? various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleaſure's gay family hold all in chaims : 
Some moſt affect the black; and ſome the fair; 


Pleaſures obſcene are various, as the throng 
Of paſſions, that can err in human hearts; 

Miſtake their objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom? Whore- 


Thy father chides thy gallantries; yet hugs 

An ugly, common harlot in the dak; 

A rank adulterer with others gold! 

And that hag Vengeance, in a corner, charms. 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love, 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whatc'er the motive, Pleaſure is the mark: 

For Her, the black aſſaiſin draws his ſword; 
For Her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight lamp, 
To which no ſingle ſacrifice may fall; | 


| For Her, the faint abſtaius ; the miſer ſtarves; 


The Stoic proud, for Plgaſure, Pleaſure ſcorn'd ; 
For Her, Affliction's daughters grief indulge, 
nd find, or hope, a luxury in tears : 
For Her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, ruſh on death. 
Thus univerſal her deſpotic power! 
Aud as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt. 
Patron of pleaſurg! doater on delight ! 
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am thy rival; pleaſure I profeſs; 
leaſure the pope of my gloomy ſong. | 
Pleaſure is nought but virtue's gayer name; 
wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleaſure is the flow'r; 
And honeſt Epicurus foes were fools. [fence ! | 
But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wiſe of- 
Tf o'er-ſtrain'd wiſdom ſtill retains the name, 
How knits auſterity her cloudy brow, g 
And blames, as bold and hazardous, the praiſe 
Of pleaſure to mankind, unprais'd, too dear! 
Ye modern ftoics ! hear my ſoft reply; | 
Their ſenſes men will truſt : we can't impoſe ; 
Or, if we could, is impoſition right? © 
Own honey ſweet ; but, owning, add this ſting : 
« When mixt with poiſon, it is deadly too.” 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be prais'd as good * 
Why then is health preferr d before diſeaſe? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave; 


Pleaſure, tho? not from virtue, ſhould prevail. 
Tis balm to life, and gratitude to Heaven; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd! 
The love of pleaſure is man's eldeft-born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb; f 
Wiſdom her younger ſiſter, thoꝰ more grave, 
Was meant to miniſter, and not to mar, 
Imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 


8 125. Piety. YoUNG. 
O Piety humanity is built; 
And on humanity much happineſs; 
And yet ſtill more on piety itſelf. | 
A ſoul in commerce with her God is heaven; 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life, 
The whirls of paſſions, and thè ſtrokes of heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun; 58 
A Deity ador'd, is joy advancd; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy maturl C“. 
Each branch of picty delight inſpire s 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 


Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 
Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a ſtream 
Of glory on the conſecrated hour _ 

Of man in audience with the Deity. 


The firſt in heav'n, and ſets his foot on hell. 


$ 126. Earthly Happineſs. Vo. 
O man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 


hen envy dies, and love o'erflows on all; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels, all, intitled to repoſe | 
n Him who | Sd fate : Tho' tempeſt frowns, 
Tho? nature akes, how ſoft to lean on Heav'n! 
o lean on Him, on whom archangels lean ! 
th inward eyes, and filent as che grave, 
They ſtand col ecting every beam of thought, 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


VAN are all ſudden fallies of delight; 
“ Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper'd 
Joy's a fixt ſtate; a tenure, not a ſtart. 


And where no future drawback cries, © Beware,” | 


Mid ſands, and r 


Oer death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides; | 


| 


Who worſhips the Great God, that inſtant joins 


There breathes not a more happythan himſclf: 


Their virtues varniſh nature; 


73 
For all their thoughts, like angels, ſeen of old 
In Iſrael's dream, come from, and go to, heav'n; 


| | Hence are they ſtudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes ; 
| While noiſe and diffipation comfort thee. 


8 127. Joy. YoUNG. 


joy. 


Bliſs there is none, but unprecarious bliſs : 


That is the gem: Sell all, and purchaſe that. _ 
| Why go a begging to contingencies, bn 
Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd? 


At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe; 
Suſpect it; what thou canſt enſure, enjoy; 


And nought, but what thou giv'ſt thyſelf, is ſure. 
_ | Reaſon 


rpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 
And makes it as immortal as herſelf: t? 
To mortals, nought immortal but their worth. 


Mt 


. {F 128. Worth, Youno. 


+ WORTH, conſcious worth ! ſhould abſolutely 5 
B reign; . | - 
| | And other joys aſk leave for their approach; 


Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils ; 


Not the leaſt promiſe of eternal peace! 
|] No boſom- comfort! or unborrow'd bliſs ! 


Thy thoughts are vagabonds; all outward-bound, 
s, and ſtorms, to cruize for 
| leaſure; = j in'd. 
If gain'd, dear bought; and better miſs'd than 
Much pain muſt expiate what much pain procur'd. 


| Fancy and ſenſe, from an infected ſhore, 


Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence the prize. 


| Then, ſuch thy thirſt (inſatiable thirſt ! 
By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more!) 


Fancy ſtill cruizes when poor ſenſe is tir d. 


| $ 129. Picture of a good Man. YouxG. 


' GOME angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angel can exceed 


A man on earth devoted to the ſkies, T2 


| Like fhips ar-fen, while in; above the works. 


With aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſhon's ſtorm ; 
All the black cares and tumults of this life, 
Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. | 
| Farth's 22 ſons, the ſceptred, and the ſlave, 

A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he ſees, 

Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike ! 


| His full reverſe in all! What higher praiſe? 


What ſtronger demonſtration of the right 
The preſent all their care; the future his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame ; his m—_— he conceals, 
Us exalt. 
Mankind's eſteem they court; and he, his own. 


ill their hearts kindle with divine delight; 


— 


Theirs, the wild chace of falſe felicities; 


i 


His, the compos'd poſſeſſion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his conſiſtent piece, 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 


: * makes them only ſmile, makes him adore; 


Where they ſec mountains, he but atoms ſees; | 


They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine: 


Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 


| Nature's great anceſtor ! day's elder-born ! 


A ftarry crown thy raven brow 2dorns, 3 £1 
An azure zone thy waiſt; clouds, in heav*n's loom | What is the world itſelf? Thy world—A grave. 
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While party-colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 
A madman's robe; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 
le ſces with other eyes than theirs :—Where 
Behold a fun, he ſpies a Deity ; they 
An empire in his balance weighs a grain. 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt 
Which longs, in Infinite, to loſe all bound. 


Tiles and honours (if they prove his fate) 


He lays aſide to find his dignity ; 

No dignity they find in aught Ms: 

They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipſe. 


And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as man. 

Too dear he holds his int'reſt, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade; 
Their int'reſt, like a hon, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 
Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heaven, 
Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe ; ¶ peace. 
Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds his 
A cover'd heart their character defends; 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe, 
With nakedneſs his innocence agrees! 

While their broad foilage teſtifies their fall! 

Their no-joys end where his full feaſt begins: 

His jovs create, theirs murder; future bliſs. 
To triumph in exiſtence, his alone: 1 
And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiſtence is not yet begun. 85 

His glorious courſe was yeſterday complete; 


Death, then, was welcome; yet life ſtill is ſweet. 


8 130. Net. YouNG. 
O majeſtic Night 


Aud fated to ſurvive the tranſient ſun ! 
By mortals and immortals ſeen with awe ! 


Wrought through varieties of ſhape and ſhade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, [out, 
Thy flowing mantle form; and, heav'n through- 

Voluminoufly pour thy pompous train. 


| 8 131. The Contraſt. YouNs. 

| \ OROSE is funk with ſhame, whene'er ſur- 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. [priz'd 

No ſubhunary chance his veſtments fear; 

Valu'd, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 


A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, O SACRED Solitude ! divine retreat 


And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe : 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ? ) 


Levell'd her barb'rous needle at his fame: 


* Milton. 


ut open force was vain; by night ſhe went, 


| * And glory, at one entrance, quite ſhut out“. 
Wich hideous gaps Nr up for them 


„ 8 132. Reflection on Death. YouNG. 


73 WW Here the prime actors of the laſt year's ſcene; 
Thar dims his fight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, | 


. A truce, and hung his ſated lance on high! 


| | Or ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 


Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 


* Profeſt diverſions ! cannot theſe eſcape 


But legacies in bloſſom ? Our lean foil _ 


Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 


| | Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate 


EXTRACTS, © Boox I. oon ! 
The gen' 
(Strange 
There, f 
We ſmil 
Ther e, b 
This life 

There te 
Picrian 


And, while he ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling rent: 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt; 


He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; 

This hates the fiithy creature; that, the prim : 
| Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 
The ſloven and the fopling are the fame. 


| ; _ 


1 t 

u 
At — 
And fer 
Tribes, 
The mi 
And ev 
Nimrod 
Adam 
Of all t 
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What \ 
To fix 
What 
To ſee 


Their port ſo proud, their buſkin, and their 
plume > 55 F 

How many ſleep who kept the world awake? 
With luſtre, and with noiſe ! has death proclaim'd 


'Tis brandiſh'd ſtill; nor ſhall the preſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 


But needleſs monuments to wake the thought a 


| Though in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 

| As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs. W 
What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint or marble, 
The well - ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt the ſcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 


Far from it: Theſe preſent us with a ſhroud, 
And talk of death, the garland O'er a grave. 
As ſome bold plunderers for bury'd wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime : from the duſt 
| Call up the ſleeping hero; bid him treat 
The ſcene for our amuſement : How like gods 
| We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, —_ 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own ! 

What all the pops and triumphs of our lives 


| Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 
From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure ! 


Like other worms ſhall we craw! on, nor know 5 
Lorenzo, ſuch the glories of the world! 


Where is the duſt that has not been alive? 
The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, 
And is the ceiling of her ſleeping ſons. 

O'er devaſtation we blind revels keep; 

Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 


] 


8 133. Solitude. YOUNG. 


Choice of the Prudent! envy of the Great ! 
By thy pure ftream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
| We court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : _ 
| | e 


* 
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The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace 
(Strangers on earth !) are innocence and peace : 
There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; 
There, bleſs'd with health, with bus'neſs unper- 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next; [ plex'd, 
E There to the Muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
Picrian Eaſtbury! I owe to thee. 9 


| 


—— — 


$ 134. The Day of Judgment. YOUNG. 
- O! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 
uſt entertain the whole of human race, 
At — all pow'rful edict is prepar d, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o'erflow | 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 
And ev'ry age and nation pours along; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam falutes his youngeſt fon; no fign 
Of all thoſe ages whicli their births disjoin. 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ! 
What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been 
To fix a hero's birth-day or deſcent? {| ſpent, 
What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture raiſe, 
To ſee the gloriqus race of ancient days ! 
To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 
TIluftrious on record before the flood ! 
Alas! a nearer care your ſoul demands. 
Cæſar un- noted in your preſence ſtands. 
How vaſt the dc not in number more 
The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above ; 
Thoſe overwhelming armies, whoſe command 
Said to one empire, Fall ; another, Stand : [ dawn 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking 
Rouz'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on; 


Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree, 
And carth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
They all are here, and here they all are loſt : 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a billow in th'unbounded main. 
This echoing voice now rends the yielding air: 
© For judgment, judgment, ſons of men, prepare!” 
| Earth ſhakes anew; I hear her groans 47 | 
And hell thro? all her trembling realms reſound. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow”r of earth; 
Ble{ with moſt equal planers at thy birth; 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord ; _ 
Who on the day of triumph, ſaidſt, Be thine 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine; 
Dare not to lift thine eye—Alas! my muſe, 
How artthou loſt! whatnumbers canſtthouchuſe? 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving iky, _ 
nd now the crimſon curtains open fly ; 
Lo! far within, and far above all height, 

here heav'n's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds 

of light, 
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| Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets 
At random on this air-ſuſpended ball 


Great Xerxes* world in arms, proud Cannz's field, | 


und; | 


75 


' Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey ; 
Creates, 8 confounds ! where time and 
plübace, | 
8 and form, and fortune, life, and grace, 
Wait humbly at the footſtool of their G 5 
And move obedieat at his awful nod; | 
crawl 


(Speck of creation) : if he pour one breath, 


| The bubble breaks, and tis eternal death. 


| Thence iſſuing, I behold (but mortal ſight 


| Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light!) 


I fee, on an empyreal flying throne 


| Sublimely rais'd, Heay®n's everlaſting Son EY 
| Crown'd with that majeſty which form'd the 


world, | 


| And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
| Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, | 


Support the train of their triumphant Prince. 


A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 


Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 


| Night ſhades the folemn arches of his brows, 


And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 

Or we expect, or find, a paradiſe : 

But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand, knowledge ſhines in pureſt light; 
On one, the {word of juſtice, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed; 


| Now tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor he ſhall bleed 


| Thus glorious thro? the courts of heav'n, the 
Of life and death eternal bends the courſe; [ ſource 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings 
| Thangelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: [ plav; 
Some touch the ſtring, ſome ſtrike the ſounding 
And mingling voices in rich concert ſwell; [ ſhell, 
Voices ſeraphic; bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. | 
Triumphant King of Glory! Soul of bliſs ! 

What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this = 
O! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born; 


[A needlels, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 


And but a ſecond to the fodder'd beaſt 2 | 
How chang'd from him who meekly proſtrate laid, 
Vouchſaf'd to waſh the feet himſelf had made! 
From him who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 


and dy'd; | 
Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe; 
All he P in tears above, earth unconcern'd 
below. | 
And was't enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 
1 fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 


| The world is vaniſh'd.—I am wholly thine. 


Miſtaken Caiaphas ! Ah ! which blaſphem'd ; 
Thou or thy pris'ner ? which ſhall be condemn'd ? 
Well might'ft thou rend thy garments, well ex- 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! [claim ; 
But God is good ! 'tis wond'rous all | Ev'n He 
Thou gavꝰſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy'd for thee. 
y Now 


= 


Wept, languiſh'd, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groan d, | 


Diſtinct with orient veins, and golden blaze: 
One ſix'd on carth, and one in fea; and round 
Its ample foot the ſwelling billogys ſound. 
Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky, 
Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the co- 


And on the point of his own arrow dies. 


With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 


And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies : 


And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 
| Refulgent torture to the guilty ſight. 


Ah turn, unweary muſe, nor dare reveal & 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 

| Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream; 

With, or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal iway. 


Quick, and ſevere its own offence to find? 
Buy tears, and groans, and ncver-ceaſing care, 
And all the pious violence of Pray'r? 


I caſt my heart before th'eternal throne, _ 
In this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 


=” O Thou! whoſe balance does the mountains 
_ © Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obev, 
 * Whoſe breath can turn thoſe wat'ry worlds to 


| © That flame to tempeſt, ad that tempeſt tame; 
Earthꝰ's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate falls, 
And on the boundleſs of thy goodneſs calls. 


© To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: 
2, . Thy pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 
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| Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raiſe 


lumns fly. e TM 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 


Here high enthron'd th'eternal Judge is plac'd; 
And the ſun burns beneath his awful feet. 


Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 


The Croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ftain 
Wherc'er it floats, on earth, on air, and main; 
Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 


Oh formidable Glory! dreadful bright ! 


But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold. 
Ah how! but by Repentance, by a mind 


Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 


For homage toits Lord, a narrow bound. | weigh, 
_ "© flame, | 


*O! give the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 


© And wholly dedicate my ſoul to thee : : 

© Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 
At thy command, nor human motive know! 
If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 

And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. 

My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 


And lift the burden from the foul opprefs*'d. | $ The Shepherd and the Philoſopher 
a 135. he 19 Fo 


O may my underſtanding ever read 
© This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made 
* Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry 


« pride ? 


EXTRACTS, Book 1. 
Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown 
And bids old Winter lay her honours down? 


Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, 
Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 


| © May ſea and land, and earth and heav'n be join'd, 
_ ] © To bring th' eternal Author to my mind 
When occans roar, orawful thunders roll, ſoul ; 


May thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my 
When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
* Adore, my heart, the Majeſty divine! 


| © Thro' ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
| © Plenty, or want, Thy glory be my care! 


Shine we in arms? or {ing beneath our vine? 
© Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt Thine : 


| © Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft and bends the bow, 

| © The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow : 

_ | © Tis Thou that lead'ft our pow'rful armies forth, 
Noa an archangel eminently bright, 4 

From off his ſilver ſtaff, of wond'rous height, 


And giv'ſt great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north 
Grant I may ever, at the morning- ray, 


Open with pray'r the conſecrated day; 
| * Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my foul ariſe, 


And with the mounting tun aſcend the ſkies; 
© As that advances, let my zeal improve, | 
© And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 

© Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 
My endleſs worſhip ſhall be ftill begun. 
And, oh, permit the gloom of ſolemn night 
© To facred thought may forcibly invite. 
When this world's ſhut, and awful planets rife, 
Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the. ſkies : 
* Compoſe our ſouls. with a leſs dazzling fight, 
© And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 
Ho ev'ry boiſt'rous thought in calins ſubſides ; 


| © How the ſmooth'd ſpirit into goodneſs glides! | 


© © how divine ! to tread the milky way 

To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 

© His court admire, or for his favour ſue, . 
Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renew; 


|] © Plea&'d to look down, anc fee the world aſlcep, 
| © While I long vigils to its Founder keep! 


Canſt thou not ſhake the centre? Oh controul, 

* Subdue by force the rebel in my ſoul ; N 

Thou, who can ſtill the raging of the flood, 

© Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 

© Teach me, with equal firmneſs, to ſuſtain 

« Alluring pleaſure and aſſaulting pain. 

O may I pant for Thee in each defire ! | 
And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire! 
stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize 

Which in Eternity's deep boſom lics! _ 

At the Great Day of recompence behold, 

© Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 


Then wafted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 
| © From age to age my grateful ſong repcat ; 


My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſce, 


And rival angels in the praiſe of Thee!“ 


FABLES, by the late Mr. Gay. 
Intr oduttion to the FABLES. Part the Firſt. 


| R EMOTE from cities liv'd a ſwain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age, 
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And long experience made him ſage; 
In 


5 
* 


800K | | 
| s heat and winter's cold . 

N be hack, and penn'd the fold ; 

Mis hours in cheerful labour flew ; 

Nor envy nor ambition knew : 

His wiſdom and his honeſt fame — 

Through all the country rais'd his name. 

A decp Philoſopher (whoſe rules 

Of moral life were drawn from ſchools) 

The ſhepherd's homely cottage fought, _ 

And thus explor'd his reach of thought : 
Whence is thy learning! Hath thy toil. 

O'er books conſum'd the midnight oil? 

Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey'd, . 


Hath Socrates thy ſoul refin'd ? 
And haſt thou fathom'd Tully's mind ? 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes, thrown 
By various fates on realms unknown, 
Haſt thou through many cities ſtray'd, 
Their cuſtoms, laws, and manners weigh'd ? 
The ſhepherd modeſtly reply d, 
I ne'er the paths of learning try'd; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts | 
To read mankind, their laws and arts; 
For man'is practis'd in diſguiſe; 
He cheats the moſt diſcerning eyes ; 
Who. by that ſearch ſhall wiſer grow, 
When we ourſelves can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gain'd 
Was all from ſimple nature drain ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their riſe ; 
Hence grew my ſettl'd hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my ſoul to — | 
Who can obſerve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want? 
My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind. 
I mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my ſervice copy Tray. 
In conſtancy and nuptial love, 
I learn my duty from the dove. 
The hen, who from the chilly air, 
With pious wing, protects her care; 
And ev'ry fowl that flies at large 
Inſtrufts me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too I take my rule, 
To ſhun contempt and ridicule : 
I never, with important air, *=*_ 
In converſation overbear. f 
Can grave and formal paſs for wiſe, 
When men the ſolemn owl deſpiſe ? 
My tongue within my lips I rein ; 
For who talks much mutt talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly ; 
liſtens to the chatt'ring pye ? 
Nor would I with felonious flight, 
By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right. 
apacious animals we hate: 


Kites, hawks, and wolves, deſerve their fate. 
not we juſt abhorrence find — 


Againſt the toad and ſerpent kind? 
ut envy, calumny, and ſpite, 
venom in their bite. 


I Can furniſh hints to contemplation ; 
And from the moſt minute and mean, 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 


d the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd? {| _ e 3 | 
And the I | 76 is Highneſs William Duke of Cumberland. 
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SACRED AND MORAL. n 


Thus ev'ry object of creation 


Thy fame is juſt, the ſage replies; 


Thy virtue proves thee truly wiſe. 
Pride often guides the author's pen; 


Books as affected are as men: 2 
But he who ſtudies nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws ; 


| And thoſe, without our ſchools, ſuffice - 
To make men moral, good and wiſe. 


CCEPT,; young prince, the moral lay, 
And in theſe tales mankind ſurvey ; 


| With early virtues plant your breaſt ; 
| The ſpecious arts of vice deteſt. | 


Princes, like beauties, from their youth 


Are ſtrangers to the voice of truth ; 


| Learn to contemn all praiſe betimes: 


For flattery's the nurſe of crimes : 
| Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is ſhown | 


(A virtue never near a throne) ; 

| In courts ſuch freedom muſt offend ; 
There none preſumes to be a friend. 
To thoſe of your exalted ſtation 


Each courtier is a dedication. 


Muſt I too flatter like the reſt, 

And turu my morals to a jeſt ? | 

The muſe diſdains to ſteal from thoſe 

| Who thrive in courts by fulfome proſe.” 
| But ſhall I hide your real praiſe, 

Or tell you what a nation fays ? 

They in your infant boſom trace 

The virtues of your royal race; 

In the fair dawning of your mind 


Diſcern you gen'rous, mild, and kind: 


They ſce you gricve to hear diſtreſs, 
And pant alrcady to redreſs. : 

Go on, the height of good attain, 

Nor let a nation hope m vain, 

For hence we juſtly may preſage 

The virtues of a riper a 


: 1 


I True courage ſhall your boſom fire, 
| And future actions own your fire. 


Cowards are cruel, but the brave 

Love mercy, and delight to ſave. . 
A tyger roaming for his prey, 

Sprung ou a trav'ler in the way ; 

The proſtrate game a lion ſpies, 

| And on the greedy tyrant flies; | 

| With mingl'd roar reſounds the wood; 

| Their teeth, their claws diſtil with blood; 

Till, vanquiſh'd by the Lion's ſtrength, 

| The ſpotted foe extends his length. 

The man beſought the ſhaggy lord, 

| And on his knees for life implor'd ; 

His life the gen'rous hero gave. 


Together walking to his cave, 


/ 


Of waſted lands and ſlaughter'd hoſts. 


Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, : 


But ſhall a monarch, brave like you, | 


Be lov'd: let juſtice bound your might. 
Wile kings by love and mercy reign. 


Like Heav'n to ſuccour the diſtreſt. 


That human herocs rule like me. 


Indulg'd to diſobey command. 


Of old, politer li 
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The lion thus beſpoke his gueſt : 
What hardy bcaſt ſtall dare conteſt 


1 My matchleſs ſtrength ! you ſaw the fight, 


Aud muſt atteſt my pow'r and right. 
Forc'd to forego their native home, 
My ftarving — at diſtauce roam; 
Within theſe woods I reign alone; 
The boundleſs foreſt is my own. 


Have dy'd the regal den with blood, 


Theſe carcaſes on either hand,. 


Thoſe bones that whiten all the land, 


My former deeds and trumphs tell, 
Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell. 
TPrue, ſays the man, the firength I faw 


Might well the brutal nation awe : 


Place glory in ſo falſe a view? 
Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 


Mean are ambitious heroes boaſts 
Pirates their pow'r by murders gain; 


To me your clemency hath ſhown _ 


The virtue worthy of a throne. 


Heav'n gives you pow'r above the reſt, 


The caſe is plain, the monarch ſaid ; 


Falſe glory hath my youth miſled; 


For beaſts of prey, a fervile train, 
Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 
You reaſon well : Yet tell me, friend, 
Did ever you in courts attend? | 
For all my fawning rogues agree, 


137. Fable II. The Spaniel and the Cameleon. 


A SPANIEL, bred with all the care 
That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 
Nc'er felt correCtion's rigid hand ; 


In pamper'd eaſe his hours were ſpent; 
He never knew what learning meant. 
Such forward airs, fo pert, fo ſmart, 


Were ſure to vin his lady's heart: 


Each little miſchicf gaia'd him praiſe; 


How pretty were his fawning ways! 


The wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 
He ventures forth to take the air: 
He ranges all the mradow round, 
And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground; 
When neat him a Cameleon ſeen, 
Was ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from the green. 
Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt, 


Whar, live with clowns ? a genius loſt ! 


To cities and the court repair; 


A fortune cannot fail thee there: 


Preferment ſhall thy talents crown, 
Believe me, friend; I know the town. 
Sir, ſays the Sycophant, like you, 

I knew : 
Like you, a courtier born and bred, 


Kings lean d an ear Jo what I faid, 


13 My whiſper always met ſucceſs ; 


The ladies prais'd me for addreſs. 


| I knew to hit each courtier's paiſion, 


And flatter'd ev'ry vice in faſhion. 


| But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 


At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days; 


| And, fente:;c'd to retain my nature, To 
| Transforw'd me to this crawling creature. 

| Doom'd to a life obſcure and mean, 
| 1 wander in the ſylvan ſcene. | 

For Jove the heart alone regards 

| He puniſhes what man rewards. 


Ho diffrent is thy caſe and mine! 
With men at leaſt you ſup and dine 


| While I, condemu'd to thinneſt fare, 
| Eike thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air. 


Is 138. Fable III. The Mother, the Nurſe, and 


_ the Fairy. 


[Gk mea fon. The bleſſing ſent, 


Were ever parents more content? 


Ho partial are their doating eyes! 


No child is half fo fair and wiſe. _ 
Wak'd to the morning's pleaſing care, 


| The mother roſe, and ſought her heir: 
She ſaw the Nurle, like one poſſeſs'd, 
| With wringing hands, and ſobbing breaft, 


| Sure ſome diſaſter has befel; | 
Speak, nurſe; I hope the boy is well. 
Dear Madam, think not me to blame; 


| Inviſible the Fairy came : as 
| Your precious babe is hence convey'd, 


And in the place a changeling laid. 


| Where are the father's mouth and noſe, | 
| The mother's eyes, as black as floes? ._. 


Sce here, a ſhocking aukward creature, 
That ſpeaks a fool in ev'ry feature. 
The woman's blind, the Mother cries; 


II fee wit ſparkle in his eyes. 


Lord! Madam, what a ſquinting leer! 


| No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 


Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a Pigmy Sprite 


| Pops through the key-hole, ſwift as light : 


Perch'd on the cradle's top he ſtands, 
And thus her folly reprimands:  _ 
Whence ſprung the vain conceited lye, 


That we the worſd with fools ſupply 2 _ 
| What! give cur tprightly race away 


For tue dull helpleſs ſons of clay! 
Betides, by partial fondneſs ſhown, 

Like you, we doat upon your own. 
Where yet was ever ſound a mother, 
"Who'd give her booby for another 
And ſhould we change with human breed, 


| Well might Vg paſs for fools indeed. 


$ 139. Fable IV. The Eagle and the Aſſembly 


AS Jupiter's all-ſceing eve 


Survey'd the worlds beneath the ſky, 
From this ſmall ſpeck of carth were ſent fn 


| Murmurs and ſounds of diſcontent ; 
| For 
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evry thing alive complain'd 
* he the hardeſt life ſuſtain'd. 
Jove calls his eagle. At the word 
Before him ſtands the royal bird. _ 
The bird, obedient, from heav'n's height 


| Pownward directs his rapid flight; 


Then cited ev'ry living thing, 
To hear the mandates of his king. 
Ungrateful creatures, whence ariſe _ 
Theſe murmurs, which offend the ſkies? 
Why this diſorder ? fay the cauſe: 
For juſt are Jove's eternal Jaws. _ 
Let each his diſcontent reveal. 
To yon ſour Dog I firſt appeal. 
Hard is my lot, the hound rephes 2 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies ! 
While I, with weary ſtep and flow, 3 
O'er plains and vales, and mountains go. 
The morning ſees my chace begun, 
Nor ends it till the ſetting ſun. | 
When (ſays the Greyhound) I purſue, 
My game is loſt, or caught in view; _ 
Beyond my fight the prey's ſecure: _ 
The Hound is flow, but always ſure : 
And had I his fagacious ſcent, | 
Jove ne'er had heard my diſcontent. 
The Lion crav'd the Fox's art; 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart : 
The Cock implor'd the Pigecon's flight, 
Whoſe wings wire rapid, ſtrong, and light: 
The Pigeon ſtrength of wing deſpis'd, 
And the Cock's matchleſs valour priz'd : 
The Fiſhes wiſh'd to graze the plain: 
The Beaſts to ſkim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another's ſtate, 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 
The bird of heav'n then cry'd aloud, 
Jove bids diſperſe the murm'ring crowd; 
The God rejects your idle prayers : | 
Would ye, rebellious mutineers, | 
Entirely change your name and nature, 
And be the very envy'd creature ? | 
What, filent all, and none conſent ! 
Be happy then, and learn content : 
Nor imitate the reſtleſs mind 


And proud ambition of mankind. 


$ 140. Fable V. The Wild Boar and the Ram. 
AGAINST an elm a ſheep was ty'd, 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd ; 

The patient flock, in filent fright, _ 
From far beheld the horrid fight. 

A ſavage Boar, who near them ſtood, 
Thus mock'd to ſcorn the fleecy brood : 

All cowards ſhould be ſerv'd like you: 

See, ſee, your murd' rer is in view; 

With purple hands, and reeking knife, 
He ſtrips the ſkin yet warm with life: 
Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmleſs lambs 

Call for revenge. O ſtupid race! 


The heart that wants revenge is baſe, 


Our ſkin ſupplies the wrangling bar; 


ND MORAL 
| J grant, an ancient ram replies, 
We bear no terror in our eyes; 


Yet think us not of ſoul ſo tame, 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame ; 


© | Infenſible of ev'ry ill, 


Becauſe we want thy tuſks to kill. 


Know, thoſe who violence purſue, 


Give to themſelves the vengeance due; 
For in theſe maſſacres they find __ 


The two chief plagues that waſte mankind. 
It wakes their ſlumb' ring ſons to war; 

And well revenge may reſt contented, 
| Since drums and parchment were invented, 


$ 141. Fable VI. Tie Miſer and Plutzs. 


: PHE wind was high, the window ſhakes ; 


L With ſudden ftart the Miſer wakes ; A | 
Along the filent room he ſtalks; | 


| | Looks back and trembles as he walks! 


| Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 

In ev'ry creck and corner pries, _ 
Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor'd, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard ; 

But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt, 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares; 


| And thus his guilty foul declares : 


| Had the deep earth her ſtores confin'd, 
This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 


But virtue's fold ! Good gods! what price 


Can recompenſe the pangs of vice! 

O bane of good ! feducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat > 

Gold baniſh'd honor from the mind, 

And only left the name behind ; 

Gold ſow'd the world with ev'ry il; 
Gold taught the murd'rer's {word to kill ; 
*T was gold inſtructed coward hearts 
In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 


| 1 Who can recount the milchiefs o'er ? 


Virtue reſides on earth no more! 


He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood, 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. 

The Miſer, trembling, lock'd his eheſt; 

The viſion frown'd, and thus addreſt: 

Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 

Each ſordid raſcal's daily cant? 

Did I, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 

The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 

| Becauſe my bleſſings areabus'd, 

Nluſt J be centur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 

Ev'n virtue's felt by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade; 

And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) 

Grows tyranny and rank oppreſſion. 

| Thus, when the villain crams his chef, 

Gold is the canker of the breaſt ! 

Tis av*rice, infolence, and pride, 

| And ev*ry ſhocking vice beſide; 
But when to virtuvus hands tis given, 

It bleſſes like the dews of heav'n: 
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Let bravoes then (when blood is ſpilt 


In peace to pals his latter life. 


The Fox was omar, nam'd. The crowd 


He ſtrait aſſumes a ſolemn grace, 


The crowd admire his wit, his ſenſe; 


A Fox ſtept forth before the reſt, 


What praiſe ! what mighty commendation ! 
But *twas a Fox who ſpoke th'oration. 


wi 
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Like Heav'n, it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tears from widows eyes ; 

Their crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 
Who pawn'd their ſordid ſouls for pay 
) 


Upbraid the paſſive fword with guilt. 


& 142. Fable VII. The Lion, the Fox, and tho 
A LION, tir'd with ſtate affairs, 
X Quite ſick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
Reſol vd (remote from noiſe and ftrifey 


It was proclaim'd ; the day was ſet : 
Bchold the gen'ral council met. 


To the new Regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tygers bend, 
And ſtrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend. 
Collects his wiſdom in his face. 

Each word hath weight and conſcquence 
The flatt'rer all his art diſplays: _ 

He who hath pow'r is ſure of praiſe. 


And thus the ſervile throng addreſt: 


Hou vaſt his talents, born to rule, 


And train'd in virtue's honeſt ſchool ! 
What clemency his temper ſways; 


How uncorrupt are all his ways! 


Beneath his conduct and command 
Rapine ſhall ceaſe to waſte the land, 
His brain hath ſtratagem and art; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart; 
What bleſſings muſt attend the nation LO 
Under this good adminiſtration ! . 

He ſaid. A gooſe, who diſtant ſtood, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood: _ 

Vhene'er I hear a knave commend, 

He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 


Foxcs this government may prize, 
As gentle, plentiful, and wiſe ; 
If they enjoy the ſwects, *tis plain, 


Wi. geeſe mult feel a tyrant reign. 
What havock now thall thin our race, 


When ev'ry petty clerk in place, 
To prove his taſte, and ſcem polite, _ 
| feed on Geete both noon and night! 


| $143. Fable VIII. The Lady andihe Waſ). 


WIH AT whiſpers muſt the beauty bear 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear ! 

Wherce'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms, 

Impertinence around her ſwarms. 

Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 

Contempt and ſcorn might ſoon diſlike : 

Forbidding airs might thin the place, 

The ſlighiteſt flap a fly can chace, 


| 


But who can drive the num'rous breed! 
Chace one, another will ſucceed. 


One fop will recommend another : 


| And with this plague ſhe's rightly curſt, 
I Becauſe ſhe liften'd to the firſt, 


As Doris, at her toilet's duty, 


| Sat meditating on her beauty, - 


She now was penſive, now was gay, : 
And loll'd the ſultry hours away, 


i As thus in indolence ſhe lies, 


| 


{| Where'er he came the 


1 


A giddy Waſp around her flies. ; 


He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek aſpires. 


_ | Her fan in vain defends her charms ; 
Swift he returns, again alarms; 
I For by repulſe he bolder grew, 


Perch'd on her lip, and ſipt the dew. 


Can ſuch offence your anger wake ! 


_ | * Twas beauty caus'd the bold miſtake. 
1 


That cheek fo ri 


Thoſe cherry lips, that breathe perfume, 
pewith — bloom, 


Made me with ſtrong deſire purſue 


| The faireſt peach that ever grew. 


Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder Waſps like vulgar flies: 
For tho? he's free (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In ecſtacies away he _m | 3 

vour boaſts; 
Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips, 
And ſhews the ſagar on his lips. 


I The hint alarm'd the forward crew; 
Sure of ſucceſs, away they flew. 
; | They ſhare the dainties of the day 1 


Round her with airy muſic play; 


| And now they flutter, now they reſt, 
Now foar again, and ſkim her breaſt, _ 
0 


I That Waſps have ſtings, and felt the wound. 


Nor were they baniſh'd till ſhe found 


= Each caution, ev'ry care employ : 


| And ere you venture to confide, 


Let his preceptor's heart be try'd: 


On theſe depends thy future hope. 
As on a time, in peaceful reign, 


| 


| A Bull enjoy'd the flow'ry plain, 


A Maſtiff paſs'd; inflam'd with ire, 
His cye-balls ſhot indignant fire; 
He foam'd, he rag'd with thirſt of blood, 


| Spurning the ground the monarch ſtood, 


And roar'd aloud, Suſpend the fight ; 


Inu a whole ſkin go ſleep to-night: - 


Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 


Book If 


Who knows a fool muſt know his brother 


I. She frowns, ſhe frets. Good gods! ſhe cries, 
Protect me from theſe teazing flies! 
_ ] Of all the plagues that Heav'n hath ſent, 
IA Waſp is moſt impertinent. . 
The hov'ring inſect thus complain'd: 
I Am then lighted; ſcorn'd, diſdain'd ! 


$ 144 Fable IX, The Bull and the Maſtiff. 
| SEER. you to train your fav'rite boy ? 0 | 


Weigh well his manners, life, and ſcope ; 


What wrongs provoke thee to engage ? ; 


* 
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Is it ambition fires thy breaſt, | 
Or avarice that ne'er can reſt ? 
From theſe alone unjuſtly ſprings | 
The world-deftroying wrath of kings. 
The ſurly Maſtiff thus returns: 
Within my boſom glory burns. 
Like heroes of eternal name, 
Whom poets fing, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's ſpirit-ſtirring mind 
To daily war my youth inclin'd ; . 
He train'd me to heroic deed ; 
Taught me to conquer; or to bleee. 
Curs'd Dog! the Bull reply'd, no more 
I wonder at thy thirſt of gore; 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whoſe hands with cruelty are ſtain'd, 
His daily murders in thy view) * 
Muſt, like thy tutor, blood purſue. | 
Take then thy fate. With goring wound, 
At once he likes him from the ground; 5 
Aloft the ſprawling hero flies; 


Mangl'd he falls, he howls, and dies. 


by 0 


$ 145. Fable X. The Elephant and the Bookſeller. 
HE man who with undaunted toils | 
- Sails unknown ſeas to unknown ſoils, 
With various wonders feaſts his fight : . 
What ſtranger wonders does he write! 
We read, and in deſcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 
For, when we riſk no contradiftion, 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 
— things that ſtartle me or you, 
t are ſtrange; yet may be true. 
Who doubts that — found 
For ſcience and for ſenſe renown'd ? 
Borri records their ſtrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and kill in arts; 
How they 2 m the law's decrees, 
And ſave the ſtate the hangman's fees; 
And how by travel underſtand 
The baff aße of another land. 
Let choſe who queſtion this report, 
To Pliny's ancient page reſort : 
How learn'd was that ſagacious breed ! 
Who now like them the Greek can read! 
As one of thoſe, in days of yore, : 
Rummag'd a ſhop of learning o'er; 
Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding, . 
A book his curious eye detains, | 
Where, with exacteſt care and pains, 
Vere ev'ry beaſt and bird pourtray'd, 
That &er the ſearch of man ſurvey'd ; 
err natures and their pow'rs were writ 
With all the pride of human wit. 
The page he with attention ſpread, 
And thus remark'd on what he read: 
Man with ſtrong reaſon is endow'd; - 
A beaſt ſcarce inſtinct is allow d. - 
But ler this author's worth be try'd, 
'Tis plain that neither was his guide. * 
Can he diſcern the diff rant natures, = 
Aud weigh the pow'r of other creatures, 


For that 
Among t 


} 
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Who, by the partial work, hath ſhow 
He knows ſo little of his own ? 
How falſely is the ſpaniel drawn ! 


| | Did man from him firſt learn to fawn? | 


A dog proficient in the trade! 
He the chief flatt'rer nature made! 
Go, Man, the ways of courts diſcern, 
You'll find a ſpaniel ſtill might learn. 
How can the Fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenſure or his wonder ? 


From courtier's tricks, and lawyer's arts, 


The fox might well improve his parts. 
The lion, wolf, and tyger's brood, | 
He curſes for their thirſt of blood: 


| But is not man to man a prey ? 


Beaſts kill for hunger, men for pay, 
The Bookſeller, who heard him ſpeak, 

And ſaw him turn a page of Greek, 

Thought, what a genius have I found! 


| Then. thus addreſs'd, with bow profound: L 


Learn'd Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, 


| Or write the hiſtory of Siam, 


No man is better pay than Iam: 
Or, fince you're learn'd in Greek, let's ſee 


Something againft the Trinit 


U A . EY : 
When, wrinkling with a 5 his trunk, 


4 Friend, quoth the Elephant, you're drunk; 
Eben keep your money, and be wiſe: 


Leave man on man to criticiſe; 

ou ne'er can want a pen 
ſenſeleſs ſons of men. 

They, unprovok'd, will court the fray; 

| Envy's a ſharper ſpur than pay, 

No author ever ſpar'd a brother; 


8 are game · cocks to one another. 


| $ 146. Fable XI. The Peacoch, the Turkey, = 


- I beauty faults conſpicuous grow; 
1] * The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſnow. 


As near a barn, by hunger led, 


F A Peacock with the poultry fed, 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 
| And mock'd his | 


gaudy pageantry. 


| He, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
| Contemns their baſe reviling ſpirit 3 
His ſtate and dign 


ity aſſumes, 
And to the ſun diſplays his plumes; 


| | Which, like the hear n's o'er-arching ſkies, 
Are ſpangl'd with a thouſand eyes. | 
The circling rays, and varied light, 


At once confound their dazzl'd fight : 

On ev'ry tongue detraction burns, 

And malice prompts theit ſpleen by turns, 
Mark with what infolence and pride 
| The creature takes his haughty ſtride, 
The Turkey cries. Can ſpleen contaia ? 


Sure never bird was half ſo vain | 
Bur, were intrinſic merit ſeen, 
We Turkies have the hides 4. 5 
From tongue to tongue they ca atuſc 
{And eng n heard the bitt Goof: : 


Even owls are frighte 
True. Theſe are faults, the Peacock cries; 
My ſcream, my ſhanks you may n ; 
But ſuch blind critics rail in van: 
What! overlook my.radiant train | 
 K now, did my legs (your ſcorn and ſport) © 
The Turkey or the 8 5 
And did ye ſcream with harſher found, _ 
| Thoſe faults in you had ne'er been found 1 
Too all apparent beauties blind, 
Each blemith ſtrikes an envious mind. 


5 147. 


Or turn the poli 
Or head the darts with temper'd gold. 


&2 - ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| What hideous legs! what filthy claws! | 
I ſcorn to cenſure little flaws. 


'Then what a horrid ng throat! 
at the note. 


ooſe ſupport, 


Thus in Aſſemblies have I {cen 


A nymph of brighteſt charms and mien 


Wake envy in each ugly face; 


And n ſcandal fills the place. 


Some give the ta _ ſhaft irs wing 
d quiver's ves 1 


Amidſt their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with affuming air, 


| Addrefs'd the God: Thou purblind cit, 
Ot awkward and ill-judging v hy 
If matches are not better ma 


At once I muſt forſwear m 92 e. 


Vou ſend me ſuch ill-coupl'd folks, 


That 'ris a ſhame to ſell them yokesz 
They ſquabble fox. a pin, a feather, 
And wonder how they came together. 


The huſband's ſullen, dogged, ſhy ; 


The wife grows flippant in reply; 


He loves command and due re riction; 


And ſhe as well likes contradiftion : 
dhe never-ſlaviſhly ſubmits ; 


| She'll have her will, or have her fits: 

He this way tugs, ſhe t'other draws; _ 
The man gros jealous, and with cauſe : 

Nothing can fave him but divorce; 


And here the wife complies of courſe. 
When, ſays the boy, had I to do 

With either your affairs or you? - 

I never jdſy ſpent my darts; | 


| You trade in mercenary hearts. 
| wo ſettlemetits the lawyer's ds 


wy ad witneſs to the deed > 
they like cat and dog agree, 


A rail at Plutub, not at me. *. 


Plutus appear'd, mid ſaid, Tis 2 | 
In marriage Id is all their” view? 
They ſcek no bezyty, wit, or ſenſe; 


And — is ſeldom the pretonce. 
All offer. incenſe at my ſhrine, q 
And I alone the bargain ſign. 

How can Belinda- lame her fare >. 

* Gly akk's ele eſtate. 


> 


IA clown, who ſaw the captive hung, 
| | Acroſs the horns his halter flung. 


+ — 


: | Munches the linen on the lines, 


| Maſt ſtill be CE" wi 


4 427 a young Stag the thicket 


The tender lady be 


Fable XII. Cupid, Hymen, and Plates. | 


AS Cupid in Cytherz? s grove | 
Employ'd the leſſer powers of love © 
Some ſhape the bow, or fit the ſtring; 


_ | Examines every fift for meat, 
I And man, that was his terror, ſcorns. 


I Behind the door ſhe hides her face; 
Next time at diſtance eyes the lace ; 


| Nor from his ſquecze withdraws her hand, 


T 5 
8 149 Fable XIV. 7 he 3 who had fees 
2 } | ; the World. 


Poor Pug was caught, to town eonvey'l, 


Made captive in à lad ys room 


I E he * calls, wath mimic play 


He twi 
Like al 
In viſit 
When 
Proud 
In ev'r 


Like C 


— 


Doris was rich enough, „ tis true; ; 

Her lord muſt give her title too : 

And ev'ry man, or rich or poor, 

A fortune afts, and aſks no more, 

Av'rice, w hate ver with ts it bears, 
Its cares. 


5 148. Fable xt. The Tame Sap, | 


The branches held his antlers faſt; 


Now ſafely hamper'd in the chord, 
He bore the preſent to his lord. 
His lord was pleas'd ; as was the clown, 
When he was tipp'd with half a crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife; | 
ge'd his life. Ba, 
How fleck's the ſkin ! how ſpeckꝰd like ermine | ; 
Sure never creature was ſo charming! 2 
At firft, within the yard confin'd, 
He flies and hides from all mankind; ; 
Now bolder grown, with fix'd amazes | 
And diſtant awe, preſumes. to gaze: 


. 


And Ma hood or apron dines; 

He ſteals my little maſter's bread, 
Follows the ſervants to be fed . 
Nearer and nearer wy he ſtands, 
To feel the'praiſe of patting hands; 


And tho” repuls'd, diſdains retreat; 
Attacks again with levell'd horns; 


Such is the country nraiden's fright, 
When firſt a red-coat is in ſight; 


She now can all his terrors ſtand, 


{ She plays familiar in his arms z 
And ev'ry ſoldier hath his charms, 
From tent to tent ſhe ſpreads ber flame 
For cuſtom 2 fear and a I 


A MONKEY, to reform the times, 
Reſolv'd to. viſit foreign climes : 

For men in diſtant regions roam 

| To bring. politer manners home. 

So forth he fares, all toil defies: 

Misfortune ſerves to make us wiſe. 
At length the rreach'rous ſuare was lad; ; 

There fold. How envy'd was his doom 

Proud as a lover of his chains, 

He day by day her favour gains. 
* hene er. the duty. of the Uav.  . 
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He twirls her knots, he cracks her fan, | The thruſhes chatter'd with affright, 
Like any other Gentleman. 3p | And nightingales abhorr'd his fight; 
In viſits too his parts and wit, | All animals before him ran, 


When jeſts grew dull, were ſure to hit. To r hatcful fight of man. 

Proud with applauſe, he Woghr his mind Whence is the dread of ev'ry creature? 
In ev'ry courtly art refin do | I Fly they our figure or our nature? 
Like Orpheus, burnt with public zeal, | As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 
To civilize the monkey weal : * I ͤHis ear imperfect accents caught; N 
80 watch'd occaſion, broke his chain, ' [With cautious ſtep he nearer drew: _ 
And ſought his native woods again. I | By the thick ſhade conceal'd from view, 


The hairy ſylvans round him preſs, | High on the branch a Pheaſant ſtood; 
Aſtoniſh'd at his ſtrut and dreſs. _  ] Around her all her liſt' ning brood 
Some praiſe his ſleeve, and others glote I Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
Upon his rich embroider'd coat; I She thus a mother's care expreſt : 

His dapper perriwig commending, No dangers here ſhall cireumvent; 

| With the black tail behind depending; Within the woods enjoy content, 

His powder'd back, above, below, | Sooſet the hawk or vulture truſt 

Like hoary froſt, or fleecyfnow ; | ran man, of animals the work z 

But all with envy and dere | In him ingratitude you' find; 

His flutt'ring ſhoulder-knot admire. . | A vice peculiar to their kind. 5 
Hear and improve, he pertly cries; The ſheep, whoſe annual fleece is dy'd 

I come to make a nation wiſdG. To guard his health and ſerve his pride, 
Weigh your own worth; ſupport your place, | Forc'd from his fold and native plain, 
The next in rank to human race. - | Is in the cruel ſhambles ſlain. ES 
In cities long I paſs d my days, | The ſwarms who, with induſtrious {kill, _ 
Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways, | His hives with wax and honey i, 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners ſee; _ | In vain whole ſummer days.employ'd, 
Reform your ſtate, and copy me. | Their ſtores are ſold their race deſtroy d. 
Seek ye to thrive ? in flatt'ry deal ; . What tribute from the gooſe is paid! _ 
Your ſcorn, your hate, with that conceal, Does not her wing all ſcience aid ? 


Seem only to regard your friends; 155 Docs it not lovers hearts explain, | 
But uſe then toy your private ends. I And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain? 
Stint not to truth the flow of wit; © | What now rewards this gen'ral ule ? 
Be prompt to lye whene'er tis fit. He takes the quills, and eats the gooſe. 
Bend all your force to ſpatter merit; Man then avoid, deteſt his ways; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit. | _ | So ſafety ſhall prolong your days. 
Boldly to ev'ry thing attend, | | When ſervices are thus acquitted, 

And men your talents ſhall commend. Be ſure we Phcafauts muſt be ſpitted. 
I knew the great. Obſerve me right; od” EP . 


So ſhall you grow like man polite. I CO LET 3 
He focke, and bow'd. Wich mutt'ring jaws | $ 161. Fable XVI. The Pin and the Needle. 

2 wond' ring circle grinn'd applauſe. A PIN, who long had ſerv'd a beauty, 
ow, warm with. malice, envy, ſpire, 1 Proficient in the toilet's duty, 5 


Their moſt obliging friends they bit; Had form'd her flceve, confin'd her hair, 
And, fond to copy human ways, | Or giv'n her knot a ſmarter air, | 
Practiſe new in chiefs all their days. | Now neareſt to her heart was plac'd, 
. Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, | Now ia her mantua's tail diſgrac'd : 
2 travel finiſhes the fool ;\ | But could ſhe partial fortune blame, 
32 of ev'ry. coxcomb's airs, ho faw her lover ſerv'd the ſame? 
— drinks, games, dreſſes, whores, and ſwears; Ar length, from all her honours caſt, 
> crlooks with ſcorn all virtuous arts ; I Thro' various turns of life the pals'd; 

or vice is fitted to his parts. IN glitter'd on a tayJor's arm; - 

| ay | 2 Now kept a beggar's infant warm; 


Now, rang'd within a miſer's coat, 


$ 1306 Fable XV. Tie Philoſopher and the | Contributes to his yearly grost; 


| | Now, rais'd again from low-approach, 7 
HR A heaſants. OE. OO: She viſits in che dockers * 2 | 3 
T > Sage, awak'd at carly day, | Here, there, by various fortune toaſt, 
"i hroꝰ the dee foreſt took his way; At laſt in Greſham- hall was loſt. 
A wn by the muſic of the groves, Id Charm'd with the wonders of.the ſhow, ce — 
— the winding gloom be roves: _ On every fide, above, belt, 
— tree to tree the warbling throats | She now of this or that inquires; 
As ong the ſweet alternate notes. What leaſt was underſtood admires... 
1. 2 ere he paſt he terror threw ; Tis plain, each thing ſo truck her mind, 
 wng broke ſhort, the warblers flew; Her head's of virtuoſo kind. 2 


G 2 


* 
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I SAGA EILEEN OCLLT n rmnde ergo 


A A needle witn that filthy ſtone, | 


* 
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84 Ok 
And pray what's this, and this, dear Sir ? 
A needle, ſays th'interpreter. 
She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Addreſs'd her as a taylor's tool. 


Quite idle, all with ruſt o'ergrown ! 
Yu! better might employ your parts, 
And aid the ſempftreſs in her arts. 
But tell me how the friendſhip grew 
Between that paltry flint and you? 


Friend, _ the Needle, ceaſe to blame ; - | 


I follow real worth and fame. 


 Know'ſt thou the loadſtone's pow'r and art, 


That virtue virtues can impart ; 
Of all his talents I partake, _ 
Who then can ſuch a friend forſake ? 
*Tis I direct the pilot's hand 5 
To ſhun the rocks and treach'rous ſand; 


By me the diſtant world is known, * 


And either India is our own. 

Had I with milliners been bred, 
What had I been? The guide of thread, 
And drudg'd, as vulgar Needles do, 

Of no more conſequence than you. 


\ 
G 


” 0 
| the Wolf. 


= A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bold, 


Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold; 
Deep in the wood ſecure he lay; 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the ſhepherd's wakeful care 
Had ſpread the toils, and watch'd the ſnare: 
In vain the Dog purſu'd his pace, _ 
The fleeter robber px6ck'd the chace. 
As Lightfoot rang'd the foreſt round, 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. 
A trace, replies the Wolf. Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun: 
How can that ſtrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defcnceleſs kind? 5 
Thoſe jaws ſhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood; 
Great ſouls with gen'rous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt, 
How harmleſs is our fleecy care! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare. 
Friend, ſays the Wolf, the matter weigh; 


Nature deſign'd us beaſts of prey; 


As ſuch, when hunger finds a treat, 

Tis neceſſary Wolves ſhould eat. 

If, mindful of the bfeating weal, 
Thy boſom burn with real zeal, 

Hencę, and thy tyrant loyd beſeech; 

To hun repeat the moving ſpeech: 

A Wolf cats ſheep but now and then 

Ten thouſands are devour'd by men. 

An open foe may prove a curle ; 

But a pretended friend is worſe, 


Fable XVII. The Shepherd's Dog and 


| And ſpirited each awkward creature. 


His pallet ready o'er his thumb, 


4 


| Boox I. 
$ 153. Fable XIII. The Painter who pleaſed 
nobody and every body, 
LEST men ſuſpect your tale untrue, 
Keep probability in view. Hal 


The trav'ller leaping o'er thoſe bounds, | 


The credit of his book confourids. . 
| Who with his tongue hath armies routed, 
| Makes ev'n his real courage doubted 8 


But flatt'ry never ſeems abſurd ; 


| | The flatter'd always take your wotd : 


Impothbilities ſeem juſt ; 


|] They take the ſtrongeſt praiſe on truſt, 


Hyperboles, tho” ne'er ſo great, 


| Will till come ſhort of ſelf-conceit, 


So very like a painter drew, 


That ev'ry 2 the picture knew z 
He hit comp 


exion, feature, air, 
So juſt, the life itſelf was there. 

No flatt'ry with his colours laid, 

To bloom reſtor'd the faded maid ; .. 
He gave each muſcle all its ſtrength ; 


The mouth, the chin, the noſe's length. 
| His honeſt pencil touch'd with truth, 
And mark'd the date of age and youth. 
He loft his friends, his practice fail'd ; 
Truth ſhould not always be reveal'd; 


In duſty piles his pictures lay, 

For no one ſent the ſecond pay. | 
Two buſtos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 
A Venus' and Apollo's face, . © 
He plac'd in view; reſolv'd to pleafe 
Whoever fat; he drew from theſe; 

From theſe corrected ev'ry feature, 


All things were ſet; the hour was come, 
My Lord appear'd ; and ſeated right 
In proper attitude and light, | 


| The painter look'd, he ſketch'd the piece, 
| Then dipt his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 

Of Titian's tints, of Guido's air; 

| Thoſe eyes, my Lord, the ſpirit there 


Might well a Raphael's hand require, 
To give them all the native fire, 


| The features fraught with ſenſe and wit, Bo 
_ | You'll grant are very hard to hit; 
| But yet with patience you ſhall view 


As much as paint and art can do. | 


Obſerve the work. My Lord reply'd, 


| Till now I thought my mouth was wide; 


Beſides, my noſe is ſomewhat long; 
Dear Sir, for me tis far too young! 
Oh ! pardon me, the artiſt cryd, 


IIn this the painters muſt decide. 


The piece ev'n common eyes muſt ſtrike ; 
I warrant it extremely like. | 
My Lord examin'd it a- new; 


| No looking-glaſs ſeem'd half ſo true. 


A Lady came; with borrow'd grace 


He from his Venus form'd her face. 
- | Her lover prais'd the Painter's art; 


80 like the picture in his heart 
To ev'ry age ſome charm he lent ; : 


Ev'n beauties were almoſt content, _. 
Tang Through 


0 


Rook I. 


Through all the town his art they prais d; 
His cuſtom grew, his price was rais'd. 
Had he the real likeneſs ſhewn, 

Would any man the picture own? _ 
But when thus happily he wrought, 
Each found the likeneſs in his thought. 


8 254. Fable XIX. The Lion and the Cub. | 


ow fond are men of rule and place, 
II Who court it, from the mean and baſe ! 
Theſe cannot bear an equal nigh, 

But from ſuperior merit fly. 5 
They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 
And Joſe their hours in ale and ſmoke. 
There o'er ſume petty club preſide; 

So poor, {Þ paltry is their pride! | 
Nay, ev'n with fools whole nights will ſit, 
In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. | 
If theſe can read, to theſe I write, 

To ſet their worth in trueſt ligt. 

A Lion. cub, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the lion-kind ; | 
Fond of applauſe, he ſought the feaſts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beaſts; 
With aſſes all his time he ſpent; 
Fheir club's perpetual prefident, © 
He caught their manners, looks, and airs: 
An aſs in ev'ry thing but ears | 
If c'er his Highneſs meant a joke, 
They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke ; 
But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Gond Gods! how natural he brays! 

Elate with flatt'ry and conceit,- 

He feeks his royal — retreat; 
Forward, and fond to ſhew his parts, 
His Highneſs brays; the Lion ſtarts : 

Puppy, that curs'd vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converſation : 
Coxcombs, an ever- noiſy race, 

Are truinpets of their own diſgrace. _ 
Why ſo ſevere? the Cub replies; 
Our ſenate always held me wite ne 

How weak is pride! returns the fire; 
All fools are vain when fools admire ! 
But know, what ſtupid aſſes prize, N 
Lions and noble beaſts deſpiſe. — 


ö 


$ 155. Fable XX. The Old Hen and the Cock. 
ESTRAIN your child; you'll ſoon believe 
The text which ſays, We ſprung from Eve. 
As an Old Hen led forth her train, | 
And ſcemꝰd to peck to ſhew the grain; | 
She rak'd the chaff, ſhe ſcratch'd the ground, 
And glean'd the ſpacious yard around; | 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
the well's narrow margin ſprings, 
And prone ſhe drops. The mother's breaſt 
All day with ſorrow was poſſeſt. : 
A Cock ſhe met; her ſon ſhe knew, 
And in her heart affection grew. 
My ſon, ſays the, I grant your years 


1 


SACRED AND MORAT. 


1*Tis not from 
| But let thy ever-w 


Let courage female fears deſpiſe ; 
Or did ſhe doubt my heart was brave, 
And therefore this injunction gave? 
IJ Or does her harveſt ſtore the place, 

A treaſure for her younger race? 
Aud would ſhe thus my ſearch prevent? 
I ſtand reſolv'd, and dare th'event. 


5 


J fee you vig' rous, ſtrong, and bold; 
I bear with joy your triumphs told. 
Cocks thy fate I dread ; 
ary tread | 
Avoid yon well ; the fatal place 


Is ſure perdition to our race. 
Print this my counſel on thy breaſt ; 


To the juſt gods I leave the reſt. . 
He thank'd her care; yet day by day 
His boſom burn'd to difobey;  _ 


| Andev'ry time the well he faw, 
I Scorn'd in his heart the fooliſh law: 

{ Near and more near cach day he drew, _ 
And long'd to try the dang'rous view. 


Why was this idle charge? he cries ; 


Thus ſaid, he mounts the margin's round, 


And pries into the depth profound. 

| He ftretch'd his neck; and from below, 
With ftretching neck, advanc'd a foe: 
Wich wrath his ruffl'd plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffl'd plumes appears: 

{| Threat anſwer'd threat, his f 


| grew; 
Headlong to meet the war he flew; _. 


| But when the wat'ry death he found, 
He thus lamented as he drown'd: 
II ne'er had been in this condition, 
] But for my mother's prohibition. 


[$ 156. Fable XXI. The Rat-Catcher and Cats, 


| | They undermin'd whole ſides of bacon ; 


HE Rats by night ſuch miſchief did, 
Betty was ev*ry morning chid : 


Her cheeſe was ſapp'd, her tarts were taken; 
Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeſt paſte, . 


| Were all demoliſh'd and laid waſte. 
She curs'd the Cat for want of duty, 
| Who left heroes a conſtant booty. 


An Engineer of noted ſkill 
Engag'd to ſtop the growing ill. 
From room to room he now ſurveys 


Their haunts, their works, their ſecret ways z 


Finds where they *ſcape an ambuſcade, 
And whence their nightly fally's made. 

An envious Cat, from place to place, 
Unſeen, attends his {lent pace. 


| She ſaw that, if his trade went on, 


The purring race muſt be undone ; 


| So ſecretly removes his haits, 


And ev'ry ſtratagem defeats. 
Again he ſets the poiſon'd toils, 
And Puſs again the labour foils. 
What foe (to fruſtrate my deſigns) 
My ſchemes thus nightly countermincs ? 
Incens'd, he cries : this very hour | 
«© This wretch ſhall bleed beneath mv pow'r.” 
So ſaid, a pond'rous trap he brought; * 


oY rcach'd beyond a mother's cares. | 


And in the fact poor Puſs was caught. 
5 7 Smuggler, 


„ Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe!“ 


S . ELEGANT: EXTRACTS, 
PE. der ” favs he, © thou ſhalt be made | | 


« A victim to our lotk'of trade.“ TY 
The captive Cat, with piteous mews, 
For pardon, life, and freedom ſues. 

A ſiſter of the ſcience ſpare; 
© One int'reſt is our common care.” 
What infolence!” the man rep * 

4% Shall Cats with us the game divi 

&« Were all your 2 band 

„ Extinguiſh'd, or expell'd the land, 
Mie Rat- catchers might raiſe our bee, 


— Cat who ſaw the lifted knife, | 
Thus poke, and ſav'd her ſiſter's life: 

© In ev'ry age and clime, NS | 
© Two of a trade can ne'er agree. | 
«© Each hates his neighbour for encroaching 3 
« *Squize ſtigmatiſes *ſquire for poaching; 
« Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And ſcandal pelts each others charms; 
© Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own. 

© Kurt let us limit our defires ; 

Not war like beauties, kings, and quires 3 ; 
For tho? we both one prey purſue, 

8 There s game enough for us and you.” 


8 157. Fable XXII. The Goat without a Beard. | 


»PT75 certain, that the modiſh paſſions 
Deſcent among the crowd, like | 3 
Excuſe me then. if pride, conceit 
(As manners of the fair and great) 
7 ive to monkies, aſſes, bogs, 
F. ds, ele, goats, butter flies, and dogs. 
I f aa de ſe are proud: what then? 
E never faid tl ac equal ment, 
| Al ont (>< vain as Goat can be) 
cted Gngnlarity. 
W 1enc'er a th my bank he found, 
Ile zoll'd upon the fi fragrant ground; 
And then with fond attention ſtood, 
Fix'd oer his image in the flood. 
„ hate my frowzy beard,” he cries? 
« My youth is loſt in this dil guiſe, 
„Did not the females know my vigour, | 
„Well might they loath this rev'rend figure.” . 
| Refolv'd to ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 
He tough the barber of the place. 
A Aippant monkey, * and ſmart, 
Hard by, profeſs'd the dapper art: 
His pole with pe: vier baſons hung; ; 
Black rotten tc:ih in order ſtrun 
Rang'd cups that in the window . 
Lin'd with red rags, to look like blood, 
Did well kis thre: fold trade explain ; j 
Wh? Hav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a vein. 
Le goat he welcomes with an air, 
And ſeats him in his wooden chair: 
Mouth, noſc, and cheek, the lather hides: 
Lignt, ſmooth, and fwift, the razor _ 
21 hope your cuſtom, Sir,“ favs bug: 
6 Sure never fact was half fo ſmug.” 


| Replies a bearded chief, 
If boys can mottify thy pride, 


Of our whole flock ? 


And thus the ſputter'd : 


e _ 


N ö 
L 


— Boox- Is 
The Goat, f impatient for applauſe, 


_ | Swift to the neighb'ring hill withdraws ; 5 


The ſhaggy people grinn'd and ftar'd : 
Hcighday ! what's here without a beard !? 


-| © Say, brother, whence the dire diſgrace ? 


What envious hand hath robb'd your face T3 
When thus the fop, with ſmiles of ſcorn, 


% Are beards by civil nations worn? 


E'en Muſcovites have mow'd their chins. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 


And bear about the hairy load 


Whene'er we thro” the village ſtray, 
Are we not mock'd along the way; 


1 Infulted with loud ſhouts of ſcorn, 


By bo * our beards diſgrac'd and torn ?” 
ere you no more with Goats to dwell, 
Brother, I grant you reaſon well, - 


© Belide, | 


How wilt thou ſtand the ridicule 


Affected fool! 
Coxcombs, diſtinguiſh'd from the =" 


7 To all but coxcombs are a jeſt.” 


fee 


Is 158. Fable XXII. — 


| yy Ho. friendſhip with a knave hath made, 
Is judg'd a partner in the trade. 
The matron who condutts abroad 


A willing nymph, is thought a bawd ; 


| And if a modeſt girl is ſeen 
| With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, | 


We gucſs her not extremely nice, 


| And only wiſh to know her price. 


"Tis thus that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name N 
A wrinkl'd Hag, of wicked fame, 


| Befide a little ſmoky flame, 


Sat hov'ring, pinch'd with age and froſt : 
Her ſhrivel'd hands, with veins emboſs'd, 
Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, 

While palſy ſhook her crazy brains : 


| | She mumbles forth her backward pray rs, 


An untam'd ſcold of fourſcore years. 

About her ſwarm'd a num'rous brood 

Of Cats, who lank with hunger 'mew'd. 
Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew] 

Hence ye crew. 

Fool that I was, to entertain | | 

Such imps, ſuch fiends, a helliſh train; 

Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 

I for a witch had ne'er been curs'd; 

To you I owe that crowds of boys 

Worry me with eternal noiſe ; 

Straus laid acroſs, my pace retard; 

The horſe- ſnoe's nail'd (each threſhold's guard) 

The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, 


For fear that I ſhould up and ride; 
They ſtick with pins my bleeding ſeat, 


And bid me ſhow my ſecret teat.” 
To hear you prate would vex a n 3 
| Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint?“ 5 
KReplie 


- Is 


Book I. 
Replies a Cat. © Let's come to proof : 
Had we ne'er ſtarv d beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of our race, 1 
In credit liv'd, as beafts of chace. ” 

Tis infamy to ſerve a hag ; i | 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag; | 
And boys againſt our lives combine, S 
Becauſe *tis ſaid, your cats have nine.“ | 


$ 159. Fable XXIV. The Butter fly and Snail 
ALE upſtarts inſolent in place, 
£3 Remiad us of their vulgar race. | 

As, in the ſunſhine of the morn, | 
A Butterfly (but newly born) 


With pert conceit his boſom glows ; 
His wings (all glorious to 22 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold, 


Refiefts his eyes, and various hue. - 
His now-forgotten friend, a Snail, 

Beneath his houſe, with ſlimy trail, 

Crawls o'er the graſs ; whom, when 

In wrath he to the gard'ner cries, 

What meaas yon pealant's daily toil, 

From choaking weeds to rid the foil? 

Why wake you to the morning's care? 

Why with new arts correct the year? 

Why glows the peach with crimſon hue ? 

And why the plumb's inviting blue? 

Were they to feaſt his taſte deſign'd, 

That vermin of voracious kind? 2 

Cruſk then the ſlow, the pilf' ring race; 

So purge thy garden from diſgrace.” | 
What arrogance !* the Snail reply'd ; 

_ © How inſolent is upſtart pride! 

Had'ſt thou not thus, with inſult vain, 

Provok*d-my patience to complain, 

I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 

Nor trac'd thee to the ſcum of eartn. 

For ſcarce nine. ſuns have wak'd the hours, 

To ſwell the fruit and paiat the flow'rs, 

Since I thy humbler life. ſurvev'd, | 

In baſe and ſordid guiſe array'd ; 

A hideous inſect, vile, unclean, 

You dragg'd a flow and noiſome train; 

And from your ſpider-bowels drew 

Foul film, and ſpun the dirty clue. 

I own my Wamble life, good friend ; 


And what's a Butterfly? At beſt 
He's but a catterpillar dreſt; 
And all thy race (a num'rous ſeed) . » 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed.” | 

$ 160. Fable XXV. The Scold and the Parrot. 


PHE huſband thus reprov'd his wife: 
Who deals in ſlander lives in ſtrife 
Art thou the herald of diſgrace, | 
nouneing war to all thy race? 

Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 
Which ſpares no friend, nor ſex, nor age? 
hat vixen tongue of your's, my dear, 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
I | Good Gods! tis like a rolling river, 


Sat proudly perking on a roſe, _ 1 


| That all your neighbours roo have 
One ſlander muſt ten thouſand get; 


Wich ſecret jealoufies and fears 


Snail was I born, and Snail ſhall end. Ge. And bought his ſecrecy with bread. 


That murm'ring flows, and flows for ever! 
Neer tir'd, perpetual diſcord ſowing! 


Like fame, it gathers ſtrength by going. 


Heighday !* the flippant tongue replies, 
© How — is the fool, how wiſe!  —+ 
Is nature's choiceſt gift debarr'd ? : 


| Nay, frown not, for I will be heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden; 


A Parrot's privilege forbidden! 

You praiſe his talk, his .* ſong; 
But wives are always in the wrong!“ 
Now reputations flew in pieces, © | 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces : 
She ran the Parrot's language o'er, | 
Bawd, huſſy, drunkard, ſlattern, whore; 


_ | On all the ſex ſhe vents her fury; 
| Tries and condemns without a jury. 


At once the torrent of her words 


Wide he diſplays; the ſpangled dew _ | Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds; 
| All join their forces to confound her; 
- | Puſs ſpits, the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels afſaults; 


The magpye blabs out all her faults ; 


Poll, in the uproar, from his cage, 
With this rebuke out- ſcream'd her rage: 
[A Parrot is for talking priz d, 

| But prattling women are deſpis'd. 


he who attacks another's honour 
Praws ev'ry living thing upon her, 
Think, Madam, when you ftretch your lungs, 


congues 5 
The world with int'reſt pays the debt. 


- |$ x61. Fable xxvl. The Cur and the Maſtiff. 


SNEAKING Cur, the maſter's 
Rewarded for his daily lye, 


A 


ipy, 


Set all together by the ears. 
Poor Puſs to-day was in diſgrace ; © 
Another cat ſupply'd her place; , 


| The Hound was bear, the MaRiff chid, 


The Monkey was the room forbid ; 
Each to his deareſt friend grew ſhy, 


| And none could tell the reaſon why. 


A plan to rob the houſe was laid; 
The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid ; 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ſtrok'd his. head, 


He next the Maſtiff 's honour — — ; 7 
Whoſe honeſt jaws the bribe defy'd. 


| He ſtretch'd his hand to proſſer more; 


The ſurly dog his fingers tore. 

Swift ran the Cur; with indignation 
The maſter took his information. | 
Hang him, the villain's curs'd, he cries ; 
And round his neck the halter ties. 

The Dog his humble ſuit preferr'd, 
And begg'd in juſtice to be heard. 

The maſter ſat. On either hand 
The cited Dogs confronting: ſtand ; 
The Cur the bloody tale relates, 


-Alarms our ncighbours far and near, 


Aud, like a lawyer, aggravates. 
| G ul 
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But weigh the cauſe of either fide. 


Take not informers words on truſt ; 


: The: Cur Was — che Maſtiff 


| y there no hope 


When thus the Man, with eng ba 


Let me my former life review.  _ 
I grant, my bargains well were made, 
But all men over- reach in trade 


Sure, ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion. 
Is well increas” 
_ Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 


My will hath made the world amends; 


| 20 all my pious 


No more in flatt'ring hope 
Can thy good deeds in former times 


To crown thy life with length of days „ 
Embrace with joy the happy Hour. 


This inſtant give a hundred pound; 


Who knows as yet what Heav'n deſigns ? : 
That ſum and more are in my will, 


Your life, your foul, your hcav'n was gain. 


By giving what is not your own. 


Judge not unheard, the Maſtiff cry'd, | 


Think not that treach'ry can be juſt ; | 
They ope their hand to er'r Pay, | 5 


And you and me by turns betray. 
He ſpoke. And all the truth e 


Al... 


? the Sick Man ſaid. 
The ſilent Aberor ſhook his head, 


Orrow-. 


J feel the chilling wound of death: 
Since I muſt bid the world adieu, 


Tis ſelf-defence in each profeſſion: 


The little portion in my hands, 
By good ſecurity on lands, 

4. If, unawares, 
My juſtice to myſelf and heirs 


For want of good ſufficient bail; 
If I by writ, or bond, or deed, 
Reduc'd a family to need, 


My hope on charity depends. 
When I am number'd with the dead, 


ifts are read, 
7 heav'n and earth *rwill then be known, | 


charities were amply ſhown. 
Angel came. Ah friend ! he ery'd, 8 
fide. . 


Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 
What widow or what orphan prays 


A pious action's in thy, pow'r, 


Now, while you draw the vital air, 
Prove yaur intention is G:ncerc. 


Your neighbours want, and you hound. | 
But why ſuch haſte, the Sick Man whines ; 


Perhaps I may recover ſtill; 

Fool, fays the Viſion, now tis plain, 
From ev'ry ſide, with all your might, 
You — and ſcrap'd beyond your right ; 
And after death would fain atone, 


While there is life-there's hopes, he cry d; 
Then why ſuch haſte ? So groau'd, — dy'd, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| 


| 5 ere a bard whom genius fires, 


I Who gave thee birth, and rais' 


— . 


| My crimes lie heavy on my 


Book T. 
$ 163. Fable XXVIII. The Perſian, the Sun, 
and the Cloud. 


ſe ev'ry thought the God inſpires ? 
When Envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, ihe rails, the raves, ſhe pines ; 
Her hiſſing ſnakes with venom ſwell; : 


She calls her venal train from hell: 
| The ſervile fiends her nod obey, | 
„ 3 gy | And all Curl's authors are in pay. 
| TY Fable XXVII. 2 Sick Man 4 the 
| o . ſhadow owes its birth to light. 


Fame calls up calumny and ſpite 


roſtrate to the God of day, 


With ith bean devout, a Perſian lay, 
His invocation thus begun: 


Parent of light, all- ſering Sun, 


Prolific beam, whoſe rays diſpenſe 
breath: | The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praiſe, our daily pray'r, | 
| Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year! — 


A Cloud, who mock'd his Fay tongue, 
s hu | 


| The day with ſudden darkne 


Wich pride and envy ſwell'd aloud.* 

A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud : 
Weak is this gaudy God of thine, 

Whom I at will forbid to ſhine. 

Shall I nor vows nor incenſe know? 

Where praiſe is due, the praiſe beſtow. 

Wich fervent zeal the Perſian mov'd, 


Thus the proud calumny reprov'd : 


It was that God, who claims m r 
| wa there 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown. 


1 a ras gale, a puff of wind, 


thy thickeſt troops combin'd.. 
| RI oſe ; the vapour, toſt 
| he 1 of winds) i in SS. was loft. 


The glorious orb the day refines ; 


| "Tus epyy aa, thus merit ſhines. | 


1 0 Fable XXIX. The Fox at th point of 


Death. 


| A FOX i in life's extreme decay, 


Weak, ſick, and faint, expiring lay ; 
All appetite had left his maw, | 
And age difarm'd his mumbling j jaw. 
His num'rous race around him ſtand, 
To learn their dying fire's command: 
He rais'd his head with whining _—_ 
And thus was heard the feeble tone : 

Ah, ſons! from evil ways depart ; 


See, ſce, the murder'd geeſe appear ! 
Why are thoſe bleeding turkies there? 


| Why all around this cackling train, 
| Who haunt my ears for chickens ſlain ? 


The hungry Foxes round them ſtar'd, 


And for the promis'd feaſt prepar'd. 


Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 


Nor turkey, gooſe, nor hen is here. 


Theſe are the phantoins of your brain, 


5 
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Boox I 
o gluttons ! ſays the drooping fire, 
Reſtrain inordinate defire. | 
Your liqu'riſh _= ou ſhall deplore, 
When peace of conſcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 


Thieves dread the ſearching eye of pow'r, 
And never feel the quiet hour. - 
Old age (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period to my woe. 
Would you true happineſs attain, 
Let honeſty your paſſions rein; 
So live in credit and eſteem, TE 
And the good name you loſt, redeem. 

The counſel's good, a Fox replies, 
Could we perform what you adviſe. 
Think what our anceſtors have done; 
A line of thieves from ſon to ſon: 1 
To us deſcends the long diſgrace ; 

And infamy hath mark'd our race. 


Honeſt in thought, in word, 

Whatever hen-rooſt is decreaſt, 5 
We ſhall be thought to ſhare the feaſt. 
The charge ſhall never be believ'd ; 
A loſt good name is neꝰer retriev'd. 

Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But bark! I hear a hen that clocks) 
Go, but be mod”rate in your food; 

A chicken too might do me good. 


DP. Partridge. 

HE ranging Dog the ſtubble tries, 
T And — * ev' ry breeze that flies ; 
a ſcent 

e creeps, and points the covey near ; 
The men, in ſilence, far behind, . 


Conſcious of game, the net unbind. 


A Partridge, with experience wiſe, 
The fraudful preparation ſpies: 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood ; 
The covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood; 


But ere her certain wing ſhe tries, 


Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries : ' 
Thou fawning ſlave to man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of lux'ry, ſneaking cheat, 


| Of thy whole ſpecies thou diſgrace ; 


Dogs ſhall difown thee of their race! 

For if I judge their native parts, 
They're born with open honeſt hearts; 
And ere they ſerv'd man's wicked ends, 
Were gen'rous foes, or real friends. 


When thus the Dog, with ſcornful ſmile : 


Secure of wing, thou dar'ſt revile. 
Clowns are to poliſh'd manners blind; 
How ign'rant is the ruſtic mind ! 
My worth, ſagacious courtiers ſee, 
And to preferment riſe, like me. 
The thriving pimp, who beauty ſets, | 
Hath oft enhanc'd a nation's debts : | 
Friend ſets his friend, without regard ; 
And miniſters his ſkill reward: 

hus train'd by man, I learnt his ways, 
And growing favour feaſts my days. 


/ 


— 0 


And gins and guns deſtroy our race ? 5 


54 


grows warm; with cautious fear 


1 


[ 


Though we, like harmleſs ſheep, - feed, | 


. 


How ſhall he chace this hideous 
| Pow'r may perhaps protect his reſt. 


SACRED AND MORI. % 
ws 


| Servants are apt, and in a trice . . 
| 


I might have gueſs'd, the Partridge ſaid, 
The place where you were train'd and fed; 


Ape to a hair their maſter's vice. 
You came from court, you ſay, adieu: 
She ſaid, and to the covey flew.” 


8 166. Fable XXXI. The Dniverſal Apparition. 
A RAKE, by ev'ry paſſion rul'd, . 
+* With ey'ry vice his youth had cool'd; 


a | Diſeaſe his tainted blood affails ; 


His ſpirits droop, his vigour fails: 


I With ſecret ills at home he pines, 
I And, like infirm old age, declines. 


As twing'd with pain he penſive fits, 


| And raves, and prays, and ſwears by fits; 


ghaſtly phantom, lean and wan, 


1A 
Before him roſe, and thus began: 


My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your ear ; 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 5 a 


Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor pow'r, 


| Can give the heart a cheerful hour 


When health is loſt. Be timely wiſe : 


1 With health all taſte of pleaſure flies. 


Thus ſaid, the phantom diſappears, 


The weary counſel wak d his fears; 
0 
| With phyſic purifies his veins; 
| And, to procure a ſober life, 


| 5 165. Fable XXX. The Setting Dog and the 
15 — 


He now from all exceſs abſtains z; 


Reſolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite aſcends ; 
Where'er he walks his car attends ; 
Inſinuates that beauty's frail; 
That perſeverance muſt prevail ; 


| With jealouſies his brain inflames, 


And whiſpers all her lovers names. 
In other hours ſhe repreſents "ho 
His houſehold charge, his annual rents, 


| Increafing debts, perplexing duns, 


And nothing for his younger ſons. ._ 
Strait all his thought to gain he turns, 


And with the thirſt of lucre burns. 7 


But when poſſeſs'd of fortune's ſtore, 


The Spectre haunts him more and more: 
IJ sets want and miſery in view, 1 


Bold thieves, and all the murdꝰ ring crew ; | 


Alarms him with eternal fright, 
Infeſts his dreams, or wakes his nights. 
gueſt > 


To pow'r he roſe : again the Sprite 
Beſcts him morning, noon, and night; 
Talks of Ambition's tott'ring ſeat ; 
How Envy perſecutes the great; 


Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, ee 
And what dif; his fall attends. by 


The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And ſeeks the peace of rural air: 
His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours ; 
— uy his _ he — his flow'rs. 
ut Care again his ues; 
Warns — blade, if lighting dews, 
Of plund'ring inſects, ſnails, and rains, 


And droughts that ftarv'd the labour'd plains, 
: | Abroad, 


) 


90. 
f Abroad, at home, — 


In vain we ſeek to fly from Care. 

At length he thus the Ghoſt addreſt: 

Since thou muſt be my conſtant gueit, 

Be kind, and follow me no more; 

For Care 2 right ſhould go before. 

— . 

$ 167. | Fable XXXII. The Two Oruts aud the 
p Sharrocu. 
i T WO formal Owls together far, 

; Conferring thus in civil chat : 

| How is the modern taſte decay*d ! 

| Where's the reſpecteto wiſdom paid? 

Our worth the Grecian ſages knew; 

They gave our fires the honour due; 
They wei h'd the dignity of fowls, 

And pry'd into the depth of Owls. 

Athens, the ſeat of learned fame, 

With gen'ral voice rever'd our name; 5 

On merit title was conferr'd, | 

And all ador'd th Athenian bird. 

Brother, you reaſon well, replies 

be ſolemn mate, with half · ſnut eyes; = 

Right. Athens was the ſeat of WL} * 
And truly wiſdom is diſcerning. e 
Beſides, on Pallas“ helm we ſit, 

The type and ornament of wit; 

But now, alas ! we're quite neglected; 

And a pert Sparrow's more reſpected! 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, 
O'erhears them ſooth each other's pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat: 

Who meets a fool muſt find conceit. 

I grant, you were at Athens gracd, 
And on Minerya's helm were plac'd ; 
But ev'ry bird that wings the ky, 
Except an Owl, can tell you why. 
From hence they taught their ſchools to know 
Ho falſe we judge by outward ſhow ; | 
That we ſhould ntver looks eſteem, 

Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. 
Would ye contempt and ſcorn avoid, 

Let your vainglory be deftroy'd : 

Humble your arrogance of thought ; 5 
Purſue the ways by nature taught: 

So ſhall you find delicious fare, 5 
And gratcful farmers praiſe your care; 


So fhall ſleek mice your chace reward, 
And no keen cat find more 1 


- TORE 


- 


&$ 168. Fable xxXIII. The Conrtier and Protens. | 


WII NE ER a courtier's out of place, 
The country ſhelters his diſgrace; 

Where, doom'd to exerciſe and health, 

His houſe and gardens own his wealth, 

He builds new ſchemes, in hope to gain 

The plunder of another reign : Ih 

Like Philip's ſon, would fain be doing, 

And ſighs for other realms to ruin. 

As one of theſe (without his wand) 
Peniive, along the winding ſtrand 
Employ'd the ſolitary hour, | 
In projects to regain his pow'r j 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


„ 


2 * 


IA wolf, an aſs, a fox, a bear. 


] such transformation might ſurprize; 


| They play the bear's and fox's part; 


Box 1, Bool 


The waves in ſpreading circles.ran, Forth fri 
Proteus aroſe, and thus began: And. to 

| Came yoy from court ? far in your mien A cue 
| A ſelf- important air is ſeen. Whence 
He frankly own'd his friends had tick d hin. While « 

( | And how he fell his party's victim. | _— 0 
Know, ſays the Gad, by matchleſs Kill, 44 * 

I change to ev? I ſhape r fo i 
But yet I'm told, at court you ſee. | To the 

- | Thoſe who preſume to rival me. 5 Both 
Thus faid—a ſnake, with hideous trail, The co 
Proteus extends his ſcaly mail, He ne't 
Know, fays the man, though proud in Attack 

All courtiers are of reptile race. plas Think 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, Be his 

I Baſk in the ſun, and fly the form; Thr 
Wich malice hiſs, with envy glote, Then 
And for convenience change their coat; While 
Wich new-got luſtre rear their head, Rebou 
Though on a dunghill born and bred. All 
I Sudden the God a lion ſtands; A wh 
I He. ſhakes his mane, he ſpurns the fands; — 
Now afierce lynx, with Mo, 


ery , * 


Had I ne'er liv'd at court, he cries, | By bc 


But there, in queſt of daily game, 

Each abler courtier acts the ſame. 
Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in place, 
Their friends and fellows are their chace. 
Now rob by force, now ſteal with art, 
They ſometimes in the ſenate bray; 
Or chang'd —= to beaſts of prey; 
Down from the lion to the a 


Practiſe the frauds of ev'ry „ | And 
So ſaid, upon the God he flies; A 
In cords the ſtruggling captive ties. Ac 
: Now, Proteus, now (to truth compell'd ) | He 
Speak, and confeſs thy art excell d. Obſ 
- | Uſe ſtrength, {urprize, or what you. ws In t 
The courtier finds evaſions till : | His 
Not to be bound by any ties, | In 
9 And e forc'd to leave his 3 5 
4 ; 1 
” 169. Fable xxxlv. The Maſtiff | = 
TREE who in quarrels interpoſe, To 
Muſt often wipe a bloody noſe. Me 
A Maſtiff, of true Engliſh blood, Ar 
| Lov'd fighting better than his food. Bo 
| When dogs were ſnarling for a bone, At 
He long'd to make the war his own ; At 
And often found (when two contend) 4 
| To interpoſe obtain'd his end; M 
He glory'd in his limping Pace ; ; A 
The ſcars of honour ſcam'd his face; 'T 
In ev'ry limb a gath appears, 1 
And frequent fights retrench'd his ears. 1 
As on a time he heard from far * 
Two dogs engag'd in poiſy war, 0 


Away he ſcours, and lavs about him, 


Reſold'd no fray ſhould be without him. - 


Forth 


Book I. 


Forth from his your a tanner flics, 

And-to the bold intruder cries, . 

A cudgel ſhall correct your manners; 

hence ſprung this curſed hate to tanners ? 

While on my Dog you vent your ſpite, - 

Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite. 

To ſee the battle thus perplex'd, 

With equal rage a butcher vex'd; _ 

Hoarſe ſcreaming-from the circl'd crowd, 

To the curs'd Maſtiff cries aloud : 

Both Hockley-hole and Marybone 

The combats of my Dog have known. 

He ne'er, like bullies coward-hearted, 

Attacks in public, to be parted. 

Think not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame; 

Be his the honour or the ſhame. | 

Then dragg'd their faſten'd Dogs aſunder; 

While clubs and kicks from ev'ry fide 

Rebounded from the Maſtiff's hide. | 
All reeking now with ſweat and blood, 

A while the parted warriors ſtood, 

Then pour'd upon the meddling foe ; 


He roſe, and, limping from the fray, 
By both ſides mangl'd, ſneak'd away. 


$ 170. Fable xxxV. The Barley 
— the Dunguill. 


HO many ſaucy airs we meet 
rom Temple- bar to Aldgate-ſtreet ? 
Proud rogues, who ſhar'd the South- ſea prey, 
And ſpring like muſhrooms in a day! 
They thi:k it mean to condeſcend 
To know a brother or a friend 
They bluſh to hear their mother's name; 
| And by their pride expole their ſhame. 
As croſs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, 
He ſtopp'd, and leaning on his fark, 
Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 
In thought he meaſur'd all his ſtore ; 
His geeſe, his hogs, he number'd o'er : 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces ſhorn, 
And multiply'd the next year's corn. 
| A Barley-mow, which Rood hefide, | 
Thus to its muſing maſter cry'd'; 
Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with neglect and flight > 
Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer, 
| Why thus inſulted, thus diſgrac'd,, - 
And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 
Are thoſe poor ſweepings of a groom, 
That filthy fight, that nauſeous fume, 
Meet objects here > Command it hence: 
A thing ſo mean mult give offence. 
The humble Dunghill thus reply'd, - 
Thy maſter hears, and mocks thy pride: 
Inſult not thus the meek and low; 
In me thy benefactor know; 
My warm aſſiſtance gave thee birth, 
Or thou hadſt periſh'd low in earth; 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


| In muſing contemplation warm, 


Thus ſaid, they ſwore, and rav'd like thunder; 


Who, worry'd, howPd and ſprawPd below. 


Mow and | 


I Whoſe murders ſpring from power and 


3 


* Garth's Diſpenſatory. 


5 9 
| But upſtarts, to ſupport their ſtation, . N 
Cancel at once all obligation. 

md 4 3 — 


. 


_ 


* 


XXXVI. Pyrlagoras and ie 
Conntryman. -: 


1 J 171. Fable 


| | PYTHAGRAS roſe at early dawn, | 


| By ſoaring meditation drawn, 
To breathe the fragrance of the day. 
Through flow'ry fields he took his way. 


| His ſteps miſled him to a farm, 


| Where, on the ladder's topmoſt round, 


A peaſant ſtood : the hammer's ſound 


- | ghook the weak tary. Say; friend; what exry 


Calls for thy honeſt labour there??? 
The Clown, with furly voice, replies, | 
Vengeance aloud for juſtice cries...  _ 
This kite, by daily rapine fed, 
My hens annoy, my turkies dread, 
At length his forfeir life hath paid; 
See on the wall his wings diſplay d; 
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind, 
My fowls ſhall future ſafety find; 


| My yard the thriving poultry feed; 
And my barns refuſe fat the bree. 
Friend, ſays the Sage, the doom is wiſe ;. 
For public good the murd'rer dies. 


But if theſe tyrants of the air 

| Demand a ſentence fo ſevere, - 
Think how the glutton man devours ; 
What bloody feaſts regale his hours! 
O, impudence of pow'r and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou perhaps, carniv'rous ſinner, 
Hadſt pullets yeſterday for dinner! 
Hold, cry'd the Clown, with paffion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated? _ 
When Heav'n the world with creatures ſtor'd, 
{| Man was ordain'd their ſov'reign lord. | 
Thus tyrants boaſt, the Sage reply'd, 


6 . 


pride, 
. | Own then, this manlike kite is ſlain 15 
Thy greater lux'ry to ſuſtain; _ 

{| For * Petty rogues ſubmit to fate, 

That great ones may enjoy their ſtate.” 


* 


I $ 172. Fable XXVII. The Farmer's Wife and 

1 | 5 the Raven. „ 
| WHY are thoſe tears? wh -.- - apo 
| Is then your other huſband dead 
Or does a worſe diſgrace hetide ; 
Hath no one fince his death apply'd? 
| Alas! you know the cauſe too well: 
The ſalt is ſpilt; to me it fell. 
Then, to contribute to my loſs, 
My knife and fork were Jaid acroſs; 
On Friday too! the day I dread ! 
Would I were ſafe at home in bed 
Laſt night (1 vow to Heav'n 'tis true) 
Bounce from the fire a tofhn flew. * 
Next poſt ſome fatal news ſhall tell: 
| God ſend my Corniſh friends be v ell! 


* 


Unhapfy 


Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended; 
Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended; 
And when the butler clears the table, 
For thy deſert, I'll read my fable. 
Betwixt her ſwagging panniers load 
A farmer's wife to market rode, - 
And jogging on, with thoughtful care, 
Summ'd up the gun of her ware; 
rom 


Thus far and wide was heard her ſcream . 
(Curſe on his ill betiding eroak) 
| When poor blind Ball, with ſtumbling tread, 


| Rail'd, ſwore, and curs d: Thou croaking 
A murrain take thy whoreſon throat 
I knew misfortune in the note. 


Unclench your fiſt, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thoſe curſes thrown? 
Goody, the fault was all your own : 


On Dun, the old ſure-footed mare, 
| With croaking had your tongue our-thunder'd, | J0%* files, and grants bis full requeſt. | 
© Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs, | | 
And you, good woman, ſav'd your eggs. 


= Forſook the barn, and ſought the wood; 
Behind her ran her infant train, 
Collecting here and there a grain. 


Behold, the buſy „ 
See, millions blacken all the place! 
Fear not. Like me, with freedom eat; 


How bleſs'd, how envy'd were our life, 
Could we but ſcape the poult'rer's knife! 


52 | ELEGANT 


Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, 
Nor feel action 10 thy —4 'F q 


When ſtarting her ſilver dream, 
That raven on yon left-hand oak 

s me no good. No more ſhe ſaid. 

Fell ; Oerturn'd the pannier lay; 


And her maſh'd eggs beſtrew'd the way. 
She, ſprawling in the yellow road, 


© Dame, quoth the Raven, ſpare your oaths, 


For had you laid this brittle ware 


: * Fable XXXVIII. The Turkey and Aut. 
IN other men we faults can ſpy, 


And blame the mote that dims their eye; 


Each httle ſpeck and blemiſh find; 
To our own ſtronger errors blind. 


A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 


Draw near, my birds, the mother cries, 
This hill delicious fare ſupplies; 
Negro race: 


An Ant is moſt delightful meat. — 


But man, curs'd man, on Turkey preys, 
And Chriſtmas ſhortens all our days : 
Sometimes with oyſters we combine, 
Sometimes aſſiſt the ſav'ry chine. 

From the low ant to the lord, 
The Turkey ſmokes on ev'ry board. 
Sure, men for gluttony are curſt : 

Of the ſev'n deadly fins the worſt. 6 
An Ast, who climb'd beyond his reach, 


Thus anfwer'd from the neighb' ring beech : 


Ere you remark another's fin, 


Bid thy own conſcience look within; 


road, 


EXTRACTS, 


Controul ly more voracivus bill, 


Nor for a breakfaſt nations kill. 


| * 8 


9 9174. Fable XXXIX. The Father and Jupiter. 
| PHE Man to Jove his fuir preferr'd ; | 


He begg'd a wife. His pray'r was heard. 


| | Jove wonder'd at his bold addrefling : 
3 For how precarious is the blefling ! 


A wife he takes. And now for heir . 


Again he worries Heav'n with prayers, 
| Jove nods aſſent. Two hopeful boys 
And a fine girl reward his joys. : 


Now more ſolicitous he grew, 


| | And fer their future lives in view 
| He ſaw that all reſpe& and duty 
Were paid to wealth, to pow'r, and beauty. 


Once more, he cries, accept my pray'r; 
Make my lov'd progeny thy care. 
Let my Ard hope, my fav'rite boy, 
All fortune's richeſt gifts enjoy. 
My next with ſtrong ambition fire: 


Ln 


May favour teach him to aſpire; 
Till ; 


he the ſtep of pow'r aſcend, 
And courtiers to their idol bend. 


= [ With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charm, 
My daughter's perfect features arm. 


If Heav'n approve, a father's bleſt. 


The firſt, a miſer at the heart, 


; : Studiaus of ev'ry griping art, | 
Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain; 


And all his lifc devotes to gain. 

He feels no joy, his cares increaſe, 
He neither wakes nor ſleeps in peace; 
In fancy'd want (a wretch complete) 
He ſtarves, and yet he dares not eat. 


The next to ſudden honours grew : 


I The thriving art of courts he knew; 
He reach'd the height of pow'r and place, 


Then fell, the victim of diſgrace. 
Beauty with early bloom ſupplies = 


| The vain coquette each fuit diſdains, 


And glories in her lover's pains. 


Wich age ſhe fades, each lover flies; : 
I Contemn'd, forlorn, the pines and dies. 


When Jove the father's grief ſurvey'd, 


And heard him Heav'n and Fate upbraid, 
Thus ſpoke the God: —By outward ſhow 

| Men judge of happineſs and woe : Ns 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 

| Dare to direct th'Eternal Will? 

| Seek virtue; and, of that poſleſt, 


To Providence reſign the reſt. 


9175. Fable XL. The Two Monkies. 
THE learned, full of inward pride, HEY 
The Fops of outward ſhow deride: 


The fop, with learning at defiance, 
Scotts at the pedant and the ſcience : | 


The 


{ 


Book I. 
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Deſpiſe 
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Book I. 
The Don, a formal, ſolemn ſtrutter, 
Deſpiſes Monſieur's airs and flutter; 
While Monſieur mocks the formal fool, 

Who looks, and ſpeaks, and walks by role. | 
Britain, a medley of the twain, _ 
As pert as France, as grave as Spain, 
In fancy wiſer than the reſt, 
Laughs at them both, of both the jeſt. | 
Is not the. poet's chiming cloſe 
Ceaſur'd by all the ſons of proſe ? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Deſpiſe the ſleepy proſe narration. | 
Men laugh at apes, they men contemn ; 
For what are we, but apes to them? 


Two monkies went to Southwark fair; 3 
No critics had a ſourer air: 
They forc'd their wa through draggl'd folks, 
Who gap'd to catch Jack-pudding's jokes: 
Then took their tickets for the ſhow, 
And got by chance the foremoſt row, 
To ſce their grave, obſerving face, 
Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 


Brother, ſays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
The rabble's monſtrouſly il|-bred! _ 


Now through the booth loud hiſſes ran; 
Nor ended till the ſhow began 
The tumbler whirls the fli "i round, 

With ſomerſets he ſhakes 4 ground; 

The cord beneath the dancer ſprings; 

AJoft in air the vaulter ſwings; 

Diſtorted now, now prone depends, 

Now through his twiſted arms afcends : 

The crowd, in wonder and delight, 
With clapping hands applaud the fight. 


The giant apes of reaſon pleaſe, 

How would they wonder at our arts! 

They muſt adore us for our parts. 

High on the twig I've ſeen you cling, | 

Play, twiſt} and turn in airy rin % 

How can thoſe clumſy things, like me, 

Fly with a bound from tree to tree? 

Bur yet, by this applauſe, we find 

Theſe emulators 2 our kind 

Diſcern our worth, our parts regard, 

Who our mean mimics thus reward. 
Brother, the grinniag mate replies, 

In this I grant that man is wiſe. 

While good example they purſue, 

We mutt allow ſome praiſe is due; 

But when they ftrain deyond their guide, 

T laugh to ſcorn the mimic pride ; 

— how. fantaſtic is the fight, 

o meet men always bolt upright, 

cauſe we ſometimes walk on two! 


FIRE the unitating crew. I 


I 176, Fable XLI. The Owl and the Farmer. 


AN Owl, of grave deport and mien, 
Who (like t the Turk) was ſeldom ſeen, 
Within a barn had choſe his ſtation, 
As fit for j prey and contemplation, @_ 


| 


ha 


SACRED AN D MORAL 


| Upon a beam aloft he fits, | 
| And nods, and ſeems to think by fs. 


| Or 3 


Smoke, 


Like ſlaves, t 
And own me 


z 
Thou dull important lump of pride, | 
Dar'ſt thou, with that harſh grating * 


4 ools f 1 deriſion follow fools. 
With ſmiles, quoth ate If pranks like theſe F * 
| You'd think (fo far his art tranſcends) | 
The devil at his fingers ends 


| Ry turns, this here, that there __ 


And now his iv'ry eggs 


1 


93 


So have I ſeen a man of news 

o'er Gazette peruſe; 

and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe roun 

Sheaves pil'd on ſheaves hid all the floor. 
At dawn of morn, to view his ſtore, 

The Farmer came. The hooting _ 


nis ſelf- importance thus expreſt : 


Reaſon in man is mere pretence : 
How weak, how ſhallow is his ſenſe ! 
To treat with ſcorn the Bird of as 


| Declares his folly, or his ſpite. 


| Then, too, how partial is his praiſe * 
The lark's, the linnet's chirping lays, 
To his ill- judging ears are fine, 
And nightingales are all divine. 5 
But the more knowing feather'd race 
See wiſdom ſtamp'd upon my face. 
Whene'er to viſit light I deign, | 
What flocks of fow 7 compoſe my train 

I my flight * 
of ſuperior kind, _ 


The Farmer laugh'd, and thus replyd: : 


Depreciate birds of warbling tong? | 
Indulge thy ſpleen. Know, men and fowl 
— — thee as thou art, an Owl. 

Beſides, proud blockhead, be not vain 


| Of what thou call'ſt thy ſlaves and train. 


Few follow wiſdom, or her 3 


* 


$ 177. Fable XLII. The Tugglers, 
\ TUGGLER long through all the town 


Had rais'd his fortune and renown ; 


Vice heard his fame, ſhe read his bill; 


Convinc'd of his inferior {ki ll, 
| She ſought his booth, and from the crowd : 


Defy'd the man of art aloud : | 
Is this then he ſo fam'd for flight ? 
Can this ſtow bungler cheat your ſight? 


| Dares he with me diſpute the prize? 
| I leave it to impartial eyes. 


Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, Tis done; 
In ſcience I ſubmit to none. 
Thus ſaid, the cups and balls he play'd ; 8 
he cards, obedient to his . 
Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 
His little boxes change the grain : 
Trick after trick deludes the train. 


| He ſhakes his bag, he ſhews all fair; 
| His fingers ſpread, and nothing Nn, 


Then bids it rain with ſhow?rs of gold ꝰ 

are told : i 
But when from thence the hen he dr ws, 
Amaz'd ſpectators hum applauſe. 


ELEGANT 


Vice noi. ſtept forth, and took the place 

With all the forms of his grimace. ; 

This magic looking-glals, ſhe cries, | 
« There, hand it round) will charm your — 
Each eager eye the fight deſir d. 

And ev'ry man himſelf admir-d. 

Next, to a ſtuator addreſſmg, 
See. this bank - note; obſerve the bleſſing ; ; 


Upon his lips a padlock ſhone. 
A ſecond puff the magic broke: 
The padlock vaniſh'd, and he ſpoke. 
Twelve bottles rang'd upon the — | 
All full, with heady liquor ſtor'd, | 
By clean conveyance diſappear ; 
And now two bloody ſwords are there 1 
* purſe ſhe to a thief exposd _ 
At once his ready fingers clos d. 
He opes his fiſt, the treaſure's, fled; 
He ſces a halter in its ſtead. 
She bids ambition hold a wands 
He graſps a hatchet in his hand. 
A box of charity ſhe ſhows : | 
Blow here (and a churchwarden blows) ; "PW 
Tis vaniſh'd with conveyance neat, - 
And on the table ſinokes a treat. 
. She thakes the dice, the board ſhe _— 
And from all pockets fills her box. | 
dhe next a meagre rake addreft : | 
This picture ſee; her ſhape, her breaſt! 
What youth, and what i inviting eyes! : 
Holdher, and have her. Wi ick 1 ſurpriſe 8 
His hand expos'd a box of pills, : 
And a Joud laugh proclaim'd his ills, 
A counter, in a miſer's hand, 
_ Grew twenty guineas at command. 


95 


She bids his heir the ſum retainn, — 
And ris a counter now again. | 
A guinca with her touch, you ſee, «© 


Takes ev'ry ſhape but Charity; 
And not one thing you ſaw or drew, 
But chang'd from what was firſt in view, 
The Jaggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this ſubmiſſion own'd her art: 
Can I ſuch matchleſs flight v ad; 
How practiee hath improv d your̃ hand 5 
But now and then I cheat the throng; 
You ev v5 days and. all day long. | 


$: 1 78. Fable Xian. Te aa af Horſes 


1529N 4 time, a -neighing Stecd. 

N Who. graz'd among a num'rous breed, 
Vith mutiny had far'd the train, | 
And ſpread diſfentiom ttu e the plain. 

On matters that coneernꝰ d tlie ſtate 

Tho council met, in grand debate. 

A Colt, whoſe eyer-balle flam'd with ire, 
Elate with ſtrength and. xouthful are, | 

In haſte flept forth before the teſt, 

And thus the liſtning throng addreſt: 

Bood gods i how abjett is our race, 

Condemm d to "hey: __ 124. ace ! 


© 1 - * - . 
* * * ' . 4x 
7 : 1 * 6 * 


EXTRACTS, 


For us he bears the ſultry day, 


Shall we our ſervitude retain, 
Becauſe our fires have borne the chain? 


| Confider, friends, your ſtrength and might! 
|'Tis conqueſt to aſſert your right. - 


How cumbrous is the gilded coach f 


| The pride gf man js our reproach. . 


Were we deſign'd for daily toil, 


_ | To drag the ploughſhare through the ſoil, 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pals ! Tis * 3 


To ſweat in harneſs through the road, 


| To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 


How feeble are the two-legg'd kind ! 
What force is in our nerves combin'd ! 
Shall then our nabler jaws ſubmit _ 


| | To foam and champ the galling bit? 
| Shall 1 man my back beftride ? 
- | Shall the 


arp ſpur provoke my fide ? 
Forbid it, Heav'ns ! Reject the rein; 
Your ſhame, your infamy diſdain. - 
Let him the Lion firſt controul, 


| And ſtill the tyger's famiſh'd growl. 


Let us, like them, our freedom — 


And make him tremble at our name. 


A gen'ral nod approv'd the cauſe, 


And all the circle neigh'd applaufe. 


When lo! with grave and ſolemn your | 


A Stecd-advanc'd before the race; 
| With age and long experience wiſe, - 


Around he caſt his thoughtful eyes; 


| And, to the murmurs of the train, 


Thus f. poke the Neſtor of the plain: 


Now grateful man rewards my pains, 
And pives me all theſe wide domains, 
At will q crop the 2 increaſe; 


| My latter. life is reſt and peace. 


I grant, to man we lend our pains, 


7 And aid him to correct the plains: 


But doth not he divide the care 
Through all the labours of the year 7 


| How many thouſand ſtructures * 5 


To tencg us from inclement Kies 1 


And fiores up all our winter's hay. 


| He ſows, he reaps the harveſt's grain 3. 
| We ſhare the toil, and ſhare the gain. 
Since ev'ry creature was decreed 

| To aid each other's mutual need, 
| Appeaſe' your diicontented mind, 


And act the 42 by Heav'n afſign'd. 


The tum 
And, ike his n was bited. 


| $179. Fable XLIV. The Houndand „ 


JMPERTINENCE at firft is borne 
With heedleſs flight or ſmiles of ſcorn z 
Teaz'd into wrath, what — bears 


Tue noiſy fool who perſeveres 
The morning wakes, the Huntſman founds, 


Ay once ruſh forth the joyful hounds. 


They ſeek the wood with eager pace 
| Through buſh , through brier, explore the chace. 


Book I, 


| When 1 had health and ſtrength, like you, 
Tha toils of ſervitude I knew ; | 


ceas'd. The Colt ſubmitted, 


"on 


— 


Rbok 1 


Now, {cs 
And ſnu 
W hat ca 
What ul 
Ringe 
Voung, 
At once 
The pad 
Purſue | 
He ſtill 
The 
The {ni 
His rib! 
The P. 
I kn 
What 
I. owe 
"Wh 
They 
Fools! 
For en 
Had n 
Procla 
Thou 
Aud r 
But fe 
Are f. 


Kk . 
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Long ſince the pack with envy ſtung. 
What will not ſpite ? 


"Of 


- 


Rbok J. 
Now, ſcatter d wide, the try the plain, 
And ſnuff the dewy turf in vain. 


What care, what induſtry, what pains ! 
What univerſal ſilence reigns ! EN 
Ringwood, a Dog of little fame, 
Young, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once diſplays his babbling throat; 
The pack,.regardleſs of the note, 
Purſue the ſcent; with louder ſtrain 
He till perſiſts to vex Ss. 
The Huntſman to the clamour flies; 
The ſmacking laſh he ſmartly plies. 
His ribs all welk'd, with howling: tone 
The Puppy thus expreſs'd his moan : 
I know the muſio of my tongue 


Theſe bitter ſmarts 

I owe to my ſuperior parts. Oe. 
When puppies prate, the Huntſman cry'd, 

They ſhew both ignorance and pride : 

Fools may our ſcorn; not envy raiſe ; 

For envy is a Riad of praiſe. 

Had not thy forward noiſy tongue 

Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 

Thou might'ſt have mingl'd with the reſt, 


Aud ne'er thy fooliſh noiſe confect: 


But fools, to talking ever prone, = 
Arc ſure to make their follies Known. 


— ꝓ“äAäJU EIT eto 


$ 180. Fable XL V. The Poet and the Roſe. 


I HATE the man who builds his name 
On ruins of another's fame. 5 
Thus prudes, by characters o'erthrown, 
Imagine that they raiſe their wn. 
Thus ſcribblers, covetous of praiſe, 
Fhink ſlander can tranſplant the bavs, 
Beauties and bards have equal pride; 
With both all rivals are decry ec. 


| Who praiſes Leſbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call er fiſter awkward creature; 


For the kind flatt'ry's ſure to charm, =» 
When we ſome other nymph diſarm. - 
As in the cool-of early dax 
A Poet ſought-the ſweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath aſcends, 
And ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends; 
A Roſe he pluck'd, he gaz d, admir'd 
Thus ſinging, as the muſe infpir'd : 
Go, Roſę, my Chloe's boſom grace! 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading love! | 
There, Phcenix-like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and dic ! 
Know, hapleſs flower, that'thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there : 4 
I ſee thy with ring head reclin'd 
With envy.and deſpair ! | | 
ac common fate we both muſt prove; 
Yau die with enyy, I with love. 
Spare your compaxiſons, reply d 
An angry Roſe, who grew behide, . 


» 
. 


— | mankind, you thould nor flout us: 
hat can a Poet do without us? , 


SACRED AND.MORAL.” 
4 ev'ry love - ſong roſes bloom; 


| 


A Pad came pacing down tlie ay? 


Thou haUſt not, 


. 


2 

1 Pr 
In all ahke his tongue exerts ;; | 

| His noiſy jokes at random throws, 
1 | And pertly ſpatters friends and foes ; 


* 


We lend you colour and perfume. 
Does it to Chloe's charms. conduce,, 
To found her praiſe on our abuſe ? 

| Muſt we, to flatter her, be made 


To wither, envy, pine, and fade? 


th T OP | 


| 181, Fable XLVI. - The Cur, the Horſe, and = 


ue Shephetd's Dag. 
PHE lad of all ſufficient merit, 

With modeſty ne'er damps his ſpirit ; - 
uming on his own deferts, 9 


In wit and. war the bully race 


Contribute to their own diſgrace. 


Too late the forward youth ſhall find 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind; 
Or if they canker in the breaſt, 


He makes a foe who makes a jeff. 
| A Village-cur, of ſnappiſh race, 
The perteſt Puppy of the place, 


| Imagin'd that his treble throat. 
Was bleſt with muſic's ſweeteſt note; 
In the mid rogd he barking lay, 

The yelping nuiſance of the way 


| For not a creature paſs'd along, 


| But had a.ſample of his ſong. 
Soon as the trottiag ſteed he hears, 
He ſtarts, he cocks his dapper ears; 


| Away he ſcow'rs, aſſaults his hoof; 


Now ntar him ſnarls, now barks aloof ; 
| With ſhrill impertinence atrends; 

Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 


Upon the paſſing trav ler ſprung. 
The Hor ſe, from ſcorn, provok'd to ire, 


Elung backward : = rolling'in the mire, 
| The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay: 


4 "The Pad in peace purtu'd his way. 
A Shepherd's Dog, who ſaw the deed, . 
' Deteſting the vexatious breed, 


Befpokt him thus: When coxcombs prate 
| They kindle, wrath, contempt; or hate : 
| Thy teazing-rongue had Judgment.ry'd, 

like a Puppy, dy , 


TS * — 


— 


EAT H, on a ſolemn night of ſtate, . 
In all his pomp. of terror ſate; 
Th'attendants of hay gloomy. reign, 

Diſcaſcs dire, of ghaſtly train? 
Croud the vaſt court. With hollow te ne, 
A voice thus thunder'd from the:throne : 
This night our miniſter we ima, 
Let ev'ry ſervant ſpeak his claim; 
Merit ſhall bear this ebon wand. — 
| All, at the word, firetch'd forth their Band. 


§ 182, Fable XLVII. Nie Court of Death, | 


Fever, 


96 3 
Fever, with burning 
Advanc'd, and for the wand addteſt ? 


I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thoſe 7% wi —— zeal ; 


On. ev'ry fli 
Wich violence I perſevere. Os 
Next Gout appears, with limping pace, 
Pleads how he ſhifts from place to place: 
From head to foot how ſwift he flies, 
And ev'ry joint and finew plies ; 


| A moſt tenacious ſtubborn gueſt. 


hear poſſeſt, 


tc oc n near, 


Still working when he ſeems ſuppreſt, 


A haggard Spectre from the crew 


' Crawls rth, and thus, aſſerts his due : | 


*Tis I who taint the ſweeteſt joy, 


And in the ſhape of love deſtroy : 


9 


My ſhanks, ſunk eyes, and noſeleſs face, 


Prove my pretenſion to the place. 


Stone urg'd his ever-growing force; 


And, next,*Conſumption's meagre corſe, 
With feeble voice, that ſcarce was heard, 
Broke with ſhort coughs, his ſuit preferr'd : 


Let none object my ling'ring wa 
I gain, like Fabius, by delay ; " 


Fatigue and weaken =Y " 
0 


By long attack, ſecure, though ſlow. 
Plague repreſents his rapid pow'r, 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 7 


All fpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand : 


Now expectation huſh'd the band, 


When thus the monarch from the throne : 
Mlerit was ever modeſt known. | 
What, no Phyſician ſpeak his right! 

None here ! but fees their toils requite, 
Let then Intemp'rance take the wand, 


Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 


Yau, Fever, Gout, and all the reſt 
_ (Whom wary men, as foes, deteſt) 


Forego your claims no more pretend; 


Intemp'rance is eſteem'd a friend; 


| He ſhares their mirth, their ſocial joys, 


And, as a courted gueſt, deſtroys. 


Phe charge on him muſt juſtly fall, 
Who finds employment for you all. 


| i 5 183. Fable XLVIIL The Gardener ant Hee. 
A GARD'NER, of peculiar raſte, 


On a young Hog his favour plac'd ; 


Who fed not with the tommon herd ; 


His — was to the hall preferr'd. 


He wallow'd underneath the board, 


Or in his maſter's chamber ſnor'd; 


Who fondly ſtrok'd him ev'ry day, 
And taught him all the puppy's play, 
Where'er he went the grunting end 
Ne'er fail'd his pleaſure to artend. 
As on a tune the loving pair | 
Walk'd forth to tend the 's care; 
The Maſter thus addreſs'd the Swine : 
My houſe, my garden, all is thine. 


On turnips. feaſt whene'er you pleaſe, 


And riot in my beans and peaſe ; 


If the potatoe's taſte delights, 


Or tho red carrot's ſweet invites, 


. : 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


And treads down 


: What, all 


* 


| Who gave all theſe to | 
When bord'ring pinks and roſes bloom, 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume; 


© 
ltd. Ao. EY 


. | The moon, and all the | 
| Hung the vaſt vault of ticav'n. The Man 


| Indulge thy morn and ev'ning hours; 
But let due care regard my flow'rs ; 
My tulips are my garden's pride: 


- 


| What vaſt expence thoſe beds fuppty'd ' wy. 
The Hog by chance one morning roam'd, 
I Where with new ale the veſſels foam'd: 
He munches now the ſteaming grains; 
Now with full {will the liquor drains. 
| Intoxicating fumes ariſe; | 


He reels, he rolls his winking eyes! 


Then ſtagg ring, through the garden ſcours, 25 
15 painted ranks of flow'rs, 
With delving ſnout he turns the foil, 


And cools his palate with the ſpoil. 


The Maſter came, the ruin ſpy'd; 
_ | Villain, ſuſpend thy rage, he cry'd; 
| Haſt thou, thou moſt ungrateful ſor, 


My charge, my only charge forgot? 
my flow'rs ! No 


Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 


| | See there, untouch's your tulips ſtrown; 
-4 For I devour'd the roots alone. | 


At this the Gard'ner's paſſion grows; 


From oaths and threats he fell to blows: 


The ſtubborn brute the blows ſuſtains, 
| Afaults his leg, and tears his veins. 


Reflecting thus on paſt difgrace : 


| | Who cheriſhes a brutal mate , 
I Shall mourn the folly, ſoon or late. 


3 


| WV HETHER in earth, in air, or main, 


Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain! 
Does not the hawk all fowls ſurvey 


| As deſtin'd only for his prey? 
| And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
| Think men were born for ſlaves to kings? 
. | When the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 


Or Tagus, bright with golden ſands ; 
Or crawls beſide the coral grove, 
And hears the ocean roll above, 
Nature is too profuſe, _ __ 


When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 
Like Laura's cheek when blutſhes riſe; 


The ſnail looks round on flow'r and tree, 


And cries, All theſe were made for mel 


What dignity's in human nature 
Says Man, the moſt conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caſt his eyes, 
And view'd the ſea and arched ſkies; 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the main; 
train, 


His contemplation thus began: 


Boox I. 


ö lo more he ſaid, 
| But gaz'd, and figh'd, and hung his head. 
The Hog with ſtatt'ring ſpeech returns : 


Ah! fooliſh ſwain, too late you find, 
That ſties were for ſuch friends defign'd ! 
| Homeward he limps with painful pace, 


| $ 184. Fable XLIX. The Man and the Flea; 


When with-huge figs the branches bend; 
When cluſters from the vine depend. 


= 


* 


Book I. 


When I behold this glorious ſhow, 
And the wide wat'ry world below, 
The ſcaly people of the main, | 
The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing inhabitants of air, 
The day, the „the various year, 
And know all theſe by Heav'n defign'd 
As gifts to pleaſure human kind, | 
I cannot raiſe my worth too high ; 3 
Of what vaſt conſequence am I | 

Not of th importance you ſuppoſe, 
Replies a Flea upon his noſe: _ 

Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſcan; 
Know, pride. was never made for Man, 


K 


Tis vanity that ſwells thy mind. . 
What heav'n and earth for thee defign'd ! 


For thee ! made only for our need, 
That more 2 Fleas * feed. 


5 FE 


Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame. 
The child, who many fathers ſharc, 
Hath ſeldom known a father's care. 
Tis thus in friendſhip ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 

A Hare, who in a civil wa I 
Comply'd with ev'ry thing, a Gar, 
Was known by all the beſtial train 


Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain. 


Her care was never to alas; | 
And ev'ry creature was her friend. | 
As forth ſhe went, at carly dawn, 


| To taſte the — — lawn, 


Behind ſhe hears the 
And from the deep-mo 


unter's cries, 


She hears the near advance of death ; - 

She doubles to miſlead the hound, 

And meafures back her mazy round; 

Till, fainting in the public way, | 

Half. dead with fear ſhe eus lay. 
What tranſport in her 


When firſt the horſe — in view ! 


Let me, ſays ſhe, your back aſcend, 
And owe my fafety to a friend. 
20 know my feet betray my r 
To friendſhi fr ry bu * li 
The Horſe reply'd, Poor honeſt Puſs, 
It grieves my heart to ſee thee thus : 
Be comforted, relief is near; 
For all your friends are in the rear. 
She next the ſtately Bull mplor'd; 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord: 
ince ev'ry beaſt alive can tell 
That I fincerely wiſh you well; 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence; a fav'rite cow 
xpects me near yon "barley-mow ; ; 
And When a lady's in the caſe, 
You know, all NIE things give place. 


N 


Fable L. * Þ Hare and many Friends, 
FRIENDSHIP, like love, is but a name, 


mouth'd thunder flies: 
She ſtarts, ſhe ſtops, ſhe pants for breath; 


{ 


— AF 
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To fave from death a 


A : — 


| 


| T fret not that the mirrors true; 
If the fantaſtic form offend, 
Hate it not, but would amend. 


| To weed out folly from 


To leave you thus might ſeem unkind ; 


| But ſee, the Goat is juſt behind. 


The Goat remark'd her pulſe was high, 
Her languid head, her heavy eye; | 
My bac as, fojn he, may do you harm; 
The Sheep's at hand, Td wool is warm. 

The Sheep was feeble, and — 


His ſides a load of wool ſuſtain'd : 
' |] Said he was flow, confeſs'd his fears ; ; 
For hounds eat Sheep as well as Hares. 


She now the trotting Calf addreft, 

dend diſtreſt. | 
Shall I, fays he, of tender age, 

In this important care engage? 

Older and abler vaſs'd you by; | 

How ſtrong are thoſe ! how weak am 11 

Should I preſume to bear you hence, 


| Thoſe friends of mine may take offence. 


Excuſe me, then, You know my heart: 


| But deareſt friends, alas! muſt part. 


| How ſhall we all lament! Adieu; | 
| For, ſee, the hounds are juſt in view. 


Fables for the Female Sex. MookE. 


$ 186. Fable. The Eagle and the Aſembly 


5 of Birds. 
To her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales. 


| PHE moral lay, to beauty due, 


I write, Fair Excellence, to 2 
Well pleas'd to hope my vacant — td | 
Have been employ'd to been yours. 
Truth under fiction I im 
e Wy 
And ſhew the paths that lead aſtray 
The wand'ring nymph h from wiſdom's var. h 

I flatter none, e great and good 
Are by their actions underſtood ; 
Your monument, if actions raiſe, 
Shall I deface by idle praiſe ? | 
I echo not the voice of Fame, | 
That dwells delighted on your name; 


Her friendly tale, however true, 


Were flatt' if I told it , : 
The wr . NN 


I | The jilt, the prude, demand m 
I To theſe, ng 

I | And vent, in chan 

_ | With friendly 


praiſe, 1 „ ; 


pi 
i bold the 5 
To all, 2 as they | 
Should Fally there hec likens „ 


Virtue, in ev'ry clime and age, 
Spurns at the fally-ſoo pages 
hile Satire, het onde 


| Of Vice and Paſſion, pleaſes 4 


Premifing this, your anger ſpare, 
And claim dp cm hep 222 

The birds in — by fictions e 
To * their pray'rs adtres 


| ip 


DPDtecider of the grand debate. 


98 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


By ſpecious lyes the ſtate was vex'd; 
Their counſels libellers perplex d; 
They hegyg'd (to ſtop ſeditious tongues) 
A gracious hearing of their wrongs. 
Jove grants the ſuit. The Eagle fate 


The Pye, to truſt and bd packs | 
Demands permiſſion to be hear. 
Says he, Prolixity of phraſe | 
You know I hate. This libel fays, | 
© Some birds there are, who, prone to noiſe, * 
4 Are hir'd to filence wiſdom's voice; 2 
« And, ſkill'd to chatter out the hour, 
1 Riſe by their emptineſs to pow'r.“ 
That thus is aim'd direct at me, 
No doubt you'll readily agree; 
Vet well this ſage aſſembly knows, 
By parts to government I roſe; © 
M y prudent counſcls prop the ſtate; 
Magpies were never known to prate, 
The Kite roſe up. His honeſt heart 
In virtue's ſuff'rings bore a part. 
That there were birds of prey he knew ; 
So far the libeller ſaid true; | 
„ Voracious, bold, to rapine prone, 
* Who knew no int'reſt but their own ; 
« Who, hov'ring o'er the farmer's yard, 
Nor pigeon, chick, nor duckling ſpar'd.“ 
This miglit be true; but if apply d 
To him, in troth the ſland'rer ly'd. 
Since ign'rance then might be miſled, | 
Such things, he thought, were beſt unſaid. _ 
The Crow was vex'd. As yeſter-morn 
He flew acroſs the new-fown corn, | 
A ſcreaming boy was ſet for pay, 
He knew, to drive the crows away; 
Scandal had found him out in turn, | 
And buzz'd abroad that crows love corn, 
The Owl aroſe, with folemn face, 
And thus harangu'd upon the cafe : 
That magpics prate, it may be true; 
A kite may be voracious too; | 
Cros ſometimes deal in new-ſown peaſe; 
He libels not who ftrikes at theſe; 
The flander's here! Burt there are birds, 
„Whoſe wiſdom lies in looks, not words 
„ ]:lund'rers, who level in the dark, 
And always ſhoot beſide the mark. 
He names not me; but theſe are hints, 
Which manifeſt at whom he ſquints 5; 
I were indeed that blund'ring fowl, 
To queſtion if he meant an owl. „ 
Ye wretches, hence ! the Eagle cries, 
Tis conſcience, conſcience that applies; 
The virtuous mind takes no alarm, 
Sccur'd by Innocence from harm; 
While Guilt, and his affociate Fear, 
Are ſtartl'd at the patling air. | 
Fable II. The Panther, the Horſe, 
naler Beaſt. _ 
HE man who ſeeks to win the fair 
(So cuſtom ſays) muſt truth forbear 3 


+» 


| $ 137, 


I] And decent pride, enough to know 
1 'The worth that virtue can beſtow. 


=o 


| And lyes and ſcandal fill'd the place. 


Book l. 


Muſt faw n. and flatter, cringe and lye, 
And raiſe the goddeſs to the ſky: 
For truth is hateful to her ear; 

| A rudeneſs which ſhe cannot bear. 

A rudeneſs! Yes. I fpeak my thoughts; 


| | For truth upbraids her with her faults. 


How wretched, Chloe, then am I, 


| Who love you, and yet cannot lye ! 


And till, to make you leſs my friend, 
| I ſtrive your errors to amend! d . 
But ſhall the ſenſeleſs fop impart 


- | The ſofteſt paſſion to your heart, 
I While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 
| And points to happineſs your youth, 


Determines, by his care, his lot, 

And lives neglected and forgot? 
Truſt me, my dear, with greater eaſe, 
| Your taſte for flatt'ry I could pleaſe, 
And ſimilies in each dull line, 
Like glow-worms, in the dark ſhould 
What if I ſay your lips diſcloſe 


| [ The freſhneſs of the op'ning roſe ? 
Or that your cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
_ | Enripen'd by refrething ſhow'rs ? | 


Yet certain as theſe flow'rs ſhall fade, 

| Time ey'ry beauty ſhall invade. 

| The butterfly, of various hue, 
More than * flow'r reſembles you; 

Fair, flutt'ring, fickle, buſy thing, 


| To pleaſure ever on the wing; 
_ | Gaily coquetting for an hour, 
To 4 . 
Would you the bloom of youth ſhould laſt? 
I Tis virtue that muſt bind it faſt; 
I An eaſy carriage, wholly free 


ie, and ne'er be thought of more. 


From ſour reſerve or levity; | 
Good- natur d mirth, an open heart, 


And looks unſkill'd in any art; 


Humility, enough to own 5 
The frailties which a friend makes known, 


Theſe are the charms which ne'er decay, 


| Tho youth and beauty fade away ; 
I And time, which all thin 


elſe removes, 
Still heightens virtue, and improves. 

 _ Yow'll frown, and aſk, To what intent 
This blunt addreſs to you is ſent? | 


| I'll ſpare the queſtion, and confeſs 
| I'd praiſe you, if I lov'd you leſs; 
| But rail, be angry or complain, 
whil 


I will be rude e you are vain. 8 
Beneath a lion's peaceful reign, | 
| When beaſts met friendly on the plain, 

A panther of majeſtic Fort, Et 

(The vaineſt femalg of the court) 
With ſpottcd ſkin, and eyes of fire, 


| Fill'd ev'ry boſom with defire. 


Where'er ſhe moy'd, a ſervile crowd 

Of fawning creatures cring'd and bow'd : 
Aſſemblies ev'ry week the held 

(Like modern belles) with coxcombs fill'd ; 
| Where noiſe, nonſenſe, and grimace, 
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1. Boon IJ. SACRED AND MORAL, — 


Behold the gay fantaſtic thing, One night, a Glow - worm, proud and vain, 
Encircl'd by the ſpacious ring. | Contemplating her glitt'ring train, | 
I ow-bowing, with important look, Cry'd, Sure there never was in nature | 
As firſt in rank, the Monkey ſpoke: So elegant, ſo fine a creature. | 
„Gad take me, madam, but I ſwear, All other inſets that I fee, 
« No angel ever look'd fo fair: Eg The frugal ant, induſtrious bee, 
« Forgive my rudeneſs ; but I vow, r filk-worm, with contempt I view z. 
« You were not quite divine till now; | With all that low, mechanic crew, | 
5 « Thoſe limbs ! that ſhape! and then thoſe eyes! Who fervilely their lives employ 
; O, cloſe them, or the gazer dies!“ In bus'neſs, enemy to joy. 
| Nay, Gentle Pug, for goodneſs huſh, Mean, vulgar herd! ye are my ſcorn | 
I vow and ſwear you make me bluſh; _ For grandeur only I was born; _ 
I ſhall be angry at this rate; TEN Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
'Tis ſo like flatt'ry, which I hate. And plac'd on earth to live and ſhine, 
The Fox, in deeper cunning vers'd, _ - | Thoſe lights that ſparkle fo on high, 
The beauties of her mind rehears'd, p Are but the glow- worms of the ſky : 
Amitalk'd of knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, _ And kings on earth their getns admire, 
To which the fair have vaſt pretence! Becauſe they imitate my fire. 
Yet well he knew them always vain She ſpoke. Attentive on a ſpray, | | 
Of what they ſtrive not to attain z A Nightingale forbore his lav; „ 
And play d io cunningly his part, | I He jaw the ſhining morſel near, | 
That Pug was rivall'd in his art. | And flew, directed by the glare 
The Goat avow'd his amrrous flame, | _ | A while he gaz'd with ſober look, 5 
And burnt—for what he durſt not name; And thus the trembling prey beſpoke: 
Yet hop'd a meeting in the wood „„ Deluded fool, with pride clate, 
Might make his meaning underſtood, Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate: 
Half angry at the bold addreſs, . Leſs dazzling, long thou might'ſt have lain 
She frown*d ; but yet the muſt confeſs Unheeded on the velvet plain: 8 
Such beauties might inflame his blood, | | Pride, ſoon or late, ed mourns, 
But till his phraſe was ſomewhat rude. And Beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns. 
m__ Hog — . admir'd ;_ 2” | n 5 
he formal Aſs her ſwiftneſs fir d; +3 a a 3 TPM 
Wil all to feed her folly ſtrove, $ 189. Fable IV. Hymen and Death. 
And by their praiſes ſhar'd her love, QIXTEEN, d'ye ſay? Nay then tis time, 
The Horſe, whoſe gen'rous heart diſdain'd Another year deſtroys your prime: 
Applauſe, by tervile flatt'ry gain'd, ] | But ſtay the fettlement !-—=** That's made.“ 
With * courage filence broke, | Why then's my ſimiple girl afraid ? 85 
And thus with indignation ſpoke : | Yer hold a momont, if you can, 
When flatt'ring monkies fawn and prate, | And heedfully the fable ſcan, 
They juſtly raiſe contempt or hate; The ſhades were fled, the morning bluſh'd, 
For merit's turn'd to ridicule, | The winds were in their caverns huth'd,  _ 
Applauded by the grinning fool. When Hymen, penſive and ſedate, 
The artful Fox your wit commends, Held o'er the fields his muſing gait 
| To lure you to his ſelfiſh ends; | Behind him, through the green-wood ſhade, 
From the vile flatt'rer turn away, | _ | Death's meagre form the god ſurvey d, 
For knaves make friendſhips to ng | Who quickly, with gigantic fride, _ 
Diſmiſs the train of fops and fools, on Out- went his pace, and join'd his fide. 
And learn to live by wiſdom's rules; The chat on various ſubjects ran, 
Such beautics might the lion warm, | TitFangry Hymen thus began 
Did not your folly break the charm | Relentleſs Death, whoſe iron ſway 


For who would court that lovely ſhape, Mor tal reluctant muſt obey, | 
- To be the rival of an ape? 3 Still of thy pow'r ſhall I complain, 
He faid, and ſnorting with diſdain, _ And thy too partial hand arraign ?. 
$purn'd at the crowd, and ſought the plain. When Cupid brings a pair Of hearts, 
=. 8 | All over ſtruck with equal darts, 
ö e | Thy cruel ſhafts my hopes deride, 
$ 188, Fable III. The Nightingale and Glows- And cut the knot that Hymen ty'd. 
4 8 13 Shall not the bloody and the bold, 


/ The miſer, hoarding up his gold, 
HE prudent nymph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe { The harlot, reeking from the ſtew, 


The lily and the bluſhing roſe, _ Alone thy fel} revenge purſue } 
rom public view her charms will ſcreen, But muſt the gentle and the kind 
And 2 in the crowd be ſeen; Thy fury, undiſtinguiſh'd, find ? 
This ſimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe, The monarch calmly thus reply'd, 
4 The faireſt fruits attract the flies.” . Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide. 
BET | wg H 2 That 


\ 


100 a 
That friend of yours you lately nam'd, 
Cupid alone is to be blam'd; | 

Then let the charge be juſtly laid: 

That idle boy neglects his trade; 

And hardly once in twenty years 

A couple to your temple bears. 
The wretches, whom your office blends, 
 Silenus now, or Plutus ſends; 

Hence care, and bitterneſs, and ſtrife, 
Are common to the nuptial life. . 
Believe me; more than all mankind 
Your vot'nes my compaſſion find. 
Vet cruel am I call'd, and baſe, 
Who ſeek the wretched to releaſe, 
The captive from his bonds to free, 
Indiſſoluble but form 
Tis I entice him to the yoke; 
By me your crowded altars ſmoke : 
For mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
Secure that Death will ſet them looſe. 


9 190. Fable V. The Poet and his Patron. | 
WHY, Czlia, is your ſpreading waiſt 


So looſe, ſo negligently lac'd ? 
Why muſt the wrapping bed-gown hide 
| Your ſnowy boſum's ſwelling pride > 
How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 
Diſtain'd, and wy wir from the bed ! 3 
Thote clouds that ſhade your blooming face, 
A little water might diſplace, - 


As Nature ev'ry morn beſtows = 


The cryſtal dew to cleanſe the roſe. 
'Thoſe traces, as the raven black, 5 
That wav'd in ringlets down your back, 
Uncomb'd, arid injur'd by neglect, 
Deftroy the face which once they deck't. 
| Whence this forgetfulneſs of dreſs ? 
Pray, Madam, are you marry'd ?—Yes. 
Nay, then indeed the wonder ceaſes, 

No matter now how looſe your dreſs is; 
The end is won, your fortune's made; 

Your ſiſter now may take the trade. 

Alas! what pity tis to find 

This fault in half the female kind! 

From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 
And all that ſours the wedded life. 
Beauty can only point the dart, 

Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart; 
| Let neatneſs then and beauty ſtrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. : 
Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 

To keep the conqueſt than ſubdue; 
| Admit us once behind the ſcreen, 

What is there farther to be ſeen ? 

A newer face may raife the flame; 

But ev'ry woman is the ſame, 

Then ſtudy chiefly to improve 

The charm-that fix d your huſband's love. 

Weigh well his humour. Was it drefs 

That gave your beauty pow'r to blefs? 

Purſue it ſtill; be neater ſeenn 

»Tis always frugal to be clean; 

So ſhail you keep alive deſire. | 

And time's ſwift wing ſhall fan the fire. 


| 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


| | Who but the Poet and my Lord! 


. Lam 


1 
| Whence as the ſun of favour ſhone ? 


Book Is 


In garret high (as tories ſay) 
A Poet ſung his tuneful lay; 1 
So ſoft, ſo ſmooth his verſe, you'd ſwear 

Apollo and the Muſes there: | 


IThro' all the town his praiſes rung; I 
| His ſonnets at the ry ſung ; 3 


High waving o'er his lab'ring head, 


The goddeſs Want her pinions ſpread, 


And with poetic fury fir'd 


What Phcebus faintly had inſpir d. 


A noble youth of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the ſprightly things he writ, 
And ſought him in his cobweb dome, 


| Diſcharg'd his rent, and brought him home. 


Behold him at the ſtately board, 
he dines, 80 


Each day deliciouſl 
uaff, the gen'rous wines; 


And, greedy, q 


| | His fides were plump, his ſkin was ſleek, 
And plenty wanton'd on his cheek; * | 
I 


* Aſtoniſh'd at the change ſo new, 0 
Away th'inſpiring goddeſs flew. : 
Now, dropt for politics and news, 
Neglected lay the drooping muſe, 
Unmindful whence his fortune came, 


He ſtifl'd the poetic flame; 


Nor tale, nor ſonnet, for my lady; 
nor epigram was ready. 
ith juſt contempt his Patron ſaw 
(Reſolv'd. his bounty to withdraw) 
And thus, with anger in his look, 
The late-repenting fool beſpoke : 
Blind to the good that courts thee grown, 


Delighted with thy tuneful art, 
Eſteem was growing in my heart; 


gut idly thou reject'ſt the charm 
I That gave it birth, and kept it warm. 


Unthinking Fools alone deſpiſe 


4 


$ 191, Fable VI. The Wolf, the Sheep, and thc 


Lamb. 


a | Dur x demands, the parent's voice 


Should ſanRtify the daughter's choice 3 


| In that is due obedience ſhewn; | 


£2 To chooſe belongs to her alone. 


| 85 
May horror ſeize this midnight hour, 


| Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
| And claims, by purchaſe vile and baſe, 


The loathing maid for his embrace 


Hence virtue ſickens; and the breaſt, 


Where peace had built her downy neſt, 


Becomes the troubl'd ſeat of care, 
1 And pines with anguiſh and deſpair. 


A Wolf, ra 


pacious, rough, and bold, 


| Whoſe nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 
| Contemplating his ill-ſpent life, 


And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 


His puvpoſe known, the ſavage race, 
In num'rous crowds attend the place; 


For why, a mighty: Wolf he was, 
And hcid dominion in his jaws. | Her 


' the 


Book I. 


Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 
And humbly his alliance fought ; 

But cold by age, or elſe too nice, 

None found acceptance in his eycs. 
 Irhappen'd as at early dawn 

He ſolitary croſs d the lawn, 

Stray'd from the fold, a ſportive Lamb 
Skipt wanton by her fleecy Dam ; 

When Cupid, foe to man and beaſt, 
Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt, _ 
The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 


And trembling o'er the meadow flew ; 


Their nimbleſt ſpeed the Wolf &ertook, ' 
And, courteous, thus the beſpoke : 
Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear, 
Truſt me, no enemy is near; 
Theſe jaws, in ſlaughter oft imbu'd, 

At length have known enough of blood; 


And kinder bus'nefs brings me now, 


Vanquiſh'd, at beauty's feet to bow. 
You have a daughter—Sweet, forgive 
A Wolf's addreſs—In her I live; 5 
Love from her eyes like light'ning came, 


And ſet my marrow all on flame; 


Let your conſent confirm my choice, 
And ratify our nuptial joys. 
Me ample wealth and pow'r attend, 


Wide o' er the plains my realms extend; 
What midnight robber dare invade _ 
The fold, if I the guard am made? _ 


At home the ſhepherd's cur may ſleep, 
While I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. 
Diſcourſe like this attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd ; 
Now fearleſs by his fide ſhe walk'd ; | 
Of ſettlements and jointures talk'd ; 
Propos'd, and doubl'd her demands 
Of flow'ry fields and turnip-lands. 
The Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells; 
To Miſs her happy fate ſhe tells; | 
And, of the d alliance vain, 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 
The loathing Lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her Dam with pray'rs; 
But all in vain; mamma beſt knew | 
What unexperienc'd girls ſhould do. 
So to the neighb'ring meadow carry'd, 


A formal aſs the couple marry'd. 


Torn from the tyrant-mother's ſide, - 
The trembler goes, a victim- bride; 
Reluctant meets the rude embrace, 

And bleats among the howling race. ; 
With horror oft her eyes behold . 

Her murder'd kindred of the fold ; 

Each day a fiſter-lamb is ſerv'd, 

And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 

The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 
And ſlakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood. 
Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, : 

And lodyes but in gentle breaſts, 
Was now no more. Enj nt paſt, 
The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt ; 
But (as we find in human race, 


A maſk conceals the villain's face) 


; 


For beauty, th 
Excites our w 
| While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 

And gives the wounds we cannot cure. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
] Juftice muſt authoriſe the treat; 


Till then he long'd, but durſt not eat. 
As forth he walk'd in queſt of prey, 


The hunters met him on the way; | 

| Fearwin 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. 
His ſtomach baulk'd, now hunger gnaws, 
| Howling he grinds his empty jaws: 


his flight ; the marſh he ſoug 


Food muſt be had, and Lamb is nizh ; 
| His maw invokes the fraudful lyc. 


Is this (diſſembling rage, he cry'd) 
| The gentle virtue of a bride? _ 
| That leagu'd with man's deſtroying race, 


She ſets her huſband for the chace : 
=7 treach'ry prompts the noiſy hound 
o ſcent his 


Shall glut my rage and dye the wood ! 
So ſaying, on the Lamb he flies; 


| Beneath his jaws the victim dies. 


102. Fable VII. The Gooſe and the Swans. 
| 1 HATE the face, however fair, - 


4 


That carries an affected air; 


The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, 
The ſtudy d look, the paſſion feign d, 
Are fopperies, which only tend 
| To injure what they ſtrive to mend. 
I With what ſuperior 
. - | The face which nature's pencil paints 
{| Where eyes, unexercis'd in art, 
Glow with the meaning of the heart ! 
| Where freedom and good-humour fit, 
And eaſy 


grace enchants 


gaiety and wit 
Though perfect beauty be not there, 


| The maſter lines, the finiſh'd air, 
We catch from ev'ry look delight, 


And grow enamour'd at the fight : 
gh we all approve, 
er more than love, 


Why then, my Amoret, this care, 
That forms you, in effect, leſs fair? 


| If nature on your cheek beſtows 
IA bloom 
* | Or from ſome heav'uly image drew 


t emulates the roſe, 


A form, Apelles never knew, 


| Your ill-judg'd aid will you impart, 
| And ſpoil 1 
I Or had you, nature's error, come 
IAbortive from the mother's won, 
| Your forming care ſhe ſtill rejects, 


by meretricious art! 


Which only heightens her defects. 
When ſuch, of glitt'ring jewels proud, 
Still preſs the foremoſt in the crowd, 


| At ev'ry public ſhew are ſcon, 
| With look awry, and awkward mien, 


The gaudy drets attracts the eye, 

And magnifies deformity, 
Nature may underdo her part, 

But ſeldom wants the help of art; 

Truſt her, ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 

Nor 7 your form for you to mend. 

| 3 | 


IY 


| eps on the ground?  _ 
| Thou trait'reſs vile for this thy blood 


A Goole, 
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102 ELEGANT 


A Gooſe, affected, em ty, vain, | - 


| The fhrilleſt of the cackling train, 
With proud and elevated creſt, - 
Precedence claim'd above the reſt. 


Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 


| Who ſay peeſe hobble in their pace; 


Look here !—the ſland'rous lye detect; 55 


Not haughty man is fo erect. 
That peacock yonder ! lord, how vain 


The creature's of his gaudy train! 
If both were ſtript, I'd pawn my word 


A gooſe would be the finer bird. 


Nature, to hide her own defects, 


Her bungled work with _ decks ; 
t 


Were geeſe ſet off with half that ſhow, 


Would men admire the peacock ? No. 
Thus vaunting, croſs the mead ſhe ſtalks, 


The cackling breed attend her walks ; 


The ſun ſhot down his rvon-tide beams, 
The Swans were ſporting in the ſtreams ; 
Their ſnowy . 
Provokꝰ'd her ſpleen. Why there, ſhe cry'd, 


plumes and ſtately pride 


Again what arrogance we ſce 
Thoſe creatures ! how they mimic me ! 


Shall ev'ry fowl the waters ſkim, . 


Becauſe we geeſe are known to ſwim! 


_ Humility they ſoon ſhall learn, 


And their own emptineſs diſcern. - 
So ſaying, with extended wings, 
Lightly upon the wave ſhe ſprings ; 


Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpreads her plumes, 
And the ſwan's ſtately creſt aſſumes. 
Contempt and mockery enſu'd, 


And burſts of laughter ſhook the flood. 


Aswan, ſuperior to the reſt, 
Sprung forth, and thus the fool addreſt: 


Conceited thing, elate with pride! 


Thy affectation all deride: 


Theſe airs thy awkwardneſs impart, 
And ſhew thee plainly as thou art. 
Among thy equals of the flock 


Thou hadſt eſcap'd the public mock, 
And as thy parts to good * 
Been deem'd an honeſt hobbling gooſe.  . 
L earn hence to ſtudy wiſdom's rules; 
Know, foppery's the pride of fools; h 
And, ftriving nature to conceal, 


conduce, 


You only her defects reveal. 


8 193. Fulle VIII. The Lawyer and Juſtice. 
N 112 thou divineſt good below 


Thy pure delights few mortals know; 
Our rebel hearts thy ſway diſown, | 
While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne, 
The bounteuus God of nature made 
The ſexes for each other's ajd, | 
Their murual talents ro employ, 

To leſſen ills, and heighten 27 

To weaker woman he aſſign'd 

That ſoft'ning gentleneſs of mind, 


'That can, bv ſympathy ; l | 
Its likeneſs to the rough __ LE 
Her eyes with magic pow'r endu'd, _ 


Io fire the dull, and awe the rude. 


EXTRACTS, 


| The weakne 
_ | While beauty, given to inſpire 


| My guardian thee I did elect, 


| 'Gainit me the judge denounces war; 


| His roſy fingers on her face 
Shed laviſh ev'ry blooming grace, 

And ſtamp'd (perfection to diſplay) 
His mildeſt image on her clay. 

| Man, active, reſolute, and bold, 

He faſhion'd in a diffrent mould; 


Wich uſeful arts his mind inform'd, 
| | His breaſt with nobler paſſions warm'd ; 


He gave him knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 


| And courage, for the fair's defence. 
Her frame, reſiſtleſs to each wrong, 
_ | Demands protection fromthe ſtrong; 
To man ſhe flies when fear alarms, 
_ | And claims the temple of his arms. 


By nature's Author thus declar'd 


-| The woman's fov'reign and her guard, 


Shall man, 1 treach'rous wiles invade 
s he was meant to aid? 


ProteCting love, and ſoft deſire, 


| Lights up a wild-fire in the heart, 


And to its own breaſt points the dart, 


| Becomes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 


To triumph over innocence. 


; The wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 
| Was never ſet the fold to keep; | y 
| Nor was the tyger, or the pard, 


Meant the benighted trav'ller's guard ; | 


] But man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 

I Wears friendſhip's ſemblance to betray ; 
| | His ſtrength againſt the weak employs ; 
And, where he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 
| Paſt twelve o'clock, the watchman cry'd, 


His brief the ſtudious Lawyer ply'd ; 


| The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
The earneſt of to-morrow's lye. 


Sudden the furious winds ariſe, _ 


_ ] The jarring: caſement ſhatter d flies; 


The doors admit a hollow ſcund, 
And rattling from their hinges bound; 


When Juſtice, in a blaze of light, 


Reveal'd her radiant form to fight. 


Sternly the white-rob'd Shade reply'd 
(A crimſon glow her viſage dy'd) 
Canſt thou be doubtful who I am ? 

Is Juſtice grown ſo ſtrange a name? 
Were not your courts for Juſtice rais'd ? 
"Twas there, of old, my altars blaz'd. 


My ſacred temple to protect, 

That thou and all thy venal tribe 
Should ſpurn the goddeſs for the bribe. 
Aloud the ruin'd client cries, 

Juſtice has neither ears nor cyes; 

In foul alliance with the bar, 


And racely iſſues his decree, 
But with intent to baffle me. 


Book I. 


The wretch with thrilling horror ſhook ; 
| Looſe every joint, and pale his look; 
| | Not having ſeen her in the courts, 

| Or found her mention'd in reports, ES 
He afſk'd, with fault'ring tongue, her name, 
Her errand there, and whence ſhe came? 
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She paus d. Her breaſt with fury burn 'd; | And fops will fay, the di mond dies 


The trembling Lawyer thus return'd : | Before the luſtre of your eyes : x 
I own, the charge is juſtly laid, - But I, who deal in truth, deny Yer £ 
weak th'excuſe that can be made; $ ---:- J neither ſhine when you are by. | 
Yer\ſearch the ſpacious globe, and ſce I When zephyrs o'er the bloſſoms firay, 
If all mankind are not | me. And ſweets along the air convey, 
The gown-man, ſkill'd in Romiſh lyes, Sha'n't I the fragrant breeze inhale, 
By faith's falſe glaſs deludes our eyes; | | Becauſe you breathe a ſweeter | U 
Ober conſcience rides without controul, { - Sweet are the flow'rs that deck the field; 5 
And robs the man, to ſave his ſoul. I | Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield; 
The doctor, with important face, Sweet is the ſummer gale that blows ; 
By ſly deſign miſtakes the caſe ;. I And ſweet, tho? ſweeter you, the roſe. . 
Preſcribes, and ſpins out the diſeaſe, — | Shall envy then torment your breaſt, | 
To trick the patient of his fees. If you are lovelier than the reſt? 
The ſoldier, rough with many a ſear, 5 4 - while I — to each her due, 
And red with ſlaughter, leads the war; iſing them I flatter vou 
If he a nation's truſt betray, . A — moſt, I ſtill declare 
The foe has offer d double pay. | | You faireſt, where the reſt are fair. 
When vice o'er all manki prevails, ; his board a Farmer ſate, TOR 0a 
And weighty int' reſt turns the ſcales, ____ | Repleniſh'd by his homely treat, 5 
Muſt I be better than the reſt, His fav'rite Spaniel near him ſtood, 4 
And harbour Juſtice in my breaſt > | And with his maſter ſhar'd thie . 
On one ſide only take the fee, = The crackling bones his jaws devour d, 51 
Content with poverty and hee? His lapping tongue the trenchers ſcour d; 
Thou blind to ſenſe, and vile of mind | | Till, fated now, ſupine he as 
Th'exaſperated Shade rejoin'd, . 2 And ſnor'd the riſing fumes away, No 
If virtue from the world is flown, I The hungry Cat, in turn, drew near, 
Will others faults excuſe thy own ? | And humbly crav'd a ſervant's ſhare; 
For ſickly ſouls the prieſt was made; 3 Her modeſt worth the maſter knew, 
Phyſicians for the body's _ So And ſtraight the fatt'ning morſel threw : 
The ſoldier guarded li | Enrag'd, the ſnarling Cur awoke, - | 
Man, woman, and the lawye er me. And thus, with ſpiteful envy, ſpoke : 
i If all are faithleſs to their truſt, They only claim a right to cat, 
They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. I ͤ Who earn by ſervices their meat; 
Henceforth your pleadings 1 diſclaim, Ice, zeal and induſtry inflame | 
And bar the ſanction of my name; To ſcour the fields, and ſpring the game z Wy. 
Within your courts it ſhall be read, | Or, plunged in the wint'ry wave, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled. I For man the wounded bird to fave. 
She ſpoke ;- and hid in ſhades her face, | With watchful diligence I keep 
Till Hardwicke ſooth'd her into grace. I From prowling wolves his fleecy ſheep ; 
| | | 2 * e hours ſecure, 
. rive the robber from the door; 
5 194 . F able IX. The . mer, , the avi, For this his breaſt with kindneſs glows 5 3 
and the | | | For this, his hand the food beſtows ; 
WHY knits my dear her angry brow? | And ſhall thy indolence i impart - 
What rude — alarms you now * A warmer friendſhip to his heart, 
1 I faid that Delia's fair, tis true; . | That thus he robs me of my due, 
But did I fay the equall d you!  _ | To pamper ſuch vile things as you 
Can't I another's face commend, I. TI own (with meekneſs, Puſs reply'd) - 
Or to her virtues be a friend, | Superior merit on your fide ; | 
But inſtantly your forehead lourss, | | Nor does my breaſt with envy ſwell, 
As if her merit lefſen'd your's ? Io find it — ſo well; 
From female envy never free; Vet I, in what my nature can, 
All muſt be — becauſe you ſee. | Contribute to the good of man. Wy 
Survey the gardens, fields, and bow'rs, Whoſe claws deſtroy the pilf'rin mouſe > 
The buds * bloſſoms, and the flow rs, Who drives the vermin from the houſe ? | \ 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows Or, watchful for the lab'ring ſwain, 1 
at vies in ſweetneſs with the ro  __ | From lurking rats ſecures the grain? m—_— 
| Or where the lily's ſnowy white, From hence, if he rewards beſtow, 
3 That throws ſuch beauties on the 2 ? Why ſhould your heart with gall o'erflow ? 
Vet folly is it to declare, | = Why pine my happineſs to ſee, : 
That theſe are neither ſweet nor fair. ] Since there's enough for you and me? 
The cryſtal ſhines with fainter rays | Thy words are juſt, the Farmer cry'd; 
. r And purn'd the fnarler from his fide. 
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Lay many a heedleſs captive ſlain, 
Or flutt'ring, ſtruggl'd in the toils, 
Io burſt the chains, and ihun her wiles. 


$ 195. Fable X. The Spider and the Bee. 
FEE nymph who walks the public ſtreets, 
And ſets her cap at all ſhe meets, 


| May catch the fool who turns to ſtare ; 


But men of-ſenſe avoid the ſnare. 
As on the margin of the flood. 


With filken-line, my Lydia ſtood, 
1 ſmil'd to fee the pains you took 


To cover o'er the fraudful hook. 


Along the foreſt as we ſtray' d, | 
| You ſaw the boy his lime-twigs ſpread ; 
Gueſs'd you the reaſon of his fear, 
Leſt, heedleſs, we approach too near? 
For as behind the buſh we lay, : 
The linnet flutter'd on the ſpray” 


Needs there ſuch caution to delude 


The ſcaly fry, and'feather'd brood 2 


And think you, with inferior art, 
To captivate the human heart ? 


The maid who modeſtly conceals 


Her beauties, while ſhe bides, reveals. 


Sire but a glimpſe, and fancy draws 
 Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 


From Eve's firſt fig-leaf to brocade, 


All dreſs was meant for fancy's aid; 


Which evermore delighted dwells _, 
On what the baſhful nymph conceals, 


When Celia ftruts in man's attire, 


She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire; 
But from the hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has pow'r to wound. 
The roving eye, the boſom bare, 
The forward laugh, the wanton air, 


May catch the fop ; for gudgeons ftrike = 
At the bare hook and bait alike; 
_ While:falmon play regardleſs by. 

J. 


Till art like nature forms the 
Beneath a peaſant's homely thatch 

A Spider long had held her watch; 
From morn to night, with reſtleſs care, 


She ſpun her web, and wove her ſnare. 


Within the limits of her reign | 


mY 


A ſtraying Bee, that perch'd hard by, 


Reheld her with diſdainful eye, 
And thus began: Mean thing, give o'er, 
And lay thy ſlender threads no more; 

A thoughileſs fly or two, at moſt, 


Is all the conqueſt thou canſt boaſt; 


For bees of ſenſe thy arts evade; 


We ſee ſo plain the nets are laid. 

The gaudy tulip, that diſplays 
Her ſpreading foliage to gaze ; . 
That points her charms at all the ſees, 
And ne ev'ry wanton breeze, 


| Attracts not me; where bluſhing grows, 


Guarded with thorns the 


eſt role, 


Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 
Or on her fragrant boſom he | 
Reluctant ſhe my ardour meets, 
And baſhful renders up her ſweets. 
To wiſer heads attention lend, 


And learn this leſſon from a friend: 


{ 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


She who with modeſty retires, 
| | Adds fuel to her lover's fires, 


1 | "IR 
IS 196. Fable NI. The Young Lion and the Ape. 
7 1 true, I blame your lover's choice“, 


His exclamations, O how fair! 


Aden nor o wild delights = 
ed nights ; 


| | The whiteneſs of your neck and arms? 
| | Needs there no acquiſition more | 


I Yes; pals a fortnight, and you'll find 
| All beauty cloys, but of the mind. 


| The ſureſt cords to faſten love. 
1 Yet, Phillis, ſimpleſt of your ſex, 
| | You never think, but to perplex ; 
Coquetting it with ev'ry ape 
1 
But that it ſtings your lover's breaſt. 
| To-morrow you refign the ſway, 


| | To the ſubmiſhon of a wife. 


Think often ere you anſwer Ves; 


| | That might create one jealous fear, 
= 


| Or give the gen'rous breaſt a wound ; 
Contemn the girliſh arts to teaze, 


; | The King of brutes, in life's decline, 
_ | Refolv'd dominion to reſign; 7 


I They came; a day was fix'd; che crowd 


And live the monarchs of to-day; 
_ 1'Tis ours the vacant hand to ſpurn, 


And wear your wiſhes in your eyes; 


| For fools alone with rigour ſway, . 


| Why cringe my friends, with flaviſh awe, 


| The counſels of experience prize, 


* \ W 


While ſuch incautious jilts as you, 
By folly your own ſchemes undo. 


Though flatter'd by the public voice, 
And peevith grow, and ſick, to hear 


And tranſports of expe 1 
What is to me your hoard of charms? 


To keep contention from the door > 


Senſe and good-humour ever prore 


That ſtruts abroad in human ſhape ; 
Not that the coxcomb 1s your taſte, 


Prepar'd to honour and obe. 
The tyrant miſtreſs change for life, 


| Your follies, if you can, ſuſpend, 
And learn inſtruction from a friend: 
Reluctant hear the firſt addreſs, 


But, once reſolv'd, throw off diſguiſe, 
With caution ev'ry look forbear 


A lover's rip'ning hopes confound, 


Nor uſe your pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe; 
When, ſoon or late, they muſt obey. 


The beaſts were ſummon'd to appear ; 
And bend before the royal heir. b 
Before their future monarch bow'd. 

A 4:pper Monkey, pert and vain, 
Stepp'd forth, and thus addreſs'd the train: 


Before this pageant king of ſtraw ? 
Shall we anticipate the hour, | 
And, ere we feel it, own his pow'r ? 


I know the maxims of the wiſe ; 
Subjection let us caſt awa 


And play the tyrant each in turn, 
So ſhall he right from wrong diſcern, 


And mercy from oppreſſion learn; 


I. 


AT 


\ He ſpoke; his 


The. 


* 


Book I. 

t others woes be taught to melt, 
2 loath the ills himſelf has felt. 3 

om ſwell'd with pride. 

The youthful Lion thus reply d-: | 

What madneſs prompts thee to provoke 
My wrath, and dare th'umpending ſtroke ? 
Thou wretched fool ! can wrongs impart 
Compaſſion to the feeling heart! 
Or teach the grateful breaſt to glow, 
The hand to give, or eye to flow? 
Learn'd in the practice of their ſchools, 
From women — haſt drawn thy rules; 
To them return; in ſuch a cauſe, 
From only ſuch expect applauſe; 
The partial ſex I don't condemn, 
For liking thoſe who copy them. 
Would thou the gen'rous lion bind > 
By kindneſs bribe him to be kind; 
Good offices their likeneſs get, 
And payment leſſens not the debt; 
With multiplying hand he gives 
The good, from others he receives; 
Or, for the bad makes fair return, 
And pays with int'reſt ſcorn for ſcorn. 


8 197. Fable XII. The Colt and the Farmer. 
TELL me, Corinna, if you can, | 
Why ſo averſe, fo coy to man? 
Did nature, laviſh of her care, 
From her beſt pattern form you fair, 
That you, 8 to her cauſe, ee 
Should mock her gifts, and ſpurn her laws? 
And, miſer-like, — at ſtore 
Which, by imparting, bleſſes more? 
— a gift, by Heav'n afſign'd 
The portion of the female kind ; 
For this the yielding maid demands 
Protection at her lover's hands; s ; 
And though by waſting years it fade, 
Remembrance tells him, once twas paid. 
And will you then this wealth conceal, 
For age to ruſt, or time to ſteal? 
ummer of your youth to rove 
A ſtranger to the joys of love? ; 
Then, when life's winter haſtens on, 
And youth's fair heritage is gone, 
Dow'rleſs to court ſome peaſant's arms, 
'To guard your wither'd age from harms ; 
No gratitude to warm his breaſt — 
For blooming beauty once poſſeſt; 
How will you curſe that ſtubborn pride 
Which drove your bark acroſs the tide, 
And failing before folly's wind, 
Left ſenſe and happineſs behind! 
Corinna, leſt theſe whims prevail, - 
To ſuch as you I write my tale. 
A Colt, for- blood and mettled ſpeed, 
The choiceſt of the running breed, 
Of youthful ſtrength, and beauty vain, 
Refus'd ſubjection to the rein. ; 
In vain the grooms officious ſkill 
Oppos'd his pride and check'd his will; 
In vain the maſter's forming care 


Reſtrain'd with threats, or loch d with pray r; 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
| 


I And 
A ſtable, erſt his ſcorn and hate, 


The 


His ſelf- upbraidings 
| Wretch that I am ! he ſighing ſaid, 


| While man beſtow 


She feels enthuſiaſtic rage, 


105 
Of freedom proud, and ſcorning man, 
Wild o'er the ſpacious plains he ran. 
Where'er luxuriant nature ſpread | 
Her flow'ry carpet o'er the mead, 


Or bubbling ſtreams ſoft-gliding paſs, 
| | To cool and freſhen up the graſs, 


Diſdaining bounds, he cropt the blade, : 


And wanton'd in the ſpoil he made. 


In plenty thus the ſummer paſs'd, 
Revolving winter came at laſt; * 


| | The trees no more a ſhelter yield, 

| The verdure withers from the field, 

I Perpetual ſnows inveſt the ground, 
| In icy chains the ſtreams are bound, 


| ] Cold nipping winds, and rattling hail, . 


His lank, unſhelter'd fides affail. 


As round he caſt his rueful eyes, 4 


He ſaw the thatch'd-roof cottage rife ; 


The proſpect touch'd his heart with cheer, - 
nis'd kind deliv'rance near. 


Was now become his wiſh'd retreat; 
His paſſion cool, his pride forgot, 

A Farmer's welcome yard he ſought. 
The maſter ſaw his woful plight, 

His limbs that totter'd with his weight, 
And, friendly, to the ſtable led, 5 


And ſaw him litter'd, dreſs'd, and fed. 


In ſlothful eaſe all night he lay; 


I The ſervants roſe at break of day; 
The market calls. Along the road 


His back muſt bear the pond'rous load; 
In vain he ſtruggles, or complains, 


Inceſſant blows reward his pains. 
| To-morrow varies but his toil; 
| Chain'd to the plough, he breaks the ſoil 3 


While ſcanty meals at night repa 
painful labours of the day. 48 | 
Subdu'd by toil, with anguiſh rent, 
found a vent. 


By arrogance and folly led : 


| Had but my reſtise youth been brought | 


To learn the leſſon nature taught, 
Then had I, like my fires of yore, 
The prize from ny courſer bore; _ 

'd rewards and praiſe, 


And females crown'd my latter days. 
| Now laſting ſervitude's my lot, 

My birth contemn'd, my ſpeed forgot; 

| Doom'd am I, for my pride, to bear 

| A living death, from year to year. 


8 198. Fable XIII. The Or! and Nightingale. 


O know the miſtreſs humour right, 
See if her maids are clean and tight; 
If Betty waits without her ſtays, 
She copies but her lady's ways. 
When Miſs comes in with boiſt'rous ſhout, 


And. drops no court'ſy going out, 


Depend upon't, mamma is one 
Who reads, or drinks too much alone. 
If bottl'd beer her thirſt aſſuage, 


* 


2 _ — — — — — Y 2 — - 
_- _ - ——— — -— — — — td > — 1 1 _ — — — — th =— 
> — — — 2 — — — — 4 — _ 1 — — —— — — — — 
. « — — — a__ wed y — _ — _— 8 — 25 — 2 mr va — 1 
: ” — — — — 1 * 12332 2 


Ea ates EE ES rh 
4 p! 


— 


* = 
BS. anne — 


— 


— — — - >S — * 
— — - 
— : — - m— - — —— 2 


- 2 p — . 
_ —_— < * 
— —— —— — 
— 


— —_— 
be ee —é— =: . 
— 


— «„-⁰ n !œb —Bð NTSS ms — — — 


— 


— — — = ——— ————— — —— — 
TRL —— — lf bo 


And burns with ardour, to inherit 


No remedy but death remains. 

Sum up the various ills of life, 

And all are ſweet to fuch a wife. 

At home ſuperior wit ſhe vaunts, | 
And twits her huſband with his wants; 


Like pigs, are wallowing on the ground; 
Impatient ever of controul, 
Sbe knows no order but of ſoul; | 


Fill up the intermediate ſpace. 


And ſtands with truth and ſenſe at bay. : 


Lov'd learning better than his meat; 
Old manuſcripts he treaſur'd up, 
And fummag'd every grocer's ſhop ; 


In logic he acquir'd ſuch knowledge, 
You'd ſwear him fellow of a college; 


And fwallow'd wiſdom with that haſte 
That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt, 


Fathom the depth of Cib 


106 ELEGANT 
The gifts and workings of the ſpirit. 
If learning crack her giddy brains, 


Her ragged offspring all around, 


With books her fitter'd floor is ſpread, 
Of nameleſs authors, never read; 
Foul linen, petticoats, and lace, 


Abroad, at viſitings, her tongue 
Is never ſtill, and always wrong; 
All meanings ſhe defines away, 


If e'er ſhe meets a = heart, 
Skill'd in the houſewife's uſeful art, 


Who makes her family her care, 
And builds contentment's temple there, 
She ſtarts at fuch miſtakes in nature, 218. 
And cries, Lord help us !— what a creature! 


Mlceliſſa, if the moral ſtrike, 
You'll find the fable not ualike. Rk. 
An Ovw!l, pufÞ up with ſelf-conceit, 


At -cooks was known to ply, 


And ſtrip for ſcience every pye. 3 
For modern | 


ry-and wit, 8 
He had read all that Blackmore writ: 
So intimate with Curl was grown, 


His learned treaſures were his own ; 
To all his author's had acceſs, .) 


And ſometimes would correct the preſs. 


Alike tu ev'ry art and ſcience, 
His daring genius bid defiance, .- 


Within the ſhelter of a wood, 
One evuing, as he muſing ſtood, 


Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 
A Nightingale began his lay. f 
Sudden he ſtarts, with anger ſtung, OS. 


And fcreeching, interrupts the ſong : 
Pert, buſy thing, thy airs give o'er, 
And let my contemplation foar. - 


What is the muſic of thy voice, 


Bur jarring diſſonance and noiſe * 
Be wife. True harmony thou'lt find 
Not in the throat, but in the mind ; 
By empty chirping not attain'd, - 
Bur by laborious ſtudy gain'd. 
Go, read the author's oy. explodes ; 

r's Odes; 
With modern plays improve thy wit; 
Read all the learning Henley writ; 


% 
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So ſhalt thou grow, like me, refin'd, 
And bring improvement to thy kind. 


Made up ef ignorance and pride, 


oy 
1 


A greater blockhead wings 


EXTRACTS, Book l. 


And if thou needs muſt ſing, ſing then 
And emulate the ways of - * . 


Thou wretch, the little Warbler cry'd, 


Aſk all the birds, and they'll declare, 
not air. 
Read o'er thyſelf, thy talents ſcan ; 
Science was only meant for man. 

No ſenſeleſs authors me moleſt, 

1 the _ of my neſt; _ 
With careful wing protect m 3 
And cheer their — 2 


. | While, nurs'd in pedantry and floth, 
I An Oul is — &y both. A. 5 
1 1 — | 8 For 1 
| 9 199. Fable XIV. The Sparrow and the Dove 2 
II was, aSTearn'd traditions ſay, Nor | 
Upon an April's blitheſome day, He n 
When pleaſure, ever on the wing, Fron 
| Return'd, companion of the ſpring, And 
And cheer'd the birds with am'rous heat, Ah « 
I Inſtructing little hearts to beat; In tl 
A Sparrow, frolic, gay, and young, Fron 
Of bold addreſs, and ippant tongue, And 
Juſt left his lady of a night, | Sl 
Like him to follow new delight, | Tha 
. a of many a conqueſt vain, = 'Tha 
_ | Flew off to ſeek the re train; The 
The chirping train he quickly found, Ala 
And with a ſaucy eaſe bow'd round. Wh 
For ev'ry ſhe his boſom burns, Y 
., | And this and that he woos by turns; Gre 
I } And here a ſigh, and there a bill; Wh 
| And here— thoſe eyes, fo form'd to kill! An 
I And now, with ready tongue, he ſtri gs Wh 
| Unmeaning, foft, reſiſtleſs things; *A Arc 
Wich vows, and dem-me's ſkill'd to woo, WI 
As other pretty fellows do. Ene 
Not that he thought this ſhort eſſay Vet 
A prol wt il to his play; An 
I No, truſt me, ſays our — letter, ( 
- {| He knew the virtuous ſex much better; Fel 
But theſe he held as ſpecious arts Bu 
To ſhew his own ſuperior 8 Th 
The form of decency to ſhield, _ An 
| And give a jult pretence to yield. An 
Thus * his courtly play, l 
| He mark'd the fav'rite of a day; i Go 
With careleſs impudence drew near, I v 
And whiſper'd Hebrew in her ear; (U 
A hint, which like the maſon's ſign, Ar 
The conſcious can alone divine. Tl 
The flutt'ring nymph, expert at feigning, Ne 
| Cry'd, Sir !—pray Sir, explain your meaning Is 
Go prate to thoſe that may endure ye — Ly 


To me this rudeneſs I'll aſſure ye ! — 


| Then 


Book I. 


Then off ſhe glided, like a ſwallow, 
As ſaying — you gueſs where to follow. 
To ſuch as know the party ſet, 


»Tis needleſs to declare they met; 


The parſon's barn, as authors mention, 
Confeſs'd the fair had apprehenſion. 

Her honour there ſecure from ſtain, 
She held all farther trifling vain ; 

No more affected to be co, ö 
But ruſh'd licentious on the joy. 


Hiſt, Love !—the male companion cry'd, 


Retire a while; I fear we're ſpy'd. 
Nor was the caution vain ; he faw 
A Turtle ruſtling in the ſtraw, 


While o'er her callow brood the hung, 


And fondly thus addreſs'd her young: 
Ye tender objects of my care! 

Peace, peace, ye little helpleſs pair ; 1 

Anon he comes, your gentle ſire, 

And brings 


For us, with only love to guide, 
Our lord aſſumes an eagle's ſpeed, 
And, like a lion, dares to bleed. 


Nor yet by wint'ry ſkies confin'd, 


He mounts upon the rudeſt wind, 

From danger tears the vital ſpoil, 

And with affeCtion ſweetens toil. 

Ah ceaſe, too vent'rous ! ceaſe to dare; 

In thine, our dearer ſafety ſpare! 

From him, ye cruel falcons, ſtray, 

And turn, ye fowlers, far away! 
Should 1 ſurvive to ſee the day 

That tears me from myſelf away, 


That cancels all that Heaven could gire, 


The life by which alone I live, 

Alas, how more than loſt were I, . 

Who in the thought already die ! 5 5 
Ye Pow'rs, whom men and birds obey, 

Great rulers of your creatures, fay, 


Why mourning comes, by bliſs convey'd, z 


And ev'n the ſweets of love allay'd ? 
Where grows enjoyment, tall and fair, 
Around it twines entangling care; 
While fear for what our, ſouls poſleſs 
Enervates cv'ry pow'r to bleſs ; * 
Vet friendſhip forms the bliſs above; 


And, life! what art thou without love? 


Our hero, who had heard a „ 
Felt ſomething moving in his heart; 
But quickly, with diſdain _— 2 
The virtue riſing in his breaſt; 
And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud; 


And next, approaching, ſmil'd and bow'd: : 


Madam you muſt not think me rude; 
manners never can intrude; _ 

I vow I come thro! pure good nature— — 

(Upon my ſoul a charming creature!) 


Are theſe the comforts of a wife * - 


This careful, cloiſter'd, moping life ? 

No doubt, that odious thing, call'd Duty, 
Is a ſweet province for a beauty. 

Thou pretty ignorance ! thy will 

Is meaſur'd to thy want of {kill ; 


you all your hearts require. | 
For us, his infants and his bride, | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


The greateſt i 


I own, the fondneſs to be bleſt 

_ | Is a deep thirſt in every breaſt ; 
Of bleflings too I have my ſtore, 

Vet quarrel not, ſhould 

Then prove the change to be expedient, 


— 
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That good old - faſhionꝰd dame, thy mother 
Has taught o infant years no — Lo . 
ill in the creation 

Is ſure the want of education. 3 

But think ye — tell me without feigning, 
Have all theſe charms no farther meaning? 
Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 
Might teach your ladyſhip much better. 
For ſhame, reject this mean employment; 
Enter the world, and taſte enjoyment; 


. | Where time by circling bliſs we meaſure: 


Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure; 


Come, prove the bleſſing, follow me, 
| Be wiſe, be ha g * 
EKind Sir, reply'd our matron chaſte, 


» and be free. 
{ Your zcal ſeems pretty much in haſte 


eav'n give more; 


And think me, Sir, your moſt obedient. 
Here turning, as to one inferior, 


' | Our gallant ſpoke, and ſmil'd ſuperior. 


Methinks, to quit your boaſted ſtation 
Requires a world of heſitation; 
Where brats and bonds are held a bleſſing, 
The caſe I doubt is paſt redrefling. . | 


| Why, child, ſuppoſe the joys I mention 


Were the mere fruits of my invention, 


| You've cauſe ſufficient for your carriage, 


In flying from the curſe of marriage; 


- | Thar fly decoy, with vary'd ſnares, 


That takes your widgeons in by pairs „ 


Alike to huſband and to wife, 


The cure of love and bane of life; 
The only method of forecaſting, 
To make misfortune firm and laſting; 


The fin, by Heav'n's peculiar ſentence, 
| Unpardon'd, through a life's repentance. 
| It is the double ſnake that weds 


A common tail to diffrent heads, 
That leads the carcaſe ſtill aſtray, 
By dragging each a diffrent way. 


_ | Of all the ills that may attend me, 


From marriage, mighty gods, defcnd me 1 
Give me frank nature's wild demeſne, 


And boundleſs tract of air ſerene, | | 
| Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, 


Delights to ſport, delights to range; 


There, Liberty ! to thee is owing 
I | Whate'er of bliſs is worth beſtowing ; 


Delights ſtill vary'd, and divine, 


| Sweet goddeſs of the hills ! are thine. 


What ſay you now, you pretty pink, vou? 
Have I for £21 {ſpoke — think you? 
You take me now for no romancer — 

Come, never ſtudy for an anſwer ; 
Away, caſt ev'ry care behind ye, 
And fly where joy alone ſhall find ye. 

Soft yet, return'd our female fencer, 

A queftion more, or. ſo —and then, Sir. 
You've rally'd me with ſenſe exceeding, 
With much fine wit, and better breeding; 


| 


But 


. e 


= - 
, Sir, how do ou contrive it 2 
of your world never wive it ? 


| Do hel 


What does the bus'neſs full as well.” 
Do you ne'er love? © An hour at leiſure.” _ 
Have you no friendſhips ? “ Yes, for pleaſure.” 
No care for little ones? © We get em.?“ 
The reſt the mothers mind and let em.“ 
Thou wretch, rejoin'd the kindling Dove, 
Quite loft to life as loſt to love! 
_ Whene'er misfortune comes, how juſt! 
And come misfortune ſurely muſt ; 
In the dread ſeaſon of 12 1 
In that, your hour of trial, ſay, | 
Who then ſhall prop your ſinking heart? 
Who dear affliction's weightier part? 
Say, when the black-brow'd welkin 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 
To mourning turns all tranſient cheer, 
And blaſts the melancholy year; 
For times at no perſuaſion ſtay, 
Nor vice can find perpetual May; 3 
Then where's that tongue, by folly fed, 
That ſoul of pertneſs whither fled» 
All ſhrunk within thy lonely neſt, 
Forlorn, abandon'd, and unbleft! 
No friends, by cordial bonds ally'd, 
Shall feek thy cold, unſocial fide; 
No chirping prattlers to delight, 
Shall turn the long enduring night; 
No bride her words of balm impart, 
And warm thee at her conſtant heart. 
Freedom, reſtrain d by reaſon's force, 
Is as the ſun's unvarying courſe, 
Benignly active, ſweetly bright, 
Aſffording warmth, affording light; 
But torn from virtue's facred rules, 
Becomes a comet, gaz'd by fools, 
Foreboding cares, and ftorms, and ftrife, 
And fraught with all the plagues of life- 
| Thou fool! by union ev'ry creature 
Subſiſts, through univerſal nature; 
And this, to beings void of mind, 
Is wedlock of a meaner kind. 
While womb'd in ſpace, primeval clay, 
A yet unfaſhion'd embryo lay, 25 
The Source of endleſs good, above, 
Shot down his ſpark of kindling love; 
Touch'd by the all-enliv'ning flame, 
Then motion firſt exulting came; 
Each atom ſought its ſep'rate claſs 
Through many a fair, enamour'd maſs; 
Love caſt the central charm around, 
And with eternal nuptials bound, 
Then form and 2 the an lich 
irſt train'd their bri p on high; 
The - diſplay'd his 7 ſight, 
And burnt with hymeneal light. 
Hence nature's virgin- womb conceiv'd, 
And with the genial burden heav'd | 
Forth came the oak, her firſt born heir, 
And ſcal'd the breathing ſteep of air; 
Then infant ſtems, of various uſe, 
Imbibꝰd her foft maternal juice; 


pa, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


5 Upon her fr breaſt repos'd ; 
„ No, no.” How then? © Why, dare I tell? OO 


I Aſpir'd, and reach'd Its kindred mind. 

| Caught in the fond celeſtial fire, hs 

_ | The mind perceiv'd unknown defire ; 

| And now with kind effuſion flow'd, 

I And now with cordial ardour glow'd, 
-| Beheld the ſympathetic fair, 


Here ever bleſſing, ever bleſt, 


Still beams effulgent bliſs abroad; 


The ring by which the world is bound ; 
Here bids his ſeat of empire grow, 
| And builds 


| { Enrich'd by ev'ry joy they give; 
| Like echo, from her vocal hold, 


I | Their union, firm and undecay'd, | 
Nor time can ſhake, nor pow'r invade, 


| | And bloom and ſtrengthen into age. 


_ | Endearing looks and chaſte deſire 


| And gives his filial heir to flow 


_ | With partial 


S, Boon f. 
The flow ' rs, in early bloom diſclos'd, 


ithin her warm embraces grew 
A race of endleſs form, and hue; i 
Then pour'd her leſſer offspring round, 
And fondly cloath'd their parent ground. 
Nor here alone the virtue reign'd, 
| By matter's cumb'ring form detain'd ; 
But thence, ſubliming and refin'd, | 


i 


| And lov'd its own reſemblance there; 
On all with n—_ radiance ſhone, 
But cent' ring, fix'd on one alone; 
There claſp'd the heav'n- appointed wife, 
And doubled ev'ry joy of life. C 
| Reſides this beauty of the breaſt, 
| As from his palace, here the god 


Here gems his own eternal round, 


| * little heav'n below. 
The bridal partners thus ally'd,., 
And thus in ſweet accordance ty'd, - 
One body, heart, and ſpirit live, 


Return'd in muſic twenty-fold. 


But as the ſtem and ſcion ſtand, 
Ingrafted by a ſkilful hand, 
They check the tempeſt's wint'ry rage, 


— 


A thouſand amities unknown, 5 
And pow'rs, perceiv'd by love alone, 


Fan and ſupport the mutual fire, 

| Whoſe flame, perpetual as refin'd, 

Is ted by an immortal mind. 1 

Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ends; 
Like Nile it opens, and deſcends, 

Which, by apparent u indings led, 

| We trace to its celeſtial us; . oo 
| The fire, firſt ſpringing from above, 
Becomes the ſource of life and love, 


In fondneſs down on ſons below : 

Thus roll'd in one continu'd tide, | 

To time's extremeſt verge they glide, 

While kindred ſtreams, on either hand, 

Branch forth in bleflings o'er the land. 
Thee, wretch ! no N ſhall name; 

No late - returning brother claim; 

No kinſman on thy road rejoice ; 

No ſiſter greet thy ent'ring voice; 

es no parents ſee, 

And bleſs their years reſtor d in thee. 


— 


| My life, myſelf, my ſoul, my fire, 


Bo oK I. 

In age rejected, or declin'd, 

An alien, ev'n among thy kind; 

The partner of thy ſcorn'd embrace 

Shall play the wanton in thy face; 

Each ſpark unplume thy little pride ; 

All friendſhip fly thy faithleſs fide. 

Thy name ſhall like thy carcaſe rot, 

In ſickneſs ſpurn'd, in forgot. 
All-giving Pow'r! great Source of life! 

oO hear the parent! hear the wife! 

That life thou lendeſt from above, 

Though little, make it large in love; _ 

O bid my feeling heart expand 15 

To ev'ry claim on ev'ry hand; 5 

To thoſe from whom my days I drew 

To theſe, in whom thoſe days renew ; 

To all my kin, however wide, | 

In cordial warmth as blood ally d; 

To friends, with ſteely fetters twin'd ; 

And to the crucl not unkind! 
But chief, the lord of my deſire, 


Friends, children, all that wiſh can claim, 

Chaſte paſſion claſp, and rapture name; 

O ſpare him, ſpare him, gracious Po-] r! 

O give him to my lateſt hour ! | 

Let me my length of life employ 

To give my ſoul-enjoyment joy. 

His love, let mutual love excite, 

Turn all my cares to his delight, 

And ev'ry needleſs bleſſing ſpare, 

Wherein my darling wants a ſhare. 

When he with 2 action woos, 

And ſweetly bills, and fondly coos, 

Ah, deck me, to his eyes alone, 

With charms attractive as his own ; 

And in my circling wings careſs'd, 

Give all the lover to my breaſt. 

Then in our chaſte connubial bed, 

My boſom pillow'd for his head, 

His eyes with bliſsful ſlumbers cloſe, 

And watch, with me, my lord's repoſe ; 

Your peace around his temples twine ; 

And love him with a love like mine. 
And, for I know his gen'rous flame, 

Beyond whate'er my ſex can claim 

Me too to your protection take, 

And ſpare me for my huſband's ſake. - 

Let one unruffled calm delight | 

The loving and belov'd unite; 

One pure deſire our boſoms warm, 

One will direct, one wiſh inform; 

Through life, one mutual aid ſuſtain ; 

In death, one peaceful grave contain. 
While, ſwelling with the darling theme, 

Her accents pour'd an endleſs ſtream, 

The well-known wings a ſound impart, 


| That reach'd her ear, and touch'd her heart ; 


Quick dropp'd the muſic of her tongue, 
And fred win eager joy, ſhe — 
As ſwift her ent' ring conſort flew, 
And plum'd-and kindled at the view; 
eir wings, their ſouls, embracing meet, 
Their hearts with anſwering meaſure beat; 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
| Half loſt in ſacred ſweets, and bleſs'd 


Aa 
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4 Nor ſkill'd on life's tempeſtuous ride, 
If once her feeble bark recede, 


With raptures felt, but ne'er expreſs'd. 
Straight to her humble roof ſhe led 


| The partner of her ſpotleſs-bed ; : 
{| Her young, a flutt'ring pair, ariſe, : 


Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 
! Tranſported, to their fire they bound, . 


And hang with ſpeechleſs action round. 


In pleaſure wrapt, the parents ftand, 


And ſee their little wings expand; 


The fire, his life-ſuſtaining prize 


To each ex g bill applies, 


There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 
I Wich trans 


port giv'n, tho? won with toil; 


| | While, all collected at the fight, _ 


| And filent through ſupreme delight, 


| The Fair high heav'n of bliſs beguiles, 


And on her lord and infants ſmiles. 
The Sparrow, whoſe attention hung 


1 _ the Dove's enchanting tongue, 


all his little flights difarm'd, 


| | And from himlel , by virtue, charm'd, - 


When now he ſaw, what only ſeem'd 
A fact ſo late, a fable deem'd, 


4 His ſoul to envy he refign'd, 


His hours of folly to the wind ; 
In ſecret. wiſh a turtlg tov, © 


3 — ——— — — 


3200. Fable XV. The Female Seducers. 
7 TIE faid of widow, maid, and wife, 


That honor is a woman's life; 
| Unhappy ſex ! who only claim 
| A being in the, breath. of fame ; 


— — 


Which tainted, not the quick'ning gales 


That ſweep Sabæa's ſpicy vales, 
Nor all the healing ſweets reſtore, 


That breathe along Arabia's ſhore. 


The tray'ller, if he chance to ſtray, 


| May turn uncenſur'd to his way; - 


Polluted ftreams again are pure, 
And deepeſt wounds admit a cure; 
| But woman ! no. redemption knows; 


The wounds of honor never cloſe. 


Tho” diſtant ey'ry hand to guide, 
Y 


Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 

In vain ſhe ſecks the friendleſs ſhore, 
| Her ſwifter folly flies before 
The circling ports againft her cloſe, 

| And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe ; 


| Till, by conflicting waves oppreſt, 


Her found'ring pinnace finks to reſt. 
Are there no off rings to atone 

For but a ſingle error — None, 

Tho woman is avow'd, of old, 

| No daughter of celeſtial mould, 

Her temp'ring not without allay, 

And form'd but of the finer clay, _ 

We challenge from the mortal dane 

The ſtrength angelic natures claim 

t * 
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Nay more, for ſacred ſtories tell 


That ev'n immortal angels fell! 
Whatever fills the teeming ſphere 


Of humid earth and ambient air, 


With varying elements endu'd, 
Was 'd to fall, and riſe renew'd. 
The ſtars no fix d duration know; 


Wide oceans ebb again to flow; 


The moon repletes her waning face, 


All beauteous, from her late diſgrace; 
And ſuns, that mourn approaching night, 
Refulgent rife with new- born light. 


In vain may death and time ſubdue, 


While nature mints her race anew, 


And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, 


Like virtue, hid in ev'ry heart; 


'Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen, 


To clothe a naked world in green. 
No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 

Again the gates of life unfold ; 
Again each inſect tries his wing, 

| And lifts freſh pinions on the ſpring ; 


Again from ev ry latent root 


The bladed ſtem and tendril ſhoot, 


 Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, 


Again to periſh, and to riſe. 7 
And muſt weak women then diſfown 


The change to which a world is prone? 


In one meridian brightneſs ſhine, 


And neer like ev'ning ſuns decline? 
Reſolv'd and firm alone? — Is this 
What we demand of woman ? — Yes. 


Bur ſhould the ſpark of veſtal fire 
In fome unguarded hour expire, 


Or ſhould the nightly thief invade 


Heſperia's chaſte and ſacred ſhade, 


Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſt, 


The dragon honor charm'd to reſt, 


| Shall virtuc's, flame no more return? 

No more with virgin ſplendor burn? 
No more the ravay'd garden blow TE 
Wich ſpring's ſucceeding bloſſom ? — No. 


Piry may mourn, but not reſtore 
And woman falls to riſe no more! 


Within this ſublunary ſphere | 
A country lies —no matter where; 


The clime may readily he found 


By all who tread poetic ground ; 

A ſtream, calld Lite, acroſs it glides, 
And cqually the land divides 

And here, of vice the province lies; 

And there, the hills of virtue riſe. 


* 


Upon a mauntain's airy ſtand, 


| Whoſe ſummit look'd to either land, 


An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 
As well for proſpect as repole ; 


For mutual faith they long were fam'd, a 


And Temp'rance and Religion nam'd. 

A num'rous progeny divine | 
Confeſs'd the honors of their line; 
Bur in a little daughter fair, 


Was center'd more than half their care; 


For Heav'n, to gratulate her birth, 
Gave ſigus of future joy to earth; 


— 


% 
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Each limb is li 


From earth refining ſtill they go, 


White was the robe this infant wore, 
And Chaſtity the name the bore. | 


As now the maid in ſtature grew | 
(A flow'r juſt op'ning to the view) 


Oft thro? her native lawns ſhe ſtray'd, 


And, wreſtling with the lambkins, play'd ; 


| Her looks diffuſive ſweets bequeath d; 


The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath'd ; 


| The morn her radiant bluſh aſſum'd; 

| ce bloom'd, 
I And nature yearly took delight, 
| | Like her, to dreſs the world in white. 


The ſpring with earlier 


But when her rifing form was ſeen 


| | To reach the criſis of fifteen, 
Her parents up the-mountain's head, 
With anxious ftep their darling led; 


By turns they ſnatch'd her to their breaſt, 
And thus the fears of age expreſt : | 
O!] joyful cauſe of many a care 


| O! daughter too divinely fair! 


Von world, on this important day, 


_ | Demands thee to a dang'rous way 
A painful journey all muſt go, 

| Whoſe doubted 
| Whoſe due direction who can find, 
| Where reaſon's mute and ſenſe is blind? 
Ah, what unequal leaders theſe, | 


riod none can know 5 


Thro' ſuch a wide perplexing maze! + 


Then mark the warnings of the wiſe, 
| And learn what love and years adviſe. 
I. Farto the right thy proſpect bend, 
Where yonder tow'ring hills aſcend; 
ILo, there the arduous paths in view 


Which Virtue and her ſons purſue; 


| With toil over leſs'ning earth they riſe, 
| And gain, and gain upon the ſkies. 


Narrow's the way her children tread, 
No walk for pleaſure ſmoothly ſpread, 
But rough, and difficult, and fteep 
Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 
Fruits immature thoſe lands diſpenſe, 


A food indelicate to ſenſe, 
8 Of taſte unpleaſant; yet from thoſe 


| Throughout the long laborious wa 


Pure health, with cheerful vigour flows, 
And ſtrength, unfeeling of decay, | 


Hence, as they ſcale that — road, 
ohten'd of its load; EO 


And leave the mortal weight below; 


Then ſpreads the ſtrait, the doubtful clears, 


And ſinooth the rugged path appears; 


| For cuſtom turns fatigue to eaſe, 
And, taught by virtue, pain can plcaſe, 


At length, the toilſome journey Oer, 


I {| And near the bright celeſtial ſhore, 


A gulph, black, fearful, and profound, 


8 Appozn, of either world the bound, 
E 


ro* darkneſs leading up to light; 


For there the tranſitory train | 
Of time, and form, and care, and pain, - 
And matter's grod$ incumb'ring mats, 


| Man's late afſociates, cannot paſs, = 
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Senſc backward ſhrinks, and ſhuns the fight ; 
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But finking, quit th'immortal charge, 
And leave the wond' ring foul at large; 
Lightly ſhe wings her obvious way, 
And mingles with eternal day. 85 
Thither, O thither wing thy ſpeed, 
Tho” pleaſure charm, or pain impede; 
To ſuch th'all-bounteous Pow'r has giv'n, 
For preſent earth, a future heav'n, | 
For trivial loſs, unmedſur'd gain; 
And endleſs bliſs for tranſient pain. 
Then fear, ah! fear to turn thy fight 
Where yonder flow'ry fields invite : 
Wide on the left the path-way bends, 
And with pernicious eaſe deſcends ; 
There, ſweet to ſenſe and fair to ſhow, 
New-planted Edens ſeem to blow, 
Trees, that delicious poiſon bear ; 
For death is vegetable there. 
Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, 
Each ſine w flack'ning at the taſte, 
The ſoul to paſſion yields her throne, 
And ſees with organs not her own; 
While, like the ſſumb'rer in the night, 
Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, 
Before her alienated eyes EST 
The ſcenes of fairy-land ariſe; 
The puppet world's amuſing ſhow, 
Dipt in the gaily-colour'd bow, 53 
Sceptres, and wreaths, 888 things, 
The toys of infants and of kings .) 
That tempt, along the baneful plain, 
The idly wiſe and lightly van, 
Till, verging on the gulphy ſhore, 
Sudden they ſink —and riſe no more. 
But liſt to what thy fates declare: 
Tho? thou art woman, frail as fair, 
If once thy ſliding foot ſhonld ftray, 
Once quit yon heay*n-appointed way, 
For thee, loſt maid, for thee alone, 
Nor pray'rs ſhall plead, nor tears atone ; 
Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 
On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait; 
| Thy * be loath'd by ev'ry eye, 
And ev'ry foot thy preſence fr,. 
Thus arm'd with words of potent ſound, 
Like guardian angels plac'd around, 
A charm, by truth divinely caſt, 
Forward our young advent'rer paſs d, 
Forth from her ſacred eye-lids ſent, 
Like morn, fore-running radiance went, 
While Henour, handmaid late aflign'd, 
Upheld her lucid train behind. © 
Awe-ſtruck, the much-admiring crowd 
Before the virgin viſion bow'd; PER. 
Gaz'd with an ever-new delight, 
Aud caught freſh virtue at the ſight; 
For not of earth's unequal frame @_ 


n-compoun 2 


It matter, ſure the moſt reſin d, 
High- wrought and temper'd into mind, 
dome darling daughter of the day, 

nd body d by her native ray. 
Where“er ſhe palles, thouſands bend, 


* 


They deem the heavn- compounded Dame 


8 


I To ſee a world fo loſt below; TY 
| When ſtraight the breeze began to breathe 
| Airs, gently wafted from beneath, | 


No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 
A people ſunk and loſt in woes, 


! Brighteſt beauty, come away. 


That bound Ulyfles on the main, 


111 
Her ways obſervant eyes confeſs, 
Her ſteps purſuing praiſes bleſs; 

While to the elevated Maid 


- Oblations, as to Heay'n, are paid. 


'Twas on an ever-blitheſome day, 
The jovial birth of roſy May, 


When genial warmth, no more fix | 5 
New - melts the froſt in ev'ry >> a l 
The cheek with ſecret fluſhing dyes; 


And looks kind things from chaſteſt eyes; N 


The ſun with healthier viſage glows, 


Aſide his clouded kerchief throws, 


I And dances up th'etherial plain, | 
| Where late he us'd to climb with pain, 
I While nature, as from bonds ſet free, 

| Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 


And now, for momentary reſt, 


| The nymph her travell'd ſtep repreſt, 
| Juſt turn'd to view the 10 e d. 
And glory'd in the height ſhe 


gain d. 
Out- ſtretch'd before her wide ſurvey 


The realms of ſweet perdition lay, 


And pity touch'd her foul with woe | 


That bore:commitſion'd witchcraft thence, / 
And reach'd her ſympathy of ſenſe ; 


. 


But as of preſent good poſſeſs'd, 


The very triumph of the bleſs'd. 


The maid in rapt attention hung, 
While thus approaching Sirens ſung: 


Hither, faireſt, hither haſte, . 
Brighteſt beauty, come and taſte 
What the pow'rs of bliſs unfold, 
Joys too mighty to be told; 

-. Taſte what ecſtaſies they give; 
Dying raptures, taſte and live. 
In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 

Nature empties all her treaſure, 
Soft defires, that ſweetly languiſh ; 

Fierce delights, that riſe to anguiſh; 
Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay ? 
| , when 2 chide 
ons of pedantry and pride, 
Snarlers, to un feeble ſenſe 
April's funſhine is offence; 
Age and envy will adviſe 
 Ev*n againſt the joy they prize. 
Come, in pleaſure's balmy bowl 
Slake the thirſtings of thy ſoul, 
Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
With cnjoyment, paſt the painting; 
Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay? 
Brighteſt beauty, come away. 


So ſung the Sirens, as of yore, 


Upon the falſe Auſonian ſhore; - 
And O! for that preventing chaln 
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Her gl 
VUnnerv 


Who, der Big loo 


Along the devious, fm 


May turn, to 


The frat of he 


And in the eye of Pleaſure melt. 


No fafety ev'n the yin find, 
but once behind. 
Thus was the much admiring — | 


While diſtant, more than half betray'd. 


With ſmiles, and adulation bland, 
| They join'd her fide, and ſeiz'd her hand; 


Their touchrenvenom'd ſweets diſtill' d, 


Her frame with new pulſations thrill'd ; 


While half conſenting, half denying, 


| Reludtant now, and now complying, 


Amidſt a war of hopes and fears, 


Of trembling wiſhes, ſmiling tears, 


Still down and down, the winning pair 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, yielding Fair. 
As when ſome ſtately veſſel, boand 


To dleſt Arabia's diſtant 
| Borne from her courſes, haply lights 


Where Barca's flow' ry ciime invites, 


to fate, 


So, baffling ev*ry bar to fin, 
And Heav'n's own pilot, plac'd within, 
deſcent, 8 
Wich powers increaſing as they went, 
The dames, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 

As with a rapid eurrent drew, 
And o'er the fatal bounds convey'd - 
The loſt, the reluctant Maid. 

Here ſtop, ye famones, and beware, 
Nor ſend your fond affeftions there; 
Yet, yet mu darling, now deplor'd, 
and heav'n reſtor'd } 
= 1 wait 


Till n 


- 


with ſweet _— charm 4, 
the 3 the ſteel'd diſarmd; 
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That ſo our rfair one might withſtand. Wich Honor, left | 
The covert ruin, now at hand. | 4 Her friend and ys no ys 
The ſong her charm'd attention 8 Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
When now the tempters ſtood in — 4 The fortunes of a wretch betray'd; = 
Curioſity, with prying eyes, But o'er her failing caſt a veil, HO 
And hand of buſy, bold emprize ; | Rememb'ring, you yourſelves are frail. 
Like Hermes, feather'd were her feet, . And now, from all inquiring light, 
ay like fore · running fancy, fleet; | | Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades of night 5 | 
= ſearch unt r 1 untir'd, The Damſel, from a 2 . 
To novelty ſhe | I Confounded at her Phght, aroſe. | 2 
Taſteleſs of ev ry U. Nag. As when, with ſlumb'rous weight oppreſt, 
And but in expectation bl | Some wealthy miſer ſinks to T 
Wich her, aſſociate, Plaſre came, | Where — eye the glitt ring prey, 
Gay Pleaſure, frolic - loving dime, And ſteal his hoard of joys away 
Her mien, all Feimuning in m delight, I He, borne where golden Indus fireams, 
Her beauties half reveal'd to fight ; I Ot pearl, and quarry'd di mond dreams, 

L Looſe flow'd her garments from the | Like Midas, 2 ras the glebe to ore, og 
And caught the kiſſing winds around. | And ſtands all wrapt amidſt Ns «oh 1 | 
As erſt Meduſa's looks were known But wakens, naked, and deſpoi | 

To turn behalders into frone, | Of that for which his years lad wild 
A dire reverſion here they felt, So far'd the nymph, her treaſure flown, 


IAA d, like tobe, to fone; 


Conceal'd around whoſe treach'rous land 
- Lurk the dire rock and dang” rous fand; | 
The lat warns, with fail and oar, 
To ſhun the much-ſuſpeCted ſhore, 
In vain: the tide, too ſubtly ſtrong, 
Still bears the wreſtling bar along, 
Till founding, ſhe re | 5 
And ſinks, o 'erwhelm'd, with all her freight. | 


- 


I Theſe, Virtue! t ales þ 
I Who leave thy hear" n-top'd hills behind > 


* p 


4 Approach d to whiten at her 


A Vpon her foll 


{| Within, without, obſcure and void, 


l She felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy d. 

| And, O thou curſt inſidious coaſt ! | 
Are theſe the ble no canſt boaſt ? 

$ they find, 


Shade me, ye pines, ye caverns, hide, 
Ye mountains, cover me, ſhe cry'd!, 
Her trumpet Slander rais'd on high, 
And told the tidings to the ſky; 
| Contempt diſcharg'd a living dart, 
A fide-long viper to her heart; 
Reproach breath'd poiſons o'er her face, 


| And ſoil'd and blaſted ev ry grace; 


Officious ſhame, her id new, 
Still turn'd the mirror her view, 
| While thoſe in crimes the _ * 


And ev'ry lewd inſulting dame 

roſe to fame. 

What ſhould ſhe do? Avent nee mort 
| To gain the late-deſerted ſhore? 5. 

So truſting, back the mourher flew, 


: As faſt the train of fiends purſue. | 


| Again the farther ſhore's 3 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd; 

But echo gathers in the wind, 

| And ſhews her inſtant foes behind. 


Amaz'd, with headlong ſpeed ſhe tends, 
| Where late ſhe left nn hott of friends 17 
Alas! thoſe ſhrinking friends ls? 

Nor longer own that divine: 5 
Wich fear they mark the following ery, 
And from the lonely trembler fly, 

Or backward drive her on the coaſt, 1 
Where peace was wreck'd, and honour loſt. 
From earth, thus hoping ad i in-vain, 

To Heav'p, not dariug to complain; 

No truce by hoſtile clamour giv'n, 

And from the face of friendihip driv'n, 


The Nymph ſunk — — 
| With lier weght of wow wal 


Euthron · d 


tn 
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Enthron'd within a circling ky, Form be wrapt in waſtlug fire, 
Upon a mount o'er mountains high, | 8. Time be ſpent, and life expire. 
All radiant far, as in a ſhrine, BEE, hen, ye boaſted works of men, 


Virtue, firſt efluence divine 

Far, far above the ſceries of Woe, 
That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below; 
Superior — eſſence bright, 


Where is your aſylum then? a 
Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, 
Tell me, mortals, tell me where? 


ah 


| | | Gone, like traces on the deep, 
Beauty of uncreatcd light, | » 1 Fry: , - 
_— 3 e eee 5 Do Ee, ades, 
As doom d _ a certam day, | Melting ſnows, and gliding ſhades 
The breath of frailty muſt expire, * N ee e eee 
The world diſſolve in livipg fire, I Paas the world, and what's behind? 
The gems of heav'n, and Blar flame, || Virtue's gold, by fire refin'd; ; 
Be quench'd by her eterhal beam, | | From an univerſe deprav'd, 1 


From the wreck of nature fayd. * | 
i Like the life-ſupporting grain, 
Fruit of patience and of pain, 

On the ſwain's autumnal day, 


And nature, quick'ning in her ey 

To rife a new-born phcenix, die E 
Hence, unreveal'd to mortal view|, 

A veil around her form ſhe threw, 


3 3 -= _ | + Winnow'd from the chaff away. 
Pain, Care, and Melancholy made. „ trembler, fear no more, 
Tum r. Thou haſt plenteous crops in ſtore; 
8 — _— high, | | Seed, by genial forrows ſown, 
eheld, abandon'd to deſpair, | | * PE 
The ruins of her fav'rite Fairs mT More than all thy formers hg 
And with a voice, whoſe aw ſound | What tho' hoſtile earth deſpiſe, 
Appal'd the guilty world arolfld, | Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes ; = 
Bid the tumultuous winds be ſtill, HAeav'n thy friendleſs ſteps ſhail guide, 
To numbers bow'd each liſt'ning hill, | dS Cheer thy hours, and guar d thy ide, 
Uncurl'd the ſurging of the main, | Whenthe fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
And ſmooth'd the thorny bed of pain; : When th'immortals pour around, 
The golden harp of heav'n ſhe ſtrung, | Heawvn ſhall thy return atteſt, 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs ſung: 5 | N | Hail'd by myriads of the bleſt. 
Lovely Penitent, ariſe, N Little native of the 1 
Come, and claim thy kindred ſkics; | Lovely penitent, ariſe; . 
Come, thy ſiſter-angels ſay 1 Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 
Thou haft wept thy ſhains away. | Virtue is thy ſiſter now. 
Let experience now decide Ee More delightful are my woes 
*Twixt the good and evil try'd. * Than the rapture pleaſure knows: | 
In the ſmooth, enchanted ground, | Richer far the weeds I bring 
Say, unfold the treaſures found, , | Than the robes that grace a king. 
| Structures, rais'd by morning dreams; on my wars, of ſhorteſt date, 
Sands, that trip the flitting ſtreams; | Crowns of endleſs triumph wait ; 
Down, that anchors on the ar; On my cares a period bleft; 
Clouds, chat paint their changes there. On my tolls eternal reſt, 


Seas, that ſmoothly dimpling lie, . 0 wich virtue at thy ſide; 
While the ſtorm impends on high, Come, be ev'ry bar defy d, 
Shewing, in an obvious glaſs, Till we gain our native ſhore : 
Joys that in poſſeſſion paſs ; _ Siſter, come, and turn no mote. 
©, Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 5 

Flatt'ring, only to betray; 5 8 1 
What, 4 = 4 life mag 5 ' | S 2or. Fable XVI. Love and Vunity. 
Life, like all its cireles—vain. Pp PHE breezy morning breath'd perfume, 
Will the ftork, intending reſt, The wak'ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom, 


1 


On the billow build her neſt? I Up with the ſun, from ſhort repoſe, 
* Will the bee demand his ſtore | Gay health and luſty labour roſe; 
: From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore? | The milkmaid 0 at her pail, 
Man alone, intent to firay, = 5 -_ —_ hay ora o'er = dale 
Ever turns from wiſdom's way; : R = f a. Duft! q 5. Fares te ; 
Lays up wealth in foreign land, — * oh by a. and ſtri . 
Sows the ſea, and plows the ſand. orth from his thatch'd roof'd cottage ſtray, 


| And ftroll'd along the dewy glade. 
A nymph, who lightly tripp'd it by, 
| To _ attention turn'd his eye, 


Soon this elemental maſs, 
Soon th incumb' ring world ſhall paſs ; 


— 


He 
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Approaching 
The Lady, ilightly—Srr, your ſervant, 


Fair one, you do the country grace; 


He mark'd the geſture of the Fair, 
Her ſelf-ſufficient grace and air, 5 
Hex. ſteps, that mineing meant to pleaſe, 


Her ſtudy'd negligence and eaſe; 
And curious to enquire what meant 


This thing of 2 and paint, | 
poke, and bow'd obſervant 


Such beauty in ſo rude a place! 


At court no doubt the public care ; 


But Love has ſmall acquaintance there. 


Ves, Sir, reply'd the flutt'ring dame, 


This form'confeſſes whence it came; 
Rut A car vari 
Can make us 5 


vou know, 


My name is Vaffity. I fway 
The utmoſt iſlands of the fea ; 


Within my court all honor centres; 


J raiſe the meaneſt ſoul that enters; 


| Endow with latent gifts and graces, 
And model fools for poſts and places. 


As Vanity appoints at pleaſure, 


The world receives its weight and pleaſure; 


Hence all the grand concerns of life; 


| Joys, cares, plagues, paſſions, peace and "= I 


eflect how far my pow'r prevails, 


When I ſtep in where nature fails, 
And, ev'ry breach of ſenſe repairing, 


Am bounteous ſtill where Heavn is f 2 1 
But chief in all their arts and airs, 


Their playing, painting, pouts and pray'rs, 


Their various habits and complexions, 
Fits, frolics, foibles, and perfections, 
Their robing, curling, and adorning, 


From noon to night, from night to morning; 
From fix to ſixty, fick or ſound, 


I rule the female world around, 

Fold there a moment, Cupid cry'd, 

Nor boaſt dominton quite ſo wide. 
Was there no province to invade, | 
But that by Love and meekneſs ſway'd ? 


All other empire I refign ; 
But be the foh 

For in the downy lawn of reſt, 

That opens on a woman's breaſt, 


ere of beauty mine. 


Attended by my peaceful train, 

I chuſe to hive, and chuſe to reign. 
Far-ſighred Faith I bring along, 

And Truth, above an army ſtrong; 


And Chaſtity, of icy mould, 


Within the burning tropics cold; 
And Lowlinefs, to whoſe mild brow 

The pow'r and pride of natious bow ; 
And Modeſty, with downcaft eye, 


That lends the morn her virgin dye; 


And Innocence, array'd in light; 
And Honor, as a tow*r upright ; 
With ſweetly winning graces, more 
'Than poets ever dreamt of yore, 


Ja unaffected conduct free, 


All _— ſiſters, three times three: 
And roſy Peace, the cherub bleſt, 


That nightly ſings us all to reſt, 


and pomp forego. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


$ 


What new Utopia do you travel! 


* Shew depth of learning in romances. 


8 


From ancient deeds of fair renown, 
Has brought her bright memorials down 5 
To time afhx'd perpetual youth, | 
And forny'd each tale of love and tyuth, 


4 She moulds the eſſence of a man; 


| Tempers his maſs, his genius fires, 
I ö And, as a better ſoul, | 


1 Of pride, unplumes the lofty creſt, 

I Bidsaſhful merit ſtand confeſt, 

| | And, like coarſe metal from the mines, 
| Collects, irradiates, and refines. 
| 


| All manners ſmooths, informs all hearts, 


And ſinks ſcrenely on he foul 


To hope. your pretty tale is told: 


Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows!  _ 
Go, child; and when you're grown matuzer, | 
_ | You'll ſhoot your next opinion furer. 


The lines, too coarſe for Love to hit. 


Trackleſs, and ſhifting as the wind 
| A ſea, whoſe fathom none can find; 


| A riddle, paſt all human ſolving; 
A.- ſomething that no man can tell. 


Book B 
Hence, from the bud of nature's prime, 
From the firſt ſtep of infant time, 
Woman, the world's appointed light, 
Has ſkirted ev'ry ſhade with white; 
Hag food for unitatign high, 

T 


o ev'ry heart and ev'ry eye; 


Oo 


Upon à new Promethean plan, 


ires. 

The rude the ſoftens, Warms the cold, 
Exalts the meh and checks the bold; 
Calls Sloth fp his ſupine repoſe; 
Within the Eoward's boſom glows; 


The gentle ſcience ſhe imparts, 


From her ſweet influence are felt b 
Paſſions that pleaſi and thoughts that melt; 
To ſtormy rage the bids controu .. 


Softens Deucalion's flinty race, 
And tuncs the warring world to peace. 
Thus arm'd to all that's light and vain. 
And freed From thy fantaſtic chain, | 
She fills the ſphere by Heav'n athgn'd, 
And, rul'd by me, o'er-rules mankind. 
He ſpoke. The nymph impatient ſtood; 
And, laughing, thus her ſpeech renew'd : 
And pray, Sir, may; I be ſo bold 0 


And next demand, without a cavil, 


Upog my word, theſe high- flown fancies 
Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us 


O ſuch a pretty knack at painting! 
And all for ſoft' ning, and for ſainting! 
Gueſs now, who can, a ſingle feature 
Thro' the whole piece of female nature, 
Then mark ! my looſer hand may fit 


Tis ſaid that woman, prone to changing, 
Thro' all the rounds of folly ranging, 
On life's uncertain ocean riding, ' 
No reaſon, rule, nor rudder guiding, 
Is like the comet's wand'ring light, 
Eccentric, ominous, and bright; 


A moon, fill changing and revolving z 
A bliſs, a plague, a heav'n, a hell; 


NN 


_ 


| 


P 


* 


Book I. 

Now learn a ſecret from a friend, 

But keep your council and attend. 

Tho? in their tempers thought ſo diſtant, 
Nor with their ſex nor ſelves conſiſtent, 
»Tis but the difrence of a name, 

And ev'ry woman is the ſame; 

For as the world, however vary'd, | 
And through unnumber'd changes carry'd, 
Of elemental modes and forms, 
Clouds, meteors, colours, calms, and ſtoyn 
Tho? in a thouſand ſuits array'd, "ow 
Is of one ſubject matter made; 

So, Sir, a woman's conſtitation, 
The world's enigma, finds ſolution ; 
And let her form be what you will, 

J am the ſubjeCt eſſence ſtill, * 

With the firſt ſpark of female ſenſe, 
The ſpeck of being, I commence ; 
Within the womb make freſh advances, 
And dictate future qualms and fancies ; 
Thenc&in the growing form expand, 
With childhood travel hand in hand, 

And give a taſte for all their joys 
In gewgaws, rattles, pomp, and noiſe, 

And now, familiar and unayed, 

I ſend the flutt'ring ſoul abroad, _ 
Prais'd for her ſhape, her air, her mien, 
The little goddeſs, and the queen, 
Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 
And drinks ſweet draughts of adulation. 

Now blooming, tall, erect, and fair, 
To dreſs becomes her darling care ; 

The realms of beauty then I bound; 
I ſwell the hoop's enchanted round, 
Shrink in the waiſt's deſcending fizep 
Heay'd in the ſnowy boſom, riſe, 

High on the flowing lap pil, 0 

Or, curl'd in treſſes, kiſs tile gale, 
Then to her glaſs I lead the fair, 
And ſhew the lovely idol there; 
Where, ſtruck as by divine emotion, 
She bows with moſt ſincere devotion, 
And numb'ring ev'ry beauty o'er, 

In ſecret bids the world adore. 
Then all for parking and paradmg, 
Coquetting, dancing, maſquerading ; 


And churches, ſometimes—if the faſhion ; 
For woman's ſenſe of right and wrong 
Is rul'd by the almighty us 3 
Still turns, to each meander tame, 
And ſwims the ſtraw of ev'ry ſtream. 5 
Her ſoul intrinſic worth rejects, » 
Accompliſh'd only in defects; 3 

uch excellence is her ambition, 
Folly her wiſeſt acquiſition; _ 

nd ev'n from pity and diſdain 
She'll cull ſome reaſon to be vain. 
- Thus, Sir, from ev'ry form and feature, 

e wealth and wants of female nature, 

nd ev'n from vice, which you'd admire, 
gather fuel to my fire; 785 
And on the very baſe of ſhame 

rect my monument of fame. 

| 2 * 


— 
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SACRED AND MORAL 


| Let me another truth attempt, 


(*'Tis 11 

| And hold preſumptuous man in awe; | 
For female worth, as I inſpi 5 
In juſt degrees, ſtill mounts the 
| And virtue, ſa,extremely nice, 
_ | Demands long 
Like Sampſon's pillars, fix'd elate, 
II bear the ſex's tott'ring ſtate; | 

{ Sap theſe, and in a moment's ſpace 


— 


y 


| Their vitmoſt mazes to unravel, 


115 


[Of which yo godſhip has ng dreamt. 


Thoſe ſhining virtues whi 


you muſter, 


| Whence think you they derive their luſtre & 


From native honour and devotion ? 

O yes, a mighty likely notion ! 

Truſt me, from titled dames to ſpinners, 
»Tis I make ſaints, whoc'er make ſinners 


ruct them to withdraw, 5 


and mighty price. 


* 
% 


wn ſinks the fabric to its baſe. 


vo 
| ane from titles and from toys 


ſpring, the fount of female joys; 
In ev'r widow, wife, and miſs, 
he 0 artificer of bliſs; | 

From them each topic I explore, 
I cleave the ſand of ev'ry ſhore 

To them uniting Indies fail, 
Sabza breathes her fartheſt gale : 


For them the bullion I refine, 
| Dig ſenſe and virtue from the mine, 
| And from the bowels of invention 


Spin the various arts you mention. 
Nor bliſs alone my pow'rs beſtow, 
They hold the fov'reign balm of woe; 
Beyond the ſtoic's boaſted art 


I ſooth the heavings of the heart; 


O pain give ſplendour and relief, 
gild the pallid face of grief. 


Alike the palace and the plain 

_ | Admit the glories of my reign ! 

| Thro? ev'ry age, in ev'ry nation, 

I Taſte, talents, tempers, ſtate, and ſtation, 


Whate'er a woman ſays, I ſay; 
Whate'er a woman ſpends, I pay ; 


* 


Alike I fill and empty bags, 
{ Flutter in finery and rags; 


* ” 


ER | With light coquettes thro? folly range; 


For balls, plays, courts, and erowds what paſſion ! | 


And with the prude diſdain to change. 
And now you'd think, *twixt you and I, 
That things were ripe for a reply . 


But ſoft, and while I'm in the mood, 


Kindly permit me to conclude, | 

And touch the fartheſt ſtep they travel. 
When ev'ry pleaſure's run aground, 

And folly tir'd thro! many a round, 


4 The nymph, conceiving diſcontent hence, 
| May 5 


n to an hour's repentance, - 
And vapours, ſhed in pious moiſture, . 
Diſmiſs her to'a church or cloyſter ; 
Then on I lead her, with devotion 
Conſpicuous in her dreſs and motion, 
Inſpire the heay'nly-breathing air, 
Roll up the lucid eye in pray'r, - © 
Soften the voice, and in the face 


Look melting harmony and grace. 
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M 
105 a Thus far extends my friendly power, | When thus the Goddeſs, anſw'ring mild, 
| i i Nor quits her in lateſt hour ; © Firſt ſhook her gracious head, and finil'd : 
| Wet The couch of decefit pain I ſpread, Alas, how willing to comply, | 
1608. In form recline her languid head; Yet how unfit a judge am 1 
10 ul Her thoughts I methodize in death, | In times of golden date, 'tis true, Mo 
R And part not with Fer partmg breath; Mike II ſhar'd the fickle ſex with you; 
| | w_— Then do I ſet in order bright, ff Þ War from thei preſence long precluded, - 
| 4 if : | A * of fun'ral pomp to hgiit, Wy Or held as one whoſe form intruded; 
140 0 The glitt'ring tapers and attire, Ful fifty annual ſuus can tell, 
17 1 The plumes that-whiten o'er her bier; n 57 bid tlie ſex farew ell. 
D And laſt preſenting to her eye In ilemma what to do, 5 
r Angelic Crier on high, 1 | Or who to think of, neither knew 
WINDS IJI0o ſcenes of painted bliſs I waft her, - | For bothytill, bias'd in opinion, 
64 Aud form the heav'n ſhe hopes cafter. And arrOFant of ſole dominion, 
. Im truth, rejoin'd Love's gentle God, Were forc'd to hold the caſe compounded, 
Rl You” ve gone A tediousengrhr of road, Or leave the quarrel where they found it. 
And {t:anze, in all the toiſſome way, When in the nick a rural fair, 
N + houſe of kind refreſhment lay; Of inexperienc'd gait and aur, 
Nh, whoſe virtues might have — Who ne'er had croſs'd the neighb ri. :g lake, 
To Gi 4 her from her ſex exempted. Nor ſeen the world beyond a wake, 
For one, we'll never quarrel, man; | With cambric coif and kerchief dean, | 
Take her, and keep der, if you can; „ 4 Tape lightly by.them ofer the green. 
And pleas'd, i yield to your petition, Now, now! cry'd Love's —_—_— Child, 
Sizce ev'ry fair by ſucll permiſſion, | And at approaching conqueſt ſmil'd, 
Will hold herſelf the one felefed; - | if Vanity will once be guided, . 
And ſo my ſyſtem Bands protected. IO diff rence ſoon may be decided; 
O, deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 1 PIP _ F , —_— 
To truths divinely vouch'd in ſtory Go ry your lope — 
The Godhead in his zeal benno you, while I reties. ated, 
And, kindling at her malice, burn'd. = fs. "= I 3 — proof; e 
Then ſweetly rais'd his voice, and 3 Tr ( br ag POE Ms 
Ork heav'nly nymphs, rever'd of old; 3 — , 
Hypſipyle, "— 1* 'd her fire, | „ 185 eng nn _ rue cone urs 
And Portia's love, approv'd by fire ; 1 4 ne er will boaſt my empire more. 
| Rlike Penelope was quered, {11 t once, ſo ſaid, and ſo conſented ; 
Nor laurel'd ne paſs” IE ed, fe And well our Goddeſs ſeem'd contented, 
Nor Laodamia's fatal garter, 1 — pauſing, 2 2 amps $ _ | 
| - I But tript, and took he girl in han 
We . martyr, P Meanwhile, the Godhead, unalarn'd, 
And Catherine, ſmiling on the wheel. — 'h F 2 arm'd, 
But who can hope to plant conviction, IE from his quiver cull'd a dart, 
*% Where cavil grows on contradiction? = That erſt had wounded many a heart; 
| "os ee e | | Then bending, drew it to the head; 
| Demurs to all, and none allows; = Tue bow-ſtring ewang'd, the arrow fled, | 
A kind of ancient thing call'd fables 1 d- 74 1 — > her ſecret foul addreft, 3 
And thus the Goddeſs turn'd the tables. 2 1 2 whiteneſs of her breaſt. 
© Now both in argument grew bist 4 * 0 ira ** "op Ly agg wid 
And choler flaſh'd from either eye ; IA ng: 1628566 
Nor wonder each refus'd to viel bd rar 3 1b he. | 
The conqueſt of fo fair a bell. | I And held the vents | in view; 
eee 
| o git, | 
| A Goddeſs whom our — wo knew, | A worlSof charms, till now * 
pect grave, and ſober gait, A world reveal'd to her alone ; 
Majeſtic, Tk and ſedate, | Enraptur'd ſtands the love ſick maid, - © 
As heav'n's autumnal eve ſerene, __, Suſpended o'er the darling ſhade, 
When not a cloud o'ercaſts the icene ; —_- Here onl d * 5 
Once Prudence call'd, a matron RS _—_—— 
And in old Rome Cornelia nam'd, _ — 2 
uick, at a venture, both agree 
7 leave their ſtrife to her =_ ree. 1 "Tie Young A an Lale 
Inform and mann . wy ere ſtated, YE deep philoſophers, who can 


Explain that various creature, M 
The caſe was They crav'&« opinion | Say, is th ſe : — 
Which held o% females bief dominion ? x 4 — . of o ht a — CRIED 


To 


J. 


ild, 


laſs. 
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To 


* 


Boox I. SACRED AND MORAL. " 
To bid ys friend his errors mend, I Whene'er by accident offended, 
Is almoſt certain to offend : IA looking-glaſs was ſtraight ſuſpended, I 


Tho?! you in ſofteſt terms adviſe, 
Confel# him good, admit him wiſe ; 

In vain you ſweeten the diſcourſe, 

He thinks you call him fool, or worſe, 
You paint his aracter, and try * 
If he will own it, and apply; 

Without a name reprove and warn; 
Here none are hurt, and all may learn: 
This tod muſt fail; the picture ſhewn, 
No man will take it for his own. 

In moral lectures treat the caſe, 


Say this is honeſt, that is baſe ; 


In converſation, none will bear it ; 
And for the pulpit, few come near it. 
And is there then no other way 
A moral leſſon to convey? 
Muſt all that ſhall attempt to teach, 
Admonitſh, ſatirize, or preach ? : 
Yes, there is one, an ancient art,. 
By ſages found to reach the heart, 
Ere ſcience, with diſtinctions nice, 
Had fix'd what virtue is, and vice; 
Inventing all the various names | 
Of which the moraliſt declaims: 
They would by fimple tales adviſe, 
Which took the hearer by ſurpriſe; 
Alarm'd his conſcience, unprepar'd, 
Ere pride had put it on its guard; 
And made him from himſelf receive 
The leſſons that they meant to give. 
That this device will oft prevail, | 
And gain its ends when others fail, 
If any ſhall pretend to doubt, 3 
The tale which follows makes it out. 
There was a little ſtubborn dame, 
Whom no authority could tame; 
Reſtive by long indulgence grown, 
No will ſhe minded but her own: 
At trifles oft ſhe'd ſcold and fret, 
Then in a corner take a ſeat, 
And, ſourly moping all the day, 
Diſdain alike to work or play. 
Napa all ſofter arts had try'd, 

And ſharper remedies apply d; 
But both were vain; for ev'ry courſe 
He took, ftill made her worſe and worſe. 
'Tis ſtrange to think how female wit 
So oft ſhould make a lucky hit; 
When man, with all highigh pretence 
To deeper judgment, ſoar ſenſe, 
Will err, and meaſures falſe purſue 
Tis very ftrange, I on, but true.— 

amma obſerv'd the riſing laſs 
By ſtealth retiring t# the glaſs, 

o practice little arts unſeen, 

n the true genius of thirteen; 

On this a deep deſignithe laid, 

o tame the humour of the maid ; 
Contriving, like a prudent mother, 

o make one folly cure another. 
Upon the wall, againſt the ſeat 
Which Jeſſy us'd for her retreat, 


An ox will ſcarce attempt to 


That it might ſhew her how deform'd 


| She look'd, and frightful, when ſhe ſtorm'd; 
And warn her, as ſhe priz d her beauty, 


To bend her humour to her duty. 


All this the looking-glaſs atchiev'd; 
Its threats were minded and believ'd. 

The maid, who ſpurn'd at all advice, 
Grew tame and gentle in a trice : 27 


| | So, whenall other means had fail d, 


The filent monitor prevail'd. 


| Thus, Fable to the human-kind 


Preſents an image of the mind; 
It is a mirror, where we ſpy _ 


At large our own deformity ; | ” 
| And learn of courſe thoſe faults to mend, — 


but to mention would offend. 


— 


| | 8 203. The Boy and the Rainbow. WILKIE. 
1 95 
= Delux. ye ſages, if ye find 


Mongſt animals of ev'ry kind, 


3 Of each condition, ſort, and ſize, 


From whales and clephants to flies, 

A creatugg.that miſtakes his plan, 

And errso conſtantly as man. | 

Each kind purſues his proper good, 5 


And ſeeks for pleaſure, reſt, and food, 


As nature points, and never errs 


| In what it chooſes and prefers ; 


Man only blunders, though poſſeſt £ 


_ | Of talents far above the reſt. 


+ Deſcend to inſtances, and 'S 


Or leave his paſture in the wood, 

With fiſhes to explore the flood. 

Man only acts, of ev'ry creature, 

In oppoſition to his nature, 

The happineſs of human kind 

Conſiſts in rectitude of mind; 

A will ſubdu'd to reaſon's ſway, | 
And paſſions practis d to obe 5 


I An open and a gen'rous heart, 
{| Refin'd from ſelfiſhneſs and art; 


Patience, which mocks at fortune's pow'r, 


And wiſdom, never ſad nor ſour: 


In theſe conſiſt our proper bliſs ; 
Elſe Plato reaſons much amiſs ; 
But fooliſh mortals ſtill purfur 


| Falfe happineſs in place of truc ; 


Ambition ſerves us for a guide, 
Or luſt, or avarice, or pride; 


| OR ; 
While Reaſon no aſſent can pain, 


And Revelation warns in I. 

Hence thro? our lives, in ev'ry ftaze, 
From infancy itſelf to age, 

A happineſs we toil to fing, | 
Which ſtilt avoids us like the wind; 
Ev'n when we think the prize ow own, 


| At once tis vaniſh'd, loft, aud g. 


Yowll aſk me why I thus rehearſe 
Al ET in my verſe ? 
3 


* 


But fit indulging by the fire, „ 


Midſt eaſe and plenty) like a ſquire: 
He mark'd the very ſpot of land 

On which the Rainbow ſeem'd to ſtand, 
And ſtepping forwards at his leiſure, 
Expected to have found the treaſure. 
But, as he mov'd, the colour'd ray 
Still chang'd its place, and ſlipt away, 
As ſeeming his approach to ſhun, 
From walking he began to run 3 

But all in vain, it fill withdrew 

As nimbly as he could purſue. 
At laft, thro' many a bog and lake, 
Rough craggy road, and thorny brake, 
It led the eaſy fool, till night 
Approach'd, then v -aniſh'd in his fight, 
And left him to compute his gains, 
With nought beobour for his = 
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5 A YOUTH, a pupil of the town, 
Philoſopher and atheiſt grown, 

Benighted once upon the road, | 

Found out a hermit's lone abode, 

Whoſe hoſpitality in need 

| Reliev'd the tray'llcr and his ſieed ; 

For both ſufficiently were tir'd, _ 

Well drench'd in ditches, and bemir'd. 

Hunger the firſt attention claims; 

Upon the coals a rather flames. 

Dry cruſts, and liquor ſomething ſtale, 

Were added to make up a meal; 

At which our trav'ller, as he ſat, 

By intervals began to chat. 

'Tis odd, quoth he, to think what ſtrains 

Of folly governs ſome folks brains: 

What makes you chooſe this wild abode ? 

Yow'll ſay, 'tis to converſe with God, 

Alas, I fear tis all a whim ; 

You never ſaw or ſpoke with him. 

They talk of Providence's pow'r, 

And ſay, it rules us ev'ry hour; 

To me, all nature ſcems confuſion ; 


And ſuch weak fancies mere deluſion, - 


[1 


_ | Whoſe high perfections are diſplay'd 
| In ev'ry thing his hands have made : 


| | When found again we ſee them mol: 
| The night itſelf, whi 


Is narrow, and to carth confin'd ; 


On frauds, and oaths, and ill - got gain; 


8 Juſt rais'd againſt his neighbour's life; 


— 


118 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book 1; Boo 
And if I fondly hope to pleaſe Say, if it rul'd and — r nd, 
With dry * loch as theſe, | Could there be ſuch a thing as night; yo 
| So trite, ſo hackney'd, and ſo ſtale, | Which, when the ſun has left the ſkies, But f 
I'll take the hint, and tell a tale. PpPuts all things in a deep diſguiſe? And 
One ey ning, as a ſimple ſwain [If then &trav'ller chance to ſtray x The 
His flock attended on the plain, I The leaſt ep from the public way, e Excit 
The ſhining bow he chanc'd to ſpy, He's ſoon in endleſs mazes loſt, Witt 
Which warns us when a ſhow'r is nigh; As I have found it to my coſt. Fe 
With brighteſt rays it ſeem'd to glow; | Beſides, the gloom which nature wears * 
Its diſtance eighty yards, or * 8 | Atfifts imaginary fears „ Abos 
This bumpk in had, it ſeems, been told Of ghoſts and goblins from the waves OT. Wall 
The ſtory of the cup of gold, „ ſulph'rous lakes and yawning grave; Whe 
Which fame reports is to be found __ | All ſprung from ſuperſtitious ſeed, : The 
Juſt where the — meets the ground ; Like other maxims of the creed, : The 
He therefore felt a ſudden itch For my part, I reject the tales | To c 
To ſeize the goblet, and be rich ; ; | Wlach Faith ſuggeſts wher Reaſon fails ; * Wid 

, Hoping, ct hopes are oft but vain, | | And Reaſon nothing underſtands, | Whi 
No — toil thro' wind and rain, Unwarranted by-eyes and hands. Rem 


Theſe ſubtile eſſences, like wind, - 


Which ſome have dreamt of, and call mind, _ 
| It ne'er admits ; nor jours the lye, | Then 
Which ſays men rot, but never die. Atte 
It holds all future things in doubt, Whi 
And therefore wiſclyeaves them out: Come 
_ | Suggeſting what is worth our care, * 
To take things preſent as they are, hn. 
I Our wiſeſt 0 the reſt is folly, | Fron 
The fruit of ſpleen and melancholy, — The 
| Sir, quoth the Hermit, I agree And 
| That reaſon till our guide ſhould be: ,. The 
And will admit her as the teſt | Exp 
Of what is true, and what is beſt; Tha 
But reaſon ſure would bluſh for ſhame Tha 
At what you mention in her name; Tha 
Her dictates are ſublime and holy Wh 
Impiety's the child of folly ; Hirn 
Reaſon, with meaſur'd ſteps, and flow, For 
To things above from things below | Wil 
| Aſcends, and guides us thro? her ſphere Fro: 
With caution, vigilance, and care. Of \ 
Faith in the utmoſt frontier ſta: ads, 1 
And Reaſon puts us in her hands; Bec: 
But not till her commiſſion givin At! 

Is found authentic, and from Heav'n. py 


Tis ſtrange that man, a reasning cre 
Should miſs a God in viewing nature: 


Ev'u when we think their traces loſt, 


Þ? u would blame 
ature's frame, 


_ TAs fomething wrong Hac 
Is but a curtain to inveſt By 
Her weary children, when at reſ: We 
Like that which mothers draw, to keep To 
The light off from a child aſleep. An 
Beſides, the fears which darkneſs breeds WI 
(At leaſt augments) in vulgar heads, Th 
Are far from uſeleſs, when the mind W: 


They make the worldling think with pain 


Force from the ruffian's hand the knife 


( 


The ſilent majeſty of night 


And lifts on Contemplation's wings 


Wide- floating from the ev'ning bell, 


Then turn your eyes to heav'n's broad frame, 


a 927: thr: 7 N * — 
4 wy 3 


Became a convert to the truth; 


A 
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And, in defence of vittue's cauſe, 
Aſſiſt each ſanction of the laws. 


But ſouls ſerene, where wiſdom dwells, 
And ſuperſtitious dread expels, 


Excites to take a nobler flight; 
With ſaints and angels to explore 
The wonders of creating pow'r; 


Above the ſphere of mortal things: . 
Walk forth, and tread thoſe dewy plains 
Where night in awful filence reigns; 
The ſky's ſerene, the air is ſtill, 

The woods ſtand liſt'ning on each hill, 
To catch the ſounds that fink and ſwell, « 


While foxes howl, and beetles hum, 


Sounds which make ſilence ſtill more dumb, 


And try if Folly, raſh and rude, 
Dare on the ſacred hour intrude. 


Attempt to quote thoſe lights by name 
Which ſhine ſo thick and ſpread fo far; 
Conceive a ſun in ev'ry ſtar, 
Round which . planets roll, 
While comets ſhoot athwart the whole. 
From ſyſtem ſtill to ſyſtem ranging, 
Their various benefits exchanging, 

And faking from their flaming hair 
The things moſt needed everywhere. 
Explore this glorious ſcene, and ſay, 


That night diſcovers leſs than day; 
That *tis quite uſeleſs, and a fign 


That chance diſpoſes, not deſign: 
Whoe'er maintains it, I'll pronounce 
Him either mad, or elſe a dunce; 
For reaſon, tho? tis far from ſtrong, 
Will ſoon find out that nothing's wrong, 
From ſigns and evidences clear, | 
Of wiſe contrivance ev'rywhere. _ 
The Hermit ended, and the youth 


At leaſt he yielded, and confeſt 
That all was order'd for the beſt. 


d 205. The Youth and the Philoſopher. | 
5 W. WHITEHEAD. 
\ GRECIAN youth, of 2 A 


* Whom Plato's phiſgſophic care 
Had form'd for erde er view, $ 
By precegt and example too, | 
Would Wen boaſt his matchleſs ſkill 
To curb the ſteed, and guide the wheel; 
And as he paſs'd the gazing throng 
With graceful eaſe, and ſmack'd the thon 
The idiot wonder they expreſtt 
Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaſt. 
At length, quite vain, he needs would ſhew 
is maſter what his art could do; | 
And bade his ſlaves the chariot lead 
To Academus' ſacred ſhade. ' 
he trembling grove cor feſsd its freight, 
The wood-nymphs ſtarted at the fight ; 


AND MORML. 


The 
| Ev'n bearded, ſages hail'd the boy, 
And all but Plato gaz'd with joy. © 
| For he, deep-judging ſage, beheld 
| With pain the triumphs of the field: 
| And, when the charioteer dre mgh, 
And, fluſh'd with hope, had caught his eye, 


Alone engroſs the ſpeaker's place. 


"I 


The Muſes dropt the learned lyre, 
And to their inmoſt ſhades retire. 


Howe' er, the youth, with forward air, 


Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car; 
The laſh reſounds, the courſers ſpring, 


The charigt marks the rolling ring; 
 ] And gath'ring crowds, with cager eycs 
I And thouts, purſue him as he flies. 


Triumphant to the goal return d, 


| With nobler thick his boſom burn'd; 
And now along th'indented plain 

I The felf-ſame track he marks again; 
Purſues with care the nice deſign, 
Nor ever deviates from the line. 


Amazement ſeiz'd the circling crowd; 
uths with emulation glow'd ; | 


Alas! unhappy youth, he cry'd. 


Expect no praiſe from me (and figh'd). 
{| With indignation I furvey 
Such ſkill and judgment thrown away. 


The timgprofuſcly ſquander'd there 
On vulgar a neath thy care, 

If well employ'd, at leſs expence, 

Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 


And rais'd thee from a coachman's fate 


To govern men, and guide the ſtate. 


: | 8 206, The Bee, the Ant, and the Sparrow. 
| Addrefſed to Phœbe and Kitty C. at Boarding- 
5 | e. 


| V V dearÞtis faid, in days of old, . 


Dr. Cor ro. 


That beaſts could talk and birds could ſcold : 
But now, it ſeems the huinan race | 


1 


Yet lately, if report be true N '# 


| | (And much the tale relates to you) 


There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Ble, : 
Which reaſon'd and convers'd as we. 
+ Who reads my page will doubtleſs grant} 


That Phe's the wiſe induſtrious Ant; 


And all with half an eye may ſec 
That Kitty is the buſy Bee. 


Here then arc two—but where's the third 2 


Go ſearch the ſchool, you'll find the bird. 

Your ſchool !' I aſk your pardon, Fair; 

I'm ſure you'll find no ſparrow there. 
Now to my tale—One ſummer's mora , 

A Bee rang'd o'er the verdant lawn; 

Studious to huſband ev'ry hour, | 

And make the moſt of ev'ry flow'r. 

Nimble, from ſtalk to ſtalk the flies, 

And loads with yellow wax her thighs;  - 

Wich which the artiſt builds her comb, 

And keeps all tight and warm at home: 

Or from the cowſlip's golden bells 

Sucks honey, to enrich her cells: 

Or ev'ry tempting roſe purſues, 


Or ſips the lily's fragrant dews ; = 
—— g vet 
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| Yet never robs the ſhining bloom 
Or of its beauty or perfume. 
Thus ſhe diſcharg'd in ev'ry way 
The various duties of the day. 
It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near, 
Whoſe brow was wrinkl'd o'er by care; 
A vrear œconomiſt was ſhe, 
Nor 1:5 laborious than the Bee; 
Ny penſive parents often taught 
What ills ariſe from want of thought; 
That povertyon ſloth depends; 
On poverty the loſs of friends. 
Hence ev'ry day the Ant is found 
With anxious * to tread the ground; 
With curious ſcaich to trace the grain, 
And drag the hcavy load with pain. 
The active Bee, with pleaſure, ſaw 
_ The Ant fulfil her parent's law. 
Ah! ſiſter-labourer, ſays ſhe, 
How very fortunate are we ! 
Who, taught in infancy to know _. 
The comforts which from labour flow, 
Are independent of che great, 
Nor know the wants of pride and ſtare, 
Why is our food fo very ſweet ? 
cauſe we earn before we eat. 
Why are our wants fo very few ? 
Becauſe we nature's calls pur ſug 
Whence our complacency of m 
Becauſe we act our parts aſſign'd. 
Hare we inceſſant taſks to do? 
Is not all nature buſy tov? 
Doth not the ſun, with conſtant pace, 
Perſiſt to run his annual race? | 
Do not the ſtars, which ſhine ſo bright, 
Renew their courſes ev'ry night? os 
Doth not the ox, obecient, bow 8 
His patient neck, and draw tlie Wh! 
Or when did e'er the gracious fe | 
. Withhol!d his labour or his {peed ? 
If vou all nature's ſyſtem ſcan, 
The only idle thing is man. 
A wanton Sparrow long'd to hear 
Their ſage diſcourſe, and ſtraight drew near, 
The bird was talkative and loud, 
And very pert and very proud; ö 
3 worthleſs and as vain a thing, 
Perhaps, as ever wore a wing. 
She found, as on a ſpray ſhe far, | 
The little friends were deep in chat; 
That virtue was their fav'rite theme, 
And toil 2nd probity their ſcheme : 
Such talk was hateful to her breaſt ; 
She thought them arrant prudcs at beſt, 
When, to diſplay her naughty mind, 
Hunger w ith cruelty combin'd, 
She view'd the Ant with ſavage eycs, 
And topt and hopt to ſnatch the prize, 
The Bee. who watch'd her op'ning bill, 
And gueſe'd her fell de gn to kill, 
Aſk'd her, from what her anger roſe, 
And why ſhe treated Ants as foes ? 
The Sparrow her reply began; 
And thus the converſation ran; 


EXTRACTS, 
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| Whenever I'm diſpos'gto-dine, 

| I think the whole creatioſf mine; 
That I'm a bird of high degree, 

And ev'ry inſect made for me. 
Hence oft I ſeareh the emmet-brood 

| (For emmets are delicious food) | 
| And oft, in wantonneſs and play, 

TI lay ten thouſand in a day. 
For truth it is, without diſguiſc, 
That J love miſchief as my eyes. 

Oh fie! the honeſt Bee reply'd, 
I fear Jou make baſe man your yes: 3 
1 Of ev'ry creature ſure the worſt, 


© | Tho! in creation's ſcale the firſt ! 


| Ungrateful man ! tis ſtrange he thrives,” 
| Who burns the Bees to rob their hives” 
L hate his vile adminiſtration, 
And fo do all the emmet nation. 
| What fatal focs to birds are men, 
Quite to the Eagle from the Wren ! 
O] do not mens example take, 
Who miſchief do for miſchief's ſake ; _ 
_ But ſpare the Ant her worth demands 
Eſteem and friendſhip at your hands, 
A mind with er'ry virtue bleſt, 
| Muſt raife compaſſion in your breaſt. 
ö Virtue ! rejoin'd the ſnecring bird, 
Where did you learn that Gothic word 2 
Since I was hatch'd, I never heard 
That virtue was at all rever'd. 
Bur ſay it was the ancients claim, 
Yet mederns di':vow the name; 
| Unlefs, my dear, you read romances, 
I cannot reconcile your fancies. 
Virtue in fairy tales is ſeen | 
To play the goddeſs or the queen; 
But what's a queen without the pow'r? 
Or beauty, child, without a dow'r ? 
Yer this is all that virtue brags, 
At beſt *tis only worth in rags. 
Such whims my very heart derides : 
| Indeed you make me burſt my fides. 
Truſt me, Miſs Bee—to ſpeak the truth, 
| I've copx'd mem from earlieſt youth; 
The ſame our raſte, the ſame our ſchool, 
Paſſion and appetite our rule 
| And call me bird, or call me ſinner, 
I'll ne'er forego my ſport or dinner. 
A prowling cat the miſcreant ſpies, 
And wide expands her amber eyes: 
| Near and more near Grimalkin daws; 
| She wags her tail, grotends her paws'; 
| Then, ſpringing RE thoughtleſs prey, 
She bore the vicious bird away. . 
Thus, in her cruelty and pride, 
The wicked wanton a dy 'd. 


$ 207. The Bears and "6H MERRICK. 


| As two young Bears, in wanton mood, 

Forth iſſuing from a neighb'ring wood, 
Came where th'induſtrious Bees had ſtor'd 
In artful cells their luſcious hoard, 


| : 


Hb 


O'erjoy'd 


As o'er Arabia's wilds they paſt, 
And on their way, in friendly chat, 
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O'erjoy'd, they ſeiz'd with eager haſte 
Luxurious on the rich repaſt. 

Alarm'd at this, the little crew 

About their ears vindictive flew. 


The beaſts, unable to ſuſtain . 


Th'unequal combat, quit the plain; | 
Half blind with rage, and mad with pain, 
Their native ſhelter they regai n 
There fit, and now, diſeręeter grown, 
Too late their raſhneſs they bemoan ; 

And this by dear experience gain, 

That pleaſure's ever bought with pain. 


So, when the gilded baits of vice 


Are plac'd before our longing eyes, 
With greedy haſte we ſnatch our fill, 
And ſwallow down the latent ill; 
But when experience opes our eyes, 
Away the fancy'd pleaſure flies : 

It flies; but oh! too late we find 

It leaves a real ſting behind. 


i $ 208. The Cameleon. Magick. 


Fr has it been my lot to mark 


A proud conceited talking ſpark, 
With eyes that hardly ſerv'd at moſt 

To guard their maſter *gainſt a poſt; 
Yet round the world the blade has been, 
To ſee whatever could be ſeen: 
Returning from his finiſh'd tour, 

Grown ten times perter than before; 
Whatever word you chance to drop, ' 
The travell'd fool your mouth will flop : 
« Sir, if my judgment you'll allow 


Je ſcen—and ſure I ought to know,” — 
So begs you'd pay a due ſubmiſſion, 
And acquieſce in his deciſion. 4 


Two travellers of ſuch a caſt, N 


Now talk'd of this, and then of that, 
Diſcours'd a while, mongſt other matter, 
Of the Cameleon's form and nature. 


A ſtranger animal,” cries one, 
* Sure never liv'd beneath the ſun: 


A lizard's body, lean and long, 


A fiſh's head, a ſerpent's tongue; 


© Its tooth with triple claw disjoin'd ; 
© And what a length of tail behind“ 
© How flow its pace! and then its hac— 


Who ever ſaw ſo fine a blue?” : 


© Hold there,” the other quick replies, 
cc 'Tis-green,—I ſaw it with theſe eyes, 
« As late with open mouth it lay, 
« And warm'd it in the ſunny ray; 


« Stretch'd at its eaſe the beaſt I view'd, 


% And ſaw it eat the air for food.“ 
I've ſeen it, Sir, as well as you, 
© And muſt again affirm it blue. 
At leiſure I the beaſt ſurvey'd, 
© Extended in the cooling ſhad e. 
* Tis green, tis green, Sir, I aſſute ye.“ 
© Green l' cries the other in a fury— | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
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| From words they almoſt came to blows : 


g Whether the thing was green or blue? 


The creature's neither one nor other : 
Lcaught the animal laſt night, 
IAnd view'd it o'er by candle-light: 

I mark'd it well—'twas black as jet— _ 
{© You ſtare—bur, Sirs, I've got it yet, 


And when before your eyes I've ſet him, 1 
* | Produc'd the beaſt, and lo—'twas white. % 


(Ten firſt 


| W HOE'ER, with curious eye, has rang'd 
Repentant ſoon, th'offending race 

; Jove, ſooth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 
5 But t'other half he bade the wind 


|| Scarce had the Thund'rer 


The hair in curls luxuriant, now 


A 


To him the queſtion they referr'd; 


1 PI lay my life, the thing is blue” | 
And PII be ſworn, that when you've ſeen 
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«« »T'were no great loſs,” the friend replies; 
For, if they always ſerve you thus, 

« You'll find Tem but of little uſe.” ? 

So high at laſt the conteſt roſe, 


Why, Sir, d'ye ec loſt my eyes ?* 


When luckily came by a third— 
And begg'd he'd tell them, if he knew, 


« Sirs,” cries the umpire, © ceaſe your pother, 


And can produce it.” Pray, Sir, do: 


The reptile, you'll pronounce him green.” 
« Well then, at once, to ceaſe the doubt,” 
Replies the man, © I'll turn him out: | 


OOTY 


If you don't find him black, I'll eat him.” 5 
He faid ; then full before their ſight 3 9 


Both ſtar'd ; the man look'd wond'rous wiſe 
My childreg the Cæmeleon cries | 
creature found a tongue) 

© You all are right, and all are wrong: 
When next you talk of what you view, 
Think others ſee as well as you: 8 
Nor wonder, if you find that none 

Prefers your eye-ſight to his own.“ 


a; 


— it —— . — — 
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$ 209. The Monkies. I Tale. Mx RICk. 
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Thro' Ovid's tales, has ſeen 
How Jove, incens'd, to Monkies chang'd 
A tribe of worthleſs men. 


— 


— . — — re 


Intreat the injur'd pow'r | 
To give them back the human face, - 
And reaſon's aid. reſtore. . 
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And granted half their pray'r 
Diſperſe in empty air. „ 
iv'n the nod 
That ſhook the vaulted Kies, | 
With haughtier air the ercatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled fize, 


Around their temples ſpread ; 


N The tail, that whilom hung below, 


Now dangled from the head. 


The head remains unchang'd within, | | 
Nor altet'd much the face; | 

It ſtill retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimace. 


Thus, 


WY 
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Thus, half transform'd, and half the ſame 3 Our portion is not large, indeed; 
Jove bade them take their place I But then how little do we need! 
(Reſtoring them their ancient claim) For nature's calls are few : 
Among the human race. N In this thg art of living lies, 3 
lan with contempt the brute . J To want no moꝶ than may ſuffice, 9 
Nor would a name beſtow; 1 And make that little do. 
But woman lik'd the motley breed, | Well therefore reliſh with content 
"0 8 the _— 2 — | {| Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
— IT Dor aim beyond wine) aw Ag 
TS SL a rp et 5 . For, if our ſtock be very mall 
& | 8 210. The Frire-Side. n * | Tis prudence to joy it all, 1 
= DX Chloe, while the buſy crowd, Fi Nor tbſe the preſent ES. 
The vain, the wealthy, and the prov, I | To be reſign'd when ills betide, 


In Folly's maze advance ; { Patient when favours are deny'd, 


Tho! ſingularity and pride * And pleas'd with favours giv'n; 
Be calle our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 5 Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's 1 . 
Nor } join the giddy dance. This is that incenſe of the heart, 


From the gay world we'll oft EB Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heav'tte 
To our own family and fire, | 


Where love our hours employs; "S 
| No noiſy neighbour enters here 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 


| We'll aſk no long protracted treat, 
| | Since winter life is ſeldom ſweet ; 


Bur, when our feaſt j is o'er, 
[Grateful from table we'll ariſe, 


Tr | . Nor grudge our ſons with envious eyes 
= ſolid happineſs we prize, fonts a | he mes of ane ca. | 
R 8 . | Thus, hand in hand, thro? life we'll ga; 
The world as nothing to beſtow ; +2 3 of ic far — 
an oe 1 3 Joys dug flow,” Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
| —: GAY. PU. 8 Without a trouble or a fear, 
= -_ er mg dove _ lf . And mingle with the dead. 
That fe deren, th wk n | _ | While Conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
— —3#wn | Sil hr the glomy ae ad, 
"OY  Explor Bs i once more 71 Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Tho! b fork Hymen's gentle pow? . Like a kind angel, whiſper peace, 
We, who improve his golden hours, , — ms . _ 
By ſweet experience know, | I | 5 
rr = s . Viſions for the Entertainment and Inftruc 
A paradiſe below. | 5 tion of younger Minds, Cor rox. 
Our bdes fl richeſt comforts bring ; ; R E Virginibus pueriſque canto. Hon. 
If rutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring py TO THE READER. 


| Whence pleaſures ever riſe : EY OS 
We'll form their minds, with ſtudious care, | A UTHORS, you know, of greateſt fame, 


_ To all that's manly, good, and fair _ Thro* modeſty, ſuppreſs their name * ; 
And train them EA the ſkies. 4 And would you wiſh me ol, reveal | 
While they our wiſeſt hours engage, | What theſe ſuperior wits c ccal, 


: | | Forego the ſearch, my curious friend, 
85 They Il joy our youth, ſupport our age, | And huſband time to better end. 
And dene, hoary hairs : | All my ambition is, I own, 

They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day; | To profit and to pleaſe unknown; | 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, | Like ſtreams ſupply'd from ſprings below, 
| And recompenſe our cares. | Which ſcatter bleffings as they flow. 

No borrow'd joys, they're all our own, Were you diſcas'd, or preſs'd with pain, 

While to the world we live unknown, Straight you'd apply to Warwick Lane: 
| Or by the world forgot : The thoughtful Doctor feels your pulſe 

Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate; | (No matter whether Mead or Hulſe) 

We look with pity on the great, Sy Writes—Arabic to you and me— 

_ And bleſs our humbler lot. , Then ſigns his hand, and takes his fee. 


— 


I Thovgh Dr. Cor vox is well known to have . the author of theſe Viſions, they have hitherto been 
publiſhed without — his name. = 


Now, 


ruc- 
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Now, ſhould the ſage omit his name, 


Would not the eure remain the ſame ? 
Not but phyſicians fign thei bill, 


Or when they cure, or when they kill. 


Tis often known, the mental race © 
Their fond ambitious fires diſgrace. 
Dar'd I avow a parent's claim, 


Critics might ſneer, and friends might blame, 25 


This dang'rous ſecret let me hide, 
I'll tell vou ev'ry thing beſide: 
Not that it boots the world a tittle, 
Whether the author's big or little; 
Or whether fair, or black, or brown ; 
No writer's hue. concerns the town. 
I paſs the fileut rural hour, 
No ſlave to wealth, no tool to pow'r : 
My manſion's warm, and very neat; 
You'd ſay, A pretty ſnug retreat! 
My rooms no coſtly paintings grace; 
The humbler print ſupplies their place. 
Behind the houſe my garden lies, | 
And opens to the ſouthern ſkies :. | 
The diſtant hills gay proſpects yield, 
And plenty ſmiles in ev'ry fiele. 
The faithful maſtiff is my guard; 
The fearher'd tribes adorn my yard; 
Alive my joy, my treat when dead, 


And their ſoft plumes improve my bed. 


My cow rewards me all ſhe can 
(Brutes leave ingratitude to man); 
She daily, thankful to her lord, 


Crowns with neCtareous ſweets my board; 


Am I diſeas'd—the cure is known ; 
Her ſweeter juices mend my own. 
I love my houſe, and ſeldom roam; 
Few viſits pleaſe me more than home: 
I pitv that unhappy elf 
Who loves all company but ſelf ; 


By idle paſſions borne away 


To opera, maſquerade, or play; _ | 
Fond of thoſe hives where folly reigns, 
And Britain's peers receive her chains ; 
Where the pert virgin lights a name, 
And ſcorns to reddea into ſhame. 

But know, my fair, to whom belong 
The poet and his artleſs ſong, 
When female cheeks refuſe to glow, 
Farewell to virtue here below! 


| Our ſex is loſt to ev'ry rule; 


Our ſole diſtinction, knave or fool. 
Tis to your innocence we run; 
Save us, ye fair, or we're undone : 
aintain your modeſty and ſtation, 
So women ſhall preſerve the nation. 
Mothers, 'tis ſaid, in days of old, 


Eſteem'd their girls more choice than gold 5 


Too well a daughter's worth they knew, 
To make her cheap by public view : 
(Few, who their diamonds value weigh, 
Expoſe thoſe diamonds ev'ry day.) 


Then, if Sir Plume drew near, and ſmil'd, 


he parent trembl'd for her child : 
The firſt advance alarm'd her breaſt 3 
And fancy piftur'd all the reſt ; 


I 


r 


A They widely err who think me 
And I diſclaim a ftoic's mind. 


4 . 


1 


3 


2 — 


— 


| 


{| They'll think it hard to 


I 


My 


| 
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| Qur noon-day thought, our midnight dream, 1 


But now no mother fears a foe; 
No daughter ſhudders at a beau ; 
Pleaſure is all the reigning theme; 


In folly's chace our youtlis engage, 


| And ſhameleſs crowds of tott'ring age. 


The die, the dance, th'intemp'rate bowl, 
With various charms ingroſs the ſoul. 


Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice 


The frantic tribes ſhall pay the price, 
But tho? to ruin poſt they run, 
undone. 

Do not arraign my want of taſte 


Like yours are my ſenſations quite; 


1 I only ſtrive to feel aright. 


. 


6 


I Or ſight, to ken where joys are _ 5 
1 


My joys, like ſtreams, glide gently by; 


Tho ſmall their channel, never dry; 


Keep a ſtill, even, fruitful wave, 


And bleſs the neighb'ring meads they lave. 


My fortune (for I'll mention all, 


And more than you dare tell) is ſmall 3 


Vet ev'ry friend partakes my ſtore, 
And want goes ſmiling from my door. 


Wil forty ſhillings warm the breaſt 
| | Of worth or induſt 8 
This ſum I cheerfully impart, 
Tis fourſcore pleaſures to my heart! 
And you may make, by means like theſe, - 
| Five talents ten, whene'er you pleaſe. | 


diſtreſt ? 


*Tis true, my little purſe grows light; 


But then I ſleep fo ſweet at night! 


This grand ſpecific will prevail 


When all the doctor's opiates fail. 


You aſk what party I purſue ? ' 


| Perhaps you mean, Whoſe fool are you 


The names of party I deteſt ; ; 

Badges of ſlavery at beſt: : | 

And too much pride to turn a flave. 
I love my country from my ſoul, 


I'm pleas'd when vice and folly ſmart, . 

Or at the gibbet or the cart: 

Yet always pity where I can; | 

Abhor the guilt, but mourn the man. . 

Now the religion of your poet— — 

Ddes not this little preface ſhow it ? 
Fiſions if you ſcan with care, 

'Tis'ten to one you'll find it there. 


And if my actions ſuit my ſong, 
{ You can't in conſcience think me wrong. 


25 


I ee too much grace to play the knave, ? 


| And grieve when knaves or fools controul ; _ | 


% 


$ 212. Viſon J. Slander. Taſcribed to Miſs — 


MY lovely girl, I write for 2 | 
And pray believe my. Viſions true ; 
They'll form your mind to ev'ry grace; 


|| They'll add new beauties to your face; 


And when old age impairs your prime, 
You'll triumph o'er the ſpoils of time, 
Childhood and youth engage my pen; 
Tis labour loſt to talk to men; 
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Age will not liſten to 
4 _ 


Is far too ſtubborn 
; any s that vice which till prevails, 


* 


Youth may, perhaps, l — wrong: 


He who at fifty is a 
grown for ſchool. 


When almoſt ev'ry paſſion fails; 


Which with our very dawn begun, 


Nor ends but with our ſetting ſun ; 
Which, like a noxious weed, can ſpoil 


The faireſt flo rs, and choak the foil # 


>Tis Slander—and, with ſhame I own, - 


The vice of human-kind alone. 


Slander, then, my leading dream, 
ure a ſtranger to the theme; 
Thy fer breaſt and honeſt heart, 
— the defamatory art; 
Thy foul aſſerts her native ſkies, 
Nor aſks Detraction's wings to riſe ; 
In foreign ſpoils let others ſhine, 


Intrinſic excellence 1s thine. 


The bird in peacock's plumes who ſhone 
Could plead no merit of her own : | 
The filly theft betray'd her pride; 
And ſpoke her poverty belide. 


Th'inſidious flandering thief is worſe 


Than the poor rogue who ſteals your purſe. 
| Say, he purloins your glitt'ring ſtore : 
| Who takes your gold, takes traſh—no more; 


Perhaps he pilfers to be fed 


Ah! guiltleſs wretch, who ſteals for bread 


But che dark villain, who ſhall aim 


To blaſt, my fair, thy ſpotleſs name, 
_He'd ſteal a Precious gem away, 


Steal what both Indies can't repay ! 


| Here the ftrong pleas of want are vain, 


Or the more impious pleas of gain. 


No ſinking family to fave ! | 
| No gold to glut th'inſatiate knave! 


Improve the hint of Shakeſpeare's tongue; 
*T was thus immortal Shakeſpeare ** 2 
And truſt the bard's unerring rule; 


For nature was that Poet's ſchool. 


As I was nodding in my chair, 


1 fave a rueful wild appear: 
No verdure met my aching fight, 
But hemlock and cold aconite ; 


Two very pots'nous plants, tis true, | 


But not ſo bad as vice to you. 


The dreary proſpect ſpread around 


Deep ſnow had whiten'd all the ground, 


A black and barren mountain nigh, 
Expos'd to ev'ry friendleſs ſky |! 

Here foul-mouth'd Slander = reclin'd ; 
Her ſnaky treſſes hiſs'd behind; 

© A bloated toad - ſtool rais'd her head; 

£ The plumes of ravens were her bed 1 * 
She fed upon tlie viper's brood, 

And ſlak d her i impious chirſt with blood. 


* Othello. 


6 .- ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


| 


- The rifing ſun and weſtern ray 


Were witneſs to her diſtant ſway. 

- | The tyrant claim'd a mightier hoſt 

Than the proud Perſian &er could boaſt. 

No conqueſt grac'd Darius' ſon t, "= 
By his own numbers half undone : 

| Succeſs attended Slander's pow'r ; 

| She reap'd freſh Jaurels ev'ry hour. 

| Her troops a deeper ſcarlet wore 

| | Than ever armies knew before. 


No plea diverts the fury's rage, 


The fury ſpares nor ſex nor age. 
Fen Merit, with deſtructive charms, 
| | Provokes the vengeance of her arms. 


Whene'er the tyrant ſounds to war, 


| Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 
| Pride, with a heart unknown to E. 


Commands in chief, and guides field; 

He ſtalks with vaſt gigantic ſtride, 8 

And ſcatters fear and ruin wide: . 
So the impetuous torrent ſweep 7 


At once whole nations to the d 


Revenge, that baſe Heſperian ||, known | 


IA chief upport of Slander's throne, 

| Amidft the bloody crowd is ſeen, 

And treach'ry brooding in his mien; 

The monſter often chang'd his gait, ; 

| But mareh'd refolv'd, and fix'd as fate: 
Thus the fell kite, whom hunger ſtings, _ 
| Now ſlowly moves his out- ſtretch'd wings; 3 
Now ſwift as lightning bears away, 

And darts upon his trembling prey. 


Envy commands a ſacred band, 


With ſword and poiſon in her hand. 
Around her haggard eye-balls roll ; 

A thouſand fiends poſſef 

The artful unſuſpected ſprite, 

With fatal aim attacks by night. 

Her troops advance with ſilent tread, 

And ſtab the hero in his bed; 

Or ſhoot the wing'd malignant lye, 

And female honours pine and die. 

So prowling wolves, when darkneſs reigns, | 
Intent on murder, ſcour the plains ; 
Approach the folds where lambs repoſe, 
Whoſe guileleſs breaſts ſuſpect no foes ; 5 
The ſavage gluts his fierce deſires, 

And bleating innocence expires. 


eſs her foul... : 


Slander ſmil'd horribly, to _ 


| | How wide her conqueſts daily 
| | Around the crowded levees -A og 
Like oriental ſlaves of ſtate; 
Of either ſex whole armies preſt, 
| But chiefly of the fair and beſt. 


Is it a breach of friendſhip's law, 


To ſay what female friends I ſaw? 
| | Slander aſſume's the idol's part, 
And claims the tribute of the heart; 


+ Garth's Diſpenſatory. 
: Xerxes, King of Perſia, and ſon of Darius. He invaded "WO with an army confiſting of more than 
a million of men (fome ſay more than two millions) ; who, together with their cattle, perithed in a great 


meaſure through the inability of the countries to ſupply ſuch a vaſt hoſt with proviſion. 


|| Heſperia includes Italy as — as Fein; and the inhabitants of both are remarkable for their revenge 
Th, 


ful diſpulit.ons. 


* 
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Boox J. 
The beſt, in ſome unguarded hour, 


Have bow d the knee, and own'd her pow'r; 


Then let the poet not reveal 
What candour wiſhes to conceal. 
If I beheld ſome faulty fair, 


Much worſe delinquents crowded there : 


Prelates in ſacred lawn I ſaw, 

Grave phyſic, and loquacious law ; 

Courtiers, like ſummer flies, abound ; 

And hungry poets ſwarm around. 

But now my partial ſtory ends, 

And makes my females full amends. 

If Albion's iſle ſuch dreams fulfils, 

'Tis Albion's ifle which cures theſe ills : 

Fertile of ev'ry worth and grace 

Which warm the heart and fluſh the face. 
Fancy diſclgg'd x ſmiling train 

Of Britiſh nymphs, that tripp'd the plain, 

Good-nature, firſt, a ſylvan queen, 

Attir'd in robes of cheerful green: 

A fair and ſmiling virgin ſhe! 

With ev'ry charm that ſhines in thee. 

Prudence aſſum'd the chief command, $1 

And bore a mirror in her hand; 

Grey was the matron's head by age, 

Her mind by long experience ſage; 

Of ev'ry diſtant ill afraid, _ 

And anxious for the ſimp'ringaid. | 


| The Graces danc'd before the fair; | 


And white-rob'd Innocence was there. 
The trees with golden fruits were crown'd, 
And riſing flow'rs adorn'd the ground; 
The ſun diſplay'd each brighter ray, 

And ſhone in all the pride of day: 
When Slander ſicken'd at the fight, 
And tkulk'd away to ſhun the light. 


98213. Viſon II. Pleaſure. 
HEAR, ye fair mothers of our iſle, 
Nor ſcorn your Poęt's homely ſtyle. 
What tho' my thoughts be quaint or new, 
I'll warrant that my doctrine's true: 
Or, if my ſentiments be old, 
Remember, truth is ſterling gold. 


You judge it of important weight 
To keep 2 riſing offspring ſtraight | 


For this 


uch anxious moments feel, 


And afk the friendly aids of ſteel/ 


For | wat wy com the diſtant cane, 
Or ſlay the monarch of the main. 
And ſhall the ſoul be warp'd aſide 
By paſſion, prejudice, and pride? 
Deformity of heart I call 
The worſt deformity of all. 
Your cares to body are confin'd ; 
Few fear obliquity of mind. OY 
Why not adorn the better part? 
This is a nobler theme for art. 

For what is form, or what-is face, 
But the ſoul's index, or its caſe ? 
Now take a fimile at hand, 
Compare the mental ſoil to land. 


| | And bid your ſons revere the tage 5 
In ſtudy ſpend their midnight oil, 


| O, ſince the crop depends on you, 
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| | Shall fields be rill'd with annual care, 


And minds lie fallow ev'ry year? 


Give them the culture which is due: 
Hoe ev'ry weed, and dreſs the foil, 


| So harveſt ſhall repay your toil. | 


If human minds reſemble trees 


| (As ev'ry moraliſt agrees) 


Prune all the ſtragglers of your vine, 


| Then ſhall the purple cluſters ſhine. 
The gard'ner knows, that fruitful life 


Demands his falutary knife: 
For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot, 


- | Or robs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 


A fatirit®, in Roman times, ROE 


When Rome, like Britain, groan'd with crimes, 
| Aſerts it for a ſacred truth, nr af prank 
That pleaſures are the bane of youth; 


That ſorrows ſuch purſuits attend, 


Or ſuch purſuits in ſorrows end, 


That all the wild advent'rer gains 
Are perils, penitence, and pains. 
Approve, ye fair, the Roman page, 


And ftring their nerves by manly toil. 


Thus ſhall they grow, like Temple, wiſe ; 


Thus future Lockes and Newtons riſe ; 
Or hardy chiefs to wield the lance, 


And fave us from the chains of France. 
| Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego N 

I Thoſe treach'rous paths where pleaſures grow ; 
| Where the young mind is Folly's ſlave ; * | 
Where wo virtue finds a grave. 


Let each bright character be nam'd 


| For wiſdom, or for valour fam'd : 
prone, 


Are the dear youths to ſcience 


| Tell how th'immortal Bacon ſhone | _ 


Who, leaving meaner joys to kings, 


| Soar'd high on contemplation's wings ; 
| Rang'd the fair fields of nature oer, 

Where never mortal trod before: 

| Bacon ! whoſe vaſt, capacious plan 

| Beſpoke him angel, more than man ! 


Does love of martial fame inſpire, 


| Cheriſh, ye fair, the gen'rous fire; 
| Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rauſe the hero in their breaſt: 


Paint Creſſy's vanquiſh'd field anew, 
Their ſouls ſhall kindle at the view ; 


Reſolv'd to conquer or to fall, 


When liberty and Britain call. 
Thus ſhall they rule the crimſon plain, 


Or hurl their thunders thro! the main; 


Gain with their blood, nor grudge the coſt, | 
What their degen'rate fires have loit : 


| The laurel thus ſhall grace their brow, 


As Churchill's once, or Warren's now. 
One ſummer's evening, as I ſtray'd 


| Along the filent moon-light glade, 


With thoſe reflections in my breaſt, 


Beneath an oak I ſunk to reit; 
fperſius. 


A gentie 


—äẽ — p — — — — 


—f—2—ä — — 


And fancy dreſs'd inſtruftive ſcenes. 
Methought a ſpacious road I ſpy'd, 
And ſtately trees adorn'd its fide ; 
Frequented by a giddy crowd 
Of — mortals, vain and loud; 
_ Who tripp'd with jocund heel along, 
And bade me join their ſmiling throng. 
Il ftraight obey d —perſuaſion hung 
Like honey on the ſpeaker's tongue: 
A cloudleſs fun improv'd the day, 
And pinks and roſes ſtrew'd our way. 
Nov as our journey we purſue, 
A beauteous fabric roſe to view; 
A ſtately dome, and ſweetly grac'd 
With ev'ry ornament of taſte. A 
This ſtructure was a female's claim, 
And Pleaſure was the monarch's name. 
The hall we enter'd uncontrol d. 
And faw the queen enthron'd on gold: 
Arabian ſweets perfum'd the ground, 
And laughing Cupids flutter'd round; 
A flowing veſt adorn'd the far, 
And flow = chaplets wreath'd her hair. 
Fraud taught the queen a thouſand wiles, 
A thouſand ſoft inſidious ſmiles ; = 
Love taught her liſping tongue to _-_ | 
And form'd the dimple in her check ; 
The lily and the damaſk roſe | 
The tincture of her face compoſe ; 
Nor did the god of wit diſdain 
Tqamingle with the ſhining train. 
| UN ot ries flock from various parts, 
And chiefly youth reſign'd their hearts; 
The old in ſparing numbers preſt; 
But awkward devotees at beſt. 


Now let us range at large,” we cry'd, 


© Thro? all the garden's boaſted pride.” 
Here jaſmines ſpread the filver flow'r, 
To deck the wall or weave the bow'r ; 
The woodbines mix in am'rous play, 
And breathe their fragrant lives away. 
Here riſing myrtles form a ſhade; 
There roſes bluſh, and fcent the glade; 
The orange, with a vernal fac, 
Wears ev'ry rich autumnal grace; 
While the young blofſoms here unfold, 
There ſhines the fruit like pendant gold. 
Citrons their batmy ſweets exhale, 
And triumph in the diſtant gale. 
Now fountains, murm'ring to the ſong, 
Roll their tranſlucent ſtreams along ; 
Thro' all the aromatic groves | 
The faithful turtles coo their loves; 
The lark, aſcending, pours his notes; 
And linnets ſwell their rapt'rous throats, 
Pleafure, imperial fair! how gay 
Thy empire, and how wide thy ſway ! 
Eachanting queen, how ſoft thy reign ! 


How man, fond man! implores thy chain! 


Vet thine each meretricious art, | 
That weakens and corrupts the heart: 
The childiſh toys and wanton page, 


Which fink and proſtitute the ſtage | | 


oY 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


A gentle ſlumber intervenes, 0 


- | Which beggars thouſands in a day ? 
- | Speak, ſorc'reſs, ſpeak (for thou canſt tell) 
Who call'd the treach'rous card from hell? 
Now man profanes his reas' ning pow'rs, 
I Profanes ſweet friendſhip'sfacred hours; 


I ͤAbandon'd to inglorious ends, 


] Grand preceden 


1 The maſquerade, that juſt offence - 


All that to ruin man combine, 
Ves, ſpecious harlot, all are thine 


To virtue, and reproach to ſenſe ! 
The midnight dance, the mantling bowl, 
And all that diſſipate the foul ; e 


Whence ſprung th' accurſed luſt 


And faithleſs to himſelf and friends; 


| A dupe to ev'ry artful knave, 
To ev'ry abject wiſh a flave : 


But who againſt himſelf combing, 

Abets his enemy's deſigns. 

When rapine meditates a blow, 

He ſhares the guilt who aids the foe, 

Is man a thief wio ſteals my pelf— _ 

How great his theft who robs himſelf! 

Is man, who gulls his friend, a cheat 

How heinovs, then, is ſelf-deceit ! 

Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime— — 

How black his guilt who murders time > 

Should cuſtom plead, as cuſtom will, 
ho palliate ill ; 

Shall modes and forms avail with me, 

When reaſon diſavows the plea ? 

Who games, is felon of his wealth, 

His time, his liberty, his health: 

Virtue forſakes his ſordid mind, 

And Honour ſcorns to ſtay behind. 


From man when theſe bright cherubs parts 5 


Ah, what's the poor deſerted heart ! 
A ſavage wild that ſhocks the fight, 
Or chaos, and impervious night! 


| Each gen'rous principle deſtroy d, 
| | And dæmons crowd the frightful yoid i 


Shall Siam's elephant ſupply ß 
The baneful deſolating die | NY 
Againſt the honeſt ſylvan's will, 2 7 


| You taught his iv'ry tuſk to kill. 


Heav'n, fond its favours to diſpenſe, 
Gave him that weapon for defence: 


I That weapon, for his guard deſign'd, 
I You render'd fatal to mankin 32 ul + 
He plann'd no death for thoughtleſs youth; 

| You gave the venom to his tooth. | 


Bluth, tyrant, bluſh ! for, oh ! 'ris true, 
That no fell ſerpent bites like you. | 
The gueſts were order'd to wo 3 


I Reluctance ſat on ev'ry heart: 


A porter ſhew d a diffrent door, 

Not the fair portal known before. 

The gates, methought, were open'd wide z 
The crowds deſcended in a tide : 2 
But oh! ye heav'ns, what vaſt ſurprize 
Struck the advent'rers frighted eyes ! 


| A barren heath before us lay, 


And gath'ring clouds obſeur'd the day 5. 
The darkneſs roſe in ſmoky ſpires; 


* 


The lightings flaſh'd thay livid fires: 
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REED : $ 216 Viſion III. Health. 


Thought, like the doctor, comes too late. 


Book I. 


Loud peals of thunder rent the air, 
While vengeance chill'd our hearts with fear. 
Five ruthleſs tyrants ſway'd the plain, 
And triumph'd o'er the mangl'd ſlain. 
Here fat Diſtaſte, with ſickly mien, 1 
And more than half devour'd with ſpleen; 
There ſtood Remorſe, with thought oppreſt, 
And vipers — on his breaſt: Ty 
Then Want, dejected, pale, and thin, 
With bones juſt ſtarting thro” his ſkin ; 
A ghaſtly fiend A behind, 


Diſeaſe his aching ha@reclin'd ! 

His everlaſting chirſt cbnfeſtt 

The fires which rag'd within his breaſt: 

Death clos'd the train] the hideous form 

Smil'd, unrelenting, in the fftorm; _ 

When ftraight a doleful ſhrick was heard; 

I 'woke—the viſion diſappear'd. 9 
Let not the unexperienc'd boy 

Deny that pleaſures will deſtroy ; _ 

Or 27 that dreams are vain and wild, 

Like fairy tales, to pleaſe a child. 

Important hints the wiſe may reap 

From ſallies of the ſoul in ſleep: | D 

And fince there's meaning in my dream, 

The moral merits your eſteem. 


ATTEND my Viſions, thoughtleſs youths,” 
Exe long you'll think them weighty truths; 

Prudent it were to think ſo now, Es 

Ere age has filver'd o'er your brow : 


For he, who at his early years 


Has ſown in vice, ſhall reap in tears. 
If Folly has poſſeſs'd his prime, 
Niſcaſe ſhall gather ſtrength in time; 
Poiſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein— | 
Nor penitence dilute the ſtain : 


And when each hour ſhall urge his fate, | | 


The ſubject of my ſong is Health; 
A good ſuperior far to wealth. | 
Can the young mind diſtruſt its worth! 
Conſult the monarchs of the earth: 
Imperial czars and ſultans own 1 
No gems ſo bright that decks their throne; 
Lach for this pearl his crown would quit, 
And turn a ruſtic, or a cit. 27 8 

Mark, tho' the bleſſing's loſt with eaſe, 
Tis not recover'd when you pleaſe. 
Say not that gruels ſhall avail ; 
For ſalutary gruels fail: 
Say not, Apollo's ſons ſucceed ; 
Apollo's ſon is Egypt's reed. 
How fruitleſs the phyſician's ſkill, 

ow vain the penitential pill, a 

ne marhle monuments proclaim; 
The humbler turf confirms the ſame ! 

revention is the butter cure; 

_ the proverb; and *ris ſure. 
Vould you extend your narrow ſpan, 


90 [: 
* 
And make the molt of life you can; 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


Ib Such as the in 

I When Fancy, ever on the wing, 
And fruitful as the genial ſpring, 

Preſented, in a blaze of light, 

| A new ereation to my ſight. 


An humble cottage, thatch'd with firaw ; 


* 
— — 


Would you, when med' cines cannot fave, 
Deſcend with eaſe into the grave | 
Calmly retire, like ev'ning light, | 
And cheerful bid the world good night ?— 
Let Temp'rance conſtantly prefide; 
Our beſt phyſician, friend, and guide ! 
Would you to wiſdom make pretence, 
Proud to be thought a man of ſenſe ?— 


| Let Temp'rance (always friend to fame) 
| With ſteady hand dir = 


your aim 


I Or, like an archer in the dark, 

I Your random ſhaft will miſs the mark: 
For they who ſlight her golden rules, -/ 

. | In Wiſdom's volume ſtand for fools. 


But morals, unadorn'd by art, 


| Are ſeldom known to reach the heart: 


I'll therefore ftrive to raiſe my theme 
With all the ſcenery of a dream, ; 
Soft were my ſlumbers, ſweet my reſt, 
t's on the breaſt; 


A rural landſcape I deſery'd, 


I Dreſs'd in the robes of ſummer pride - 
| The herds adorn'd the ſloping hills, 


That glitter'd with their tinkling rills; 
Below, the fleecy mothers ſtray d, 

And round their ſportive lambkins play'd. - 
Nigh to a murm'ring brook I ſaw 


* 


Behind, a garden, that ſupply'd 
All things for uſe, and none for pride: 
Beauty prevail'd thro' ev'ry part; 


But more of nature than of art. 


Hail, thou ſweet, calm, unenvy'd ſeat l 


| I ſaid, and bleſs'd the fair retreat; 


Here would I paſs my remnant days, 


| © Unknown to cenſure or to praiſe ; 


Forget the world, and be forgot, 


As Pope deſcribes his veſtal's lot.” 


While thus I mus'd, a beauteous maid 


| | Stepp'd from a thicket's neighb'ring ſhade; 
_ | Not Hampton's gallery can boaſt, 


Nor Hudſon paint, fo fair a toaſt : 

She claim'd the. cottage for her-own ; 

To Health a cottage 1s a throne, 5 
The annals ſay (to prove her worth) 
The Graces ſolemniz'd her birth. 5 
Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought : 
The orchard's bluſhing pride they brought : 


| | Hence in her face the lily ſpeaks, -- 
| | And hence the roſe which paints her cheeks ; 


The cherry gave her lips to glow ; 


Her eyes were debtors to the floez __ 
| And, to complete the lovely fair, 


'Tis ſaid the cheſnut ſtain'd her hair. 
The virgin was averſc to courts ; 
But often ſeen in rural ſports : : 


When in her roſy veſt the morn. 


Walks o'er the w-beſpapgled lawn, 
2 In allyſion to 2 Kings, xviii. 21. 55 


The 
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128 ELEGANT E&TRACTS; Boon . 
N > The nymph is firſt to form the race, I } The mighty wings that form'd the Ge, 
| | Or wind the horn, and lead the chace. Commanded by that giant, Pride; | | 
4: Sudden I heard a ſhouti g train; _ | While Sickneſs, and her ſiſters Pain * 
Glad acclamations fill'd the plain; And Poverty, the centre gain: . 
i, Unbounded joy unprov'd the ſcene, | | Repentance, with brow ſevere, 
For Health was loud proclaim'd a queen. And Death were ſtation'd in the rear. 
Two ſmiling cherubs grac'd her throne Health rang'd her troops with matchleſs art, 
(To modern courts, I fear, unknown): [And ated the defenſive part: 
One was the nymph that loves the light, Her army, poſted on a hill, 
Fair Innocence, array d in white; | Plainly befpoke ſuperior kill. 
With ſiſter Peace in cloſe embrace, I ůHencè were diſcover'd, th the plain | 
And heav'n all op'ning in her face, | The motions of the hr Tf 5 
| The reign was long, the empire ou, | While Prudence, to prevent ſurprize, 
And Virtue miniſter of ſtate, | | Oft fally'd with her truſty ſpies; 
In other Kingdoms, every hour, Explor'd each ambuſcade below, 
You hear of Vice preferr'd to power: And reconnoiter'd well the * | 
Vice was a perfect ſtranger here; | | Afar when Luxury deſc 
No knaves engroſs'd the royal car; Inferior force by art "ae br | 
No fools obtain'd the monarch's grace The Syren ſpake — Let * uo ann 
Virtue diſpos'd of ev Ty Jones. | © Since all my num'rous hoſts muſt fail; 
What ſickly appetites are ours, I © Henceforth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſm 
Still varying with the varying hours! I'll ſend to Health, and offer peace.” 
And tho? from good to bad we range, | Straight ſhe diſpatch'd, with pow'rs _— 5 
1 No matter,” ſays the fool, tis change.” 4 | | Pleaſure, her miniſter, to treat. 
Her ſubjects now expreſs'd apace {| This wicked ſtrumpet topp'd her part, 
Diſſatis faction in their face: And ſow'd ſedition in the heart! 
Some view the ſtate with Envy's eye; I Thro' ev'ry troop the poiſon ran; 
Some were difplcas'd, they knew not w aby; 13 were infected to a man: 
When Faction, ever bold and vain, 5 . . weary generals were won IL 
With rigour tax'd their monarch's reign, By Pleaſure” s wiles, and both undone. 


Thus, ſhould an angel from above, | ove held thc troops in high diſgrace, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 5 All bade diſeaſes blaſt N ; : 
Deſcend to earth, and here impart Look'd on the queen with melting eyes, 
Important truths to mend the heart, | And ſuatch'd his darling to the ſkies : 
Would not th'inftruQive gueſt diſpenſe | Who dill regards thoſe wiſer few, 
2 With paſſion, appetite, and ſenſe, That dare her dictates to purſue. 
e ſhould his heav'nly lore deſpiſe, For where her ſtricter law prevails, 
And ſend him to his former ſkies. | Tho!” paſſion prompts, or vice aſſails, 
A dang'rous hoſtile pow'r aroſe | Long ſhall the cloudleſs ſkies behold, 


To Health, whoſe houſchold were her focs 3 And their calm ſun-ſer with old. 
A harlot's looſe attire the wore, | beam — 


And Luxury the name ſhe bore. X 


This princeſs of unbounded ſway, wo 1 "_ TY 27 
Whom Afia's ſofter ſons obey, a 5 ; hit v, 1 IV. Content. | 
Made war aginſt the queen of Health, ; MAY: is deceiv'd by outward ſhow — 


tliſted by the troops of Wealth. 'Tis a plain homeſpun truth, I know : 
* 


The queea was firit to take the feld, The fraud prevails at ev 7 | 
| Arm'd with her helmet and her ſhicld; | So favs the ſchool-boy and the ſage : 
Temper'd with ſuch ſuperior =—_- Vet ſtill we hug the hos deceit, 
That both were proof to ev'ry a. -- And ſtill exclaim againſt the cheat. 
Two warlike chiefs approach'd the green, But w hence this inconſiſtent part? 
And wond'rous favꝰ rites v ith the queen; 3 | Say, moraliſts, who know the heart: 
Both were of Amazonian race; If you'll this labyrinth purſue, x 
Boch high in merit and in place. ' I'II go before, and find the clue. 
Here Reſolution march'd, whoſe ſoul I dream'd ( twas on a birth- day night) 
No fear could ſhake ; no pow'r controul; A ſumptuous palace roſe to ſight: 
The heroine wore a Roman veſt ; The builder had, thro” ev'ry part, 
A lion's heart inform'd her breaſt, | | Obſlerv'd the chaſteſt rules of art ; ; 
There Prudence ſhone; whoſe boſom wrought | Raphael and Titian had diſplay'd 
With all the various plans of Thought ; j All the full force of light in ſhade, 
Twas hers to bid the trodps engage, | Around the livery'd ſervants wait; 
And teach the battle where to rage. An aged porter kept the gate, 
And now the Syren's armies preſs ; As I was traverſing the hall, 


Their van was beaded by Exccls; = 8 Where Bruſſels looms adorn'd the wall 


- 


— 


| © Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r; 


| © No monarch ſhares my kind embrace; 


Book I. SACRED A 
(Whoſe tap'ſtry ſhews, without my aid, 


A nun is no ſuch uſeleſs maid) 
A graceful perſon came in view 
(His form, it ſeems, is known to few) 
His dreſs was unadorn'd with Tace, 
But charms ! a thouſand in his face. 
This, Sir, your property ?* I cry'd 
« Maſter and manſion coincide : 
Where all, indeed, is truly 


r 
And proves that bliſs may dwell with ſtate, | 


© Pray, Sir, — a ſtranger's claim, 
And grant the favor of your name.” 
Content, the lovely form reply d; 

But think not here that I reſide: 

Here lives a courtier, baſe and fly ; 

An open, honeſt ruſtic, J. 

Our taſte and manners diſagree 

His levee boaſts no charms for me: . 

for titles and the ſmiles of kings, 

To me are cheap unheeded things. 

( Tis virtue can alone impart 

The patent of a ducal heart: 

© Unleſs this herald ſpeaks him great, 

What ſhall avail the glare of ſtate ') 

« Thoſe ſecret charifis are my delight, 

© Which ſhine remote from public fight : 

« Paffions ſubdu'd, defires at reſt = - 

And hence his chaplain ſhares my breaſt. 

© There was a time (his Grace can tell) 

I knew the Duke exceeding well; 

© Knew ev'ry ſecret of his heart; 

© In truth we never were apart : 

© But when the court became his end, 

© He turn'd his back upon his friend. 
One day I callid upon his grace, 

© Juſt as the Duke had got a place: 

© I thought (but thought amiſs, tis clear) 

© IT ſhould be welcome to the peer; 9 


And fo I was — for . 1 3 

© But he grew weary of his x 
And ſoon diſcarded me et, a | 
© Upbraided me with want of merit, 

© But moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 

© You reliſh not the great man's lot ! 

© Come, haften to my Humbler cot. 

* Think me not partial to the great, 
I'm a ſworn foe to pride and ſtate ; 


© There's ſcarce a monarch knows my face; 
Content ſhuns courts, and oft'ner dwells _ 
© With modeſt worth in rural cells; 1 5 
There's no complaint, tho? brown the bread, 
* Or the rude turf ſuſtain the head ; 8 
Tho' hard the couch and courſe the meat, 
Still the brown loaf and ſleep are ſweet. | 
x Far from the city I reſide, . 
And a thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
True to my heart, I ſeldom roam, 
* Becauſe I find my joys at home”: 
* For foreign viſits then begin 
When the man feels a void within, 
* But tho? from towns and crowds. I fly, 


] © Amidſt ſequeſter'd ſhades I prize | 
The friendſhips of the good and wiſe : 
I © Bid Virtue and her ſons attend, | 
_ | © Virtue will tell thee, I'm her friend; 
| © And meek, and lowly, and refign'd! 
| © Will fay, there's no diſtinftion known 
_ | « Betwixt her houſhold and my own? 


| Your friends, I fear, are very few. 
| Sexlitcde company, = _ Ye. 

Vet fond of home 

How do you ſhun DetraCtion's rod > 

I doubt your neighbours think you odd! 


And aſk my heart if all be right: 


Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the gown ? 


, | Whether they do, they beſt can tell: 
| They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 


. If actions preach a diff rent tale? 


Soft flow the hours whene'er we meet, 


| Our harmleſs breaſts no envy know, 
We with the beſt to church and ſtate, 


| Much lefs, by pride or int'reſt drawn, 
| Sigh for the mitre and the lawn. 


_ ] Curb theſe licentious ſons of ſtrife ; 
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Tell thee, I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 


„„ AUTHOR _ 
If theſe the friendſhips you purſue, 


rom day to day ! * 


. CONTENT. 
I commune with myſelf at night, 


If Right” replies my faithful breaſt, 


- | I ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. 


Lou ſeem regardleſs of the town: 
j -. . 
The clergy fay they love me well; 


And always praiſe me to the ſkies ; 
But if conviction's at the heart, 
Why not a correſpondent part ? 

For ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 
Who'll ſeek my deor, and grace my walls, 
When neither dean nor prelate calls 5 

With thoſe my friendſhips moſt obtain, 
Who prize their duty more than gain 


— — — — - 
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And conſcious virtue is our treat; 


— — — 


And hence we fear no ſecret foe; 
Our walks Ambition ne'er attends, 
| And hence we aſk no pow'rful friends; 


But leave the ſteerage to the great; 
Careleſs who riſes or who falls, 
And never dream of vacant ſtalls: 


Obſerve the ſecrets of my art, 
I'll fundamental truths impart: 
If you'll my kind advice purſue, 
I' quit my hut, and dwell with vou. 
The paſſions are a num'rous crowd, 
Imperious, poſitive, and loud; 


r UBT I ee — — P —— 1 — 


Hence chiefly riſe the ſtorms of life: 
If they grew mutinous, and rave, 


| 
* 
4 
U 


They are thy maſters, thou their ſlave. 


Regard the world with cautious eye, 
Nor raiſe your expeCtation high; 

See that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 
You neither fear _—— too much: 


No humoriſt, nor cynic, I. 


For | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


You fay, that troubles intervene ; 
That forrows darken half the ſcenc. 
True — and this conſequence you ſee, 
The world was ne'er deſign'd for thee : 
You're like a paſſenger below, | 

That ftays perhaps a night or ſoz 

But ſtill his native country lies 

Pevord the bound”rics of the ſkies. _ 

Of Heav'n aſk virtue, wiſdom, health : 

But never let thy pray'r be wealth. 

If food be thine (tho? little gold) 

And raiment to repel the cold; 

Sach as may Nature's want fuffice, 

Nor what from pride and folly riſe; ; 

If ſoft the motions of thy ſoul, 

And a calm conſcience crowns the whole, 
Add but a friend to all tis ſtore, 

You can't in reaſon wiſh for more. 

And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 
»Tis more than Heav'n beſtows on kings, 

He ſpake —the airy ſpectre flies, : 
And ſtrait the ſweet illuſiou dies. 

The Viſion, at tlie early dawn, _ 
Couſign'd me to the thoughtful morn ; 
To all the cares of w aking clay, 

And inconfiſtent dreams of day. 


$ 216. Vun V. Happineſs. | 


E ductile youths, whoſe riſing fun 

| Hari many circles ſtill to run; 

Who witely wilh the pilot's chart 

To ſteer thro? life th*unſteady heart; 

Aad, all the thoughtful voyage 

To gain a happy port at laſt, — 
Attend a Seer's inſtructive fone ; 
For moral truths to dreams belong. 


hy See the Terwii, Page 73. 
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I And, as an angel 
My angel choſe to intervene. 


1 


As Parnell ſays # my boſom wrought. 
With travail of uyeertain thought; 
elp'd the dean, 


The dreſs of each was much the ſame; 
And Virtue was my ſeraph's name. 
When thus the angel ſilence broke 


(Her voice was mußte vs ſhe ſpoke) : 


« Attend, O man! nor leave my fide 
y , 


And ſafety ſhall tliy footſteps guide; 
[Such truths I'll teach, ſuch ſecrets ſhow, 


As none but fav our'd. mortals know.” 
She ſaid — and ſtrait we march'd along 


To join Ambition's active throng : | 
| Crowds urg'd on crowds, with eager paces 
I And happy he who led the race. 

| Axes and daggers lay unſcen 


In ambuſcade along the green: 
While vapours ſhed deluſive light, 
And bubbles mock'd the diſtant ſight. 
Wie ſaw a ſhining mountain riſe, 


Whoſe tow'ring ſummit reach'd the ſkies ; 


Painful and hazardous to pats : 
Courtiers and ſtateſinen led the way; 


| The faithleſs paths their ſteps betray ; 


This moment ſeen aloft to ſoar, 


| The next ro fall, and riſe no more. 


"Fwas here Ambition Kept her court; 


A phamom of gigantic port: 
The fax'rite that ſuſtain'd her throne 
Was Falfehood, by her vizard known; 
Next ſiood Sliftr ult, with frequent hgh, 
Diſorder'd. look, and {quinting eye; 
While meagre Envy claim'd a place, 
And Jealouſy with jaundic'd face. 
Hut where is Happineſs?” I crv'd, 
My guardian tarn'd, and thus rh. 


The ſlopes were ſteep, and form'd of g glaſs; 3 5 


Mortal. 


Book I. Book 

For qiſoppointment's not the thing; | | I ſaw this wond'rous Viſion ſoon ; = « Mo 
'Tis pride and paſſion point the ſting, Long ere my ſun had reach'd its noon ; Thou 
Life is a fea, where ſtorms muſt riſe; Juſt when ie riſing beard began Thou 
»Tis folly talks of cloudlets ſkies : To grace my chin, and call me man. «(I hat 
He who contracts his ſw ciling tail, One night, when balmy flumbers ſhed « To af 
Eludas the fury of the galc. | | Their peaceful poppies o'er my head, With 
he ſtill, nor anxious thoughts employ; My fancy led me to explore | « Go to 
Diſtruſt embitters prefeat joy : A thouſand ſcenes unknown before, What 
On God for all events depend; II ſaw a plain extended wide, | « He'll | 
You cannot want whea God's your Friend. | And crowds pour'd in from ev'ry gde; 3 That 
Weigh well your part, and do your beſt; | All ſeem'd to ſtart a diff rent gaine, * That 
Leave to your Maker all the reſt. I Yer all declar'd their views the ſame : « And, 
The Hand, which form'd thee in the womb, „ | The chace was Happineſs, I found; prefer 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. I But all, alas I enchanted ground. | « Whit] 
Can the fond mother ſlight her boy? | Indeed, I judg'd it wond'rous ſtrange, So the 
Can the forget her prattling joy? To ſee the giddy numbers range « Shuns 
Say, then, (hall Soy? reign Love deſert | Thro' roads which promis'd nought, at bet, : I blu 
The humble and the honeſt heart ? But ſorrow to the human breaſt. To find 
Heav'n may not grant thee all thy mind; Methought, if bliſs was all their view, Thoſe ! 
Vet ſay not thou That Heav'n's unkind. _ | Why did they diff rent paths purſue ? With b 
God is alike both good and wiſe The waking world has long agreed, Amidſt 
In what he grants and what denies : That Bagſhot's not the road to Tweed; Plac'd : 
Perhaps, what Goodneſs gives — And he who Berwick ſecks thro” Staines, And ſu 
To-morro! v Goodneſs takes away. Shall have his labour for his pains. Theſe ! 
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Mortal, by Folly ſtill beguil'd, 

Thou haſt not yet outſtripp'd the child; 
Thou who haft twenty winters ſeen 
(L hardly think thee paſt fifteen) 
To aſk if happineſs can dwell _ 
With ev'ry dirty imp of hell! 
Go to the ſchool-boy, he ſhall preach 
What twenty winters cannot teach; 
He'll tell thee, from his weekly theme, 
That thy purſuit is all a dream; 
That bliſs ambitious views diſowns, 

« And, ſelf-dependant, laughs at thrones ; 
« Prefers the ſhades and lowly feats, 
« Whither fair Innocence retreats ; 

So the coy lily of the vale | 

« Shuns eminence, and loves the dale.“ 

I bluſh'd; and now we croſs'd the plain, 
To find the money- getting train; 8 
Thoſe filent, ſuug, commercial bands, 
With buſy looks and dirty hands. 
Amidft theſe thoughtful crowds, the old, 
Plac'd ali their happineſs in gold: 

And ſurely, if there's bliſs below, 

Theſe hoary heads the ſecret know. 

We journey'd with the plodding crew, 
When foon a temple roſe to view 

A Gothic pile! with moſs o'ergrown ; 
Strong were the walls, and built with ſtone, 
Without, a thouſand maſtiffs wait : | 
A thouſand bolts ſecure the gate. 

We ſought admiſſion long in vain; 

For here all favours fell for gain. 

The greedy porter yields to gold; 

His fee recciv'd, the gates unfold. 

Aſſembl'd nations here were found, 

And vicw'd the cringing herds around, 
Who daily ſacrific'd to Wealth _ 
Their honor, conſcience, peace, and health, 
I ſaw no charms that could engage; 
The god appear'd like ſordid age, 
With hooked noſe, and famiſh'd jaws, 

But ſerpent's eyes, and harpy's claws : 
Behind ſtood Fear, that reſtleſs ſprite, 
Which haunts the watches of the night; 
And viper Care, that ſtings ſo deep, 
Whoſe deadly venom murders ſleep. 1 

We haſten now to Pleaſure's bow'rs, 
Where the gay tribes ſat crown'd with flow'rs: 
Here Beauty ev'ry charm diſplay'd, | 
And love inflam'd the yielding maid; 

elicious wine our taſte employs; 
His crimſon bowl exalts our joys. 

I felt its gen'rous pow'r, and thought 
he pearl was found that long I ſought. 
etermin'd here to fix my home, : 
I bleſs'd the change, nor wiſh'd ro roam; 
The ſeraph diſapprov'd my ſtay; 
pread her fair plumes, and wing'd away. 
Alas ! whene'er we talk of bliſs, 
How prone is man to judge amiſs ! 
de, a long train of ills conſpires 
o ſcourge our uncontroul'd deſires; 
ke ſummer ſwarms, diſeaſes crowd ; 
h bears a crutch, or each a ſhroud : 


t 


The dear refulgent form appear'd. 3 
Pereſumptuous youth l' ſhe ſaid, and frown'd 
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| Fever, that thirſty fury, came, 
With inextinguithable flame; 


| Conſumprion, {worn ally of Death! 


| Crept ſlowly on with panting breath; 


| Gout roar'd, and ſhew'd his throbbing feet; 


And Dropſy took the drunkard's ſear ; | 
Stone brought his tort'ring racks ; and near 


— — 


Sat Palſy, ſhaking in her chair. 


1 | A mangled youth, beneath a ſhade, 
A melancholy ſcene difplay'd : 

His noſeleſs face and loathſome ſtains, 

Proclaim'd the poifon in his veins ; | 


He rais'd his eyes, he ſmote his breaſt, 


He wept aloud, and thus addreſt: 


_ © Forbear the harlot's falſe embrace, 
© Tho! lewdneſs wear an angel's face: 


ge wiſe, by my experience taught; 


© I die, alas, for want of thought!“ 
As he who travels Lybia's plains, 


I Where the fierce lion lawleſs reigns, 
Is feiz'd with fear and wild diſmay, 
| When the grim foe obſtructs his way; 


My foul was pierc'd with equal fright, 


My tort'ring limbs oppos'd my flight: 


I call'd on Virtue, but in vain; 


| | Her abſence quicken'd every pain. 


At length the lighted angel heard; 


(My heart-ftrings flutter'd at the ſound); 


[io turns to me reluctant ears, 
* Shall ſhed repeated floods of tears. 
{© Theſe rivers ſhall for ever laſt ; 


© There's no retracting what is paſt : 


| © Nor think avenging ills to ſhun ; 


Play a falſe card, and you're undone, 
Of Pleaſure's gilded baits beware, 


[Nor tempt the Syren's fatal ſnare : 
| © Forego this curs'd, deteſted place; 
| © Abhor the ſtrumpet and her race. 
Had you thoſe ſofter paths purſu'd, 

] © Perdition, ſtripling, had wu : 
IJ Yes, fly — you ſtand upon its brink ; 


's FY 


© To-morrow is too late to think. 


| © Indeed, unwelcome truths I tell, 
But mark my facred leſſon well: 


With me whoever lives at ſtrife, 
© Loſes his better friend for life; 
Wich me who lives in frieadſhip's ties, 


Finds all that's ſought for by the wiſe. 
| © Folly exclaims, and well ſhe may, 
| © Becauſe I take her maſk away; 


If once I bring her to the ſua, 


The painted harlot is undone. 


© But prize, my child, oh ! prize my rules, 

And leave Deception to her fools. : 
Amhition deals in tinſel toys; 

Her traffic gewgaws, fleeting joys ! 

An errant juggler in diſguiſe, 

Who holds falſe optics to your eyes. 


| © But ah! how quick the ſhadow. paſs! 


« Tho? the bright viſions thro? her glais 
Charm at a diſtance; yet, when near, 


} © The baſeleſs fabrics diſappear. 
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Nor riches boaſt intrinfic worth; 
© Their charms, at beſt, ſuperior earth: 
© Theſe oft the heav*n-born mind enſlave, 
And make an honeſt man a knave,” 
« Wealth cures my wants!“ the miſer cries : 
e not deceiw'd, the miſer lyes ; | 
One want he has, with all his ſtore, | 
£ That worſt of wants — the want of more.” 
„% Take Pleaſure, Wealth, and Pomp away, 
% And where is Happineſs?” you fay. 
I'm all that's happineſs below. 
Jo Vice I leave tumultuous joys; 
Mine is the ſtill and ſofter voice, : 
That whiſpers peace when ſtorms invade, 
And muſic through the midnight ſhade. 
Come, then, be mine in ev'ry part, 
Nor give me leſs than all your heart; 
When troubles diſcompoſe your breaſt, 
I'll enter there a cheerful gueſt: _ 
© My converſe ſhall your cares beguile z 
The little world within ſhall ſmile ; 
And then it ſcarce imports a jot, | 
Whether the great world frowns or not. 
And when the clofing ſcenes prevail, 
© When wealth, ſtate, pleafure, all ſhall fail; 
© All that a fooliſh world 22 | 
Or Paſſion craves, or Pride inſpires; 
At that important hour of need, 
«© Virtue ſhall prove a friend indeed! 
© My hands ſhall ſmooth thy dying bed, - 
My arms ſuſtain thy drooping head : 
© And when the painful ſtruggle's o'er, 
And that vain thing, the world, no more, 
I'll bear my fav'rite fon away ; 
« To rapture, and eternal day.” 


$ 217. Fifuon. VI. "Friend/hip. 
FRIENDSHIP thou ſoft propitious pow'r ! 
1 Sweet regent of the ſocial hour! 
Sublime thy joys, nor underſtood 
But by the virtuous and the good! 
Cabal and Riot take thy name, 
But 'ris.a falſe affected claim; 7 
In heav'n if love and friendſhip dwell, 
Can they aſſociate e er with hell? _ 
Thou art the ſame thro change of times, 
Thro' frozen zones and burning climes ;. 
From the equator to the pole, RE 
The ſame kind angel thro? the whole: 
Aud ſince thy choice is always free, 
I bleſs thee for thy ſmiles on me. 
When forrows ſwell the tempeſt high, 
Thou, a kind port, art always nigh ; 
For aching hearts a ſov'reign cure, 
Not ſoft Nepenthe * half ſo ſure . 
Aad, when returning comforts riſe, 
Thou the bright fun that gilds our ſkies, 
While theſe ideas warm'd my breaſt, 
My weary eye-lids ſtole to reſt ; — — 


* Nepenthe is an herb which, being infuſed in wine, diſpels grief. It is unknown to the modes; but 
ſome believe it a Kind of opium; and others take it for a ſpecies of bugloſs. Plin. Axl. 21. f. & xxv. 2. 
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Ti here—and may be yours — for know, | 


I Cold is the only ill they fear. 
This happy clime and grateful ſoil, 


Partial to Frie 
ICements the joints, and binds the ſtone z 
_ | Ripens the beauties of the place, 
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When fancy re- aſſum'd the theme, 
And furniſh'd this inſtructive dream. 

I ſail'd upon a ſtormy ſea | 
(Thouſands embark'd alike with me); 
My fkiff was ſmall, and weak beſide, 

Not built, methought, to ſtem the tide; 
The winds along the ſurges ſweep, 
The wrecks lie icatter'd thro” the deep; 
Aloud the foaming billows roar ; 
Unfriendly rocks forbid the ſhore, 

While all our various courſe purſue, 

A ſpacious iſle ſalutes our vie: 
Two queens, with tempers diff ring wide; 
This new diſcover'd world divide; 

A river parts their proper claim; 


And truth its celebrated name. 


One ſide a heauteous tract of ground 
Preſents, with living verdure crown'd: 
The ſeaſons temp'rate, ſoft, and mild, 
And a kind ſun that always ſmil'd : 
Few ſtorms moleſt the natives here; 


With plenty crowns the lab'rer's =_ 
Here Friendſhip's happy kingdom grew; 


| | Her realms were ſmall, her ſubjects few: 


A thouſand charms the palace grace; 

A rock of adamant its baſe. _ 

{ Tho? thunders roll, and lightnings fly, 
This ſtruCture braves th'inclement ſky : 

E'en time, which other piles devours, 

And mocks the pride of human pow'rs, 

ſhip's pile alone, 


And calls to life each latent grace. 

i Around the throne in order ſtand 

Four Amazons, a truſty band ! 

Friends ever faithful to adviſe, 

Or to defend when dangers riſe. 

Here Fortitude, in/coat of mail; „ 
There Juſtice lifts her golden ſcale! 

| Two hardy chiefs, who perſevere, 

{| With form erect and brow ſevere; 

| Who ſmile at perils, pains, and death, 


: | And triumph with their lateſt breath. 


! Temp'rance, that comely matron, 's near, 

Guardian of all the virtues here; 

|} Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace, 
Without one wriakle in her face. 

But Prudence moſt attracts their ſight, 

And ſhines pre-eminently bright. 


: | To view her various thoughts that riſe, | | 


She holds a mirror to his eyes; 
The mirror, faithful to its charge, 
Reflects the virgin's foul in large. 

A Virtue with a ſofter air 
Was handmaid to the regal fair, 


5 This nymph, indulgent, conſtant, kind, 


Derives from heav'n her ſpotleſs mind; 
When actions wear a dubious face, 


Puts the beſt meaning on the caſe ! 
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She ſpreads her arms, and bares her breaſt, 
Takes in the naked and diftreſt ; | 
Prefers the hungry orphan's cries, 

And from her queen obtains 1 "4 

The maid yho acts this lovely pa 

Graſp'd in her hand a bleeding he 

Fair Charity, be thou my gueſt, 

And be thy conſtant couch my breaſt ! 

But virtues of inferior name 
Crowd round the throne with _ claim; ; 
In loyalty by none ſurpaſs'd, 

They hold allegiance to the laſt. 
Not ancient records e'er can ſhow 
That one deſerted to the foe. 

The river's other fide diſplay'd 
Alternate plots of flow'rs and thade, 
Where poppies ſhone with various hue, | 
Where yielding willows plenteous grew; 


And humble plants , by tray'llers thought, 5 


With ſlow but certain poiſon fraught. 
Beyond theſe ſcenes the eye deſcry'd 


A pow'rful realm extended wide ; 3 
Whoſe bound'ries from north-caſt begun, 5 


And firetch'd to meet the ſouth-weſt ſun, 
Here Flattꝰ ry boaſts deſpotic ſway, 
And haſks in all the warmth of day. 

Long practis'd in Deception's ſchool, 
The tyrant knew the hearts to rule ; * 
Elated with th' imperial robe, 

She plans the conqueſt of the globe ! 
And aided by her ſervile trains, 
Leads kings, and ſons of kings, in chains. 


. Her darling miniſter is Pride 


(Who ne'er was known to change his fide) 
A friend to all her int'reſts juſt, 

And active to diſcharge his truſt ; 
Careſs'd alike by high and low; 

The idol of the belle and beau : 

In ev'ry ſhape he ſhews his ſkill, 
And formscher ſubject to his will; 'W 
Enters their houſes and their hearts, 
And gains his point before he parts. 
Sure, never miniſter was known 
So zealqus for his fov*reign's throne | 

Three ſiſters, ſimilar in mien, 

Were maids of honour to the queen : 
Who farther favours ſhar'd betide, 
As daughters of a ſtateſman, Pride. 
The firſt, Conceit, with tow'ring creſt, 
Who look'd with ſcorn upon the reſt ; 
Fond of herſelf, nor leſs I deem, 

Than ducheſs in her own eſteem. 

Next Affectation, fair and young, 
Wich half-form'd accents on her tongue; 

V hoſe antic ſhape, and various face, 
iſtorted ev'ry native grace. 

Then Vanity, a wanton maid, 
Flaunting j in bruſſels and brocade; 
Fantaſtic, frolicſome, and wild, 

With all the trinkets of a child. | 

The people, loyal to the queen, _ 

ore their attachment in their mien: 


v 


| | Bur as the troops approach the wayes, 
| Their fears ſuggeſt a thoutand graves; 


I To fall in hea | 
The tyrant ſtripp'd the mangl'd fair 


| | Judge, reader, how ſevere 
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| With cheerful heart they hewage paid, 
And happieſt he who moſt obey d; 

While they who ſought their own applauſe, 
Promoted moſt their ſov'reign's cauſc. 


The minds of all were fraught with guile; ; 


Their manners diſſolute and vile; 
And ev'ry tribe, like Pagans, run 


| To kneel before the riſing ſun. 


But now ſome clain'rous ſounds ariſe; 


And all the pleaſing viſion flies. 


Once more I clos'd my eyes to fleep, 


And gain'd th'imaginary deep; 


Fancy preſided at the helm, 
And fteer'd me back to Friendſhip's realm, 


0 But, oh! with horror I relate 
The revolutions of her ſtate; 


The Trojan chief could hardly more 
| His Aſiatic tow'rs deplure. 


For Flatt' ry view'd thoſe fairer plains 


With longing eyes, where Friendſhip reigns 
With envy heard her neighbour's fame, 
And often ſigh'd to gain the lame. 


g At length, by pride and int'reſt fir'd, 


To Friendſhip's ki: 1gdon ſhe atj ird. 

| And now, comme cing open hh | 
She plans wi thought iome mighty blow; 
| Draws out her forces on the green, 

And marches to invode the queen. 

{| The river Truth the hoſts withſtood, 
And roli'd her formidable flood: 

Her current ſtrong, and deep, and a ; 
| No fords were found, no forties near, 


——_— 


They all retir'd with haite extreme, 

And ſhudder'd at the dang'rous fream. 
Hypocriſy the gulph explores : 

She torms a bridge, and joins the ſhores. 


Thus often art or iraud prevails, 
I When military prowe!s fails: 

| The troops an eaſy paſſage ſind, 
And viery follows cloſe behind. 


Friendſhip with ardour charg'd her focs, 


I And now the fight promiſcuous gross; 
] But flatt'ry threw a poiſon'd dart, 


And pierc'd the empreſs to the heart. 
The Virtues all around, were teen 
about the queen. 


She wore her ſpoils, aſſum'd her aur 


| And mounting next the ſuff'rer's throne, 
| Claim'd the queen?s titles as ber own, 


Ah, injur'd maid ' aloud I cry'd; 

| © Ah, injur'd maid !* the rocks reply 4. 

But judge my griefs, and iharc hem too, 
For the ſad tale pertains to you; 

e M ound, 

| When Friendſhip's foes were mine, I found ; 
| When the ſad ſcene of pride and guile 
Was Britain's poor degen'rate ile 

1 The Amazons, who propp'd the ſtate, 

| Haply ſurviv'd the gen'ral fate. 


* The humble plant bends down before the 1 as che ſenſitive plant ſhrinks from the touch; and is ſaids 


by ſome, to be the flow r poiſon of the Indians. 
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| Juſtice to Powis Houſe is fled, 
And Yorke ſuſtains her radiant head 
The virtue, Fortitude, appears 
In open day at Ligonier's; 
Illuſtrious heroine of the ſky, 
Who leads to vanquiſh or to die 
»Twas ſhe our vet'rans breaſts infpir'd, 
When Belgia's faithleſs ſons retir'd: _ 
For Tournay's treach'rous tow'rs can tell 
Britannia's children greatly fell. 


No partial virtue of the plain oy 
She rous'd the lions of the main : 


Hence Vernon's * little fect ſucceeds, 


And hence the gen'rous Cornwall + bleeds. 5 
Hence Grenville t glorious !— for ſhe ſmil'd 


On the young hero from a child. 


Thoc' in high life ſuch virtues dwell, 
They'll ſuit plebeian breaſts as well. 
Say, that the mighty and the great 
Blaze, like meridian ſuns of ſtate; 
Effulgent excellence diſplay, 

Like Halifax, in floods of day; 

Our leſſer orbs may pour their light, 
Like the mild creſcent of the night. 
Tho' pale our beams, and our ſmall ſphere, 
Still we may thine icrene and clear. : 

Give to the judge the ſcarlet gown; 
To martial fouls the civic crown : _ 
What then? Is merit theirs alone? 

Have we no wort!: to call our own ? 

Shall we not viadicote our part 

In the firm breatt and upright heart? 
Reader, thef: virtues may be thine, 
Tho! in ſuperior lite they ſhine. | 
I can't diſcharge great Hardwicke's truſt — 

True — bur my foul may ſtill be juſt : | 
And tho' I can't the ſtate defend, 

I'll draw the ſword to ſerve my friend. 


Two golden virtues are behind, 

Of equal import to the mind; _ 
Prudence to point out wifflom's way, 
Or to reciaim us when we ftrav; 

Temp'rance, to guard the youthful heart, 

When Vice and Folly throw the dart: 

Each virtue, let the world agree, 
Daily reſides with you and me. 
And, when our fouls in friendſhip join, 
We'll deem the ſocial bond divine; 
Thro' ev'ry ſcene maintain our truſt, 

Nor &er be timid or unjuſt. | 

That breaft where Honor builds his throne, 

ive breaſt which virtue calls her own, 

Nor Int'reſt warps, nor Fear appals, 

When Danger frowns, or Lucre calls. 

No ! the true friend collected ftands, 
Fearlefs his heart and pure his hands: 

Let Inr'reſt plead, let ſtorms ariſe, 

He dares be honeſt, tho” he dies! 


* Ar Porto B. Ilo. 


Died 1a a lacter engagement with the French fleet, | | 


8 
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| But Hymen, gen'cous, juſt, and kind, 


And barren be their nuptial bed !” 


4 *Tis an important point, to know _ 


| With ſome, indeed, you can't diſpenſe, - 


Then for a huſband's ſocial pow'r 


| And give thy native gold to ſnine; 


+ Againſt the combined fleets of France and Spain. 


| Man's an odd compound, after all; 


The beſt, in ſhort, has faults about him; 


Book I. 
Viſion E Marriage. Inſcribed ta 


E 218. 


if 


| FAIREST, this Viſion is thy due: 


I form'd th inſtructive plan for you. 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age; 


| Your welfare actuates ev'ry page; 


But ponder well my ſacred theme, 


| And tremble while you read my dream. 


_ Thoſe awful words, © Till death do part,” - 
May well alarm the youthful heart: 


No after thought, when once a wife; 
The die is caſt, and caſt for life; 


Vet thouſands venture ev'ry day, 


8 As ſome baſe paſſion leads the way. 


Pert Sylvia talks of wedlock ſcenes, 

| Tho' hardly enter'd on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining ſpark, and hears. 
The ſugar'd ſpeech with raptur'd ears; 
Impatient of her parent's rule, | 
She leaves her fire, and weds a fool. 


Want enters at the guardleſs door, 


| And love is fled,— to come no more. 
Some few there are, of ſordid mould, 


| Who barter youth and bloom for gold 


| Careleſs with what or whom they mate; 
Their ruling patiion's all for ftare, _ 


Abhors the mercenary mind: | 
Such rebels groan beneath his rod; 
For Hymen's a vindictive god: 

Be joy leſs ev'ry night,” he ſaid; 


Attend, my fair, to wiſdom's voice; 

A better fate ſhall crown thy choice. 
A marry'd life, to ſpeak the beſt, 

Is all a lottery confeſt: 

Yet, if my fair one will be wiſe, 

I will inſure my girl a prize, 

| Tho? not a prize to match thy worth, 

Perhaps thy equal's not on earth ! - 


| There's no perfection here below. 


And ever has been ſince the fall. 

Sau, that he loves you from his ſoul, 
Still man is proud, nor. brooks controul; 
And, tho' a flave in love's ſoft ſchool, 
in wedlock claims his right to rule. 


If few thoſe faults you muſt not flout him. 


As want of temper and of ſenſe : 
For when the ſun deſerts the ſkies, 
And the dull winter evenings riſe, 


To form the calm converſive hour, 

The treaſures of thy breaſt explore, 
From that rich mine to draw the ore; 
Fondly each gen'rous thought refine, 
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hew _ as really thou art, - 
Tho? fair, yet fairer ſtil] at heart. 
= Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 


As ſoon they muſt, thou charming maid! 


When in thy cheek the roſes die, 
And ſickneſs clouds that brilliant eye! 
Say, when or age or pains invade, 


And thoſe dear limbs ſhall call for aid, 


If thou art fetter'd to a fool, 
Shall not his * paſſion cool? 


And, when th 
Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend? 
But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 

E'en then, thou lovely ſhalt appear; 


He'll ſhare the griefs that wound thy heart, 
And, weeping, claim the larger part: 5 


Tho” age impairs that beauteous face, 
He'll prize the pearl beyond its caſe. 
In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 
Friendſhip is only then complete. 


« Bleſs'd ſtate ! where fouls each other draw; 


« Where love is liberty and law!“ 

The choiceſt bleſſing found below, 

That man can wiſh, or Heay'n beſtow ! 

Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 

For lovely Chloe once was mine; 

Nor faith the varniſh of my ſtyle; 

Tho? poet, I'm eſtrang'd to guile. 

Ah, me ! my faithful lips impart 

The genuine language of my heart! 
When bards extol their patrons high, 

Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lye; _ 

Perhaps the poor reward of bread— _ 

But who burns incenſe to the dead? 

He, whom a foad affection draws, 

Careleſs of cenſure or applauſe ; 

Whoſe foul is upright and ſincere, 


health and beauty end, 


With nought to with and nought to fear. 


Now to my viſionary ſcheme = 
Attend, and profit by my dream, 
Amidſt the ſlumbers of the night, 
A ſtately temple roſe to fight: _ 
And ancient as the human race, 
If Nature's purpoſes you trace: 
This fane, by all the wiſe rever d, 
To wedlock's pow'rful god was rear'd. 
Hard by I faw a graceful ſage, _ 
His locks were froſted o'er by age; 
His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, - 
And wiſdom dignify'd his mien. | 
With curious ſearch his name I ſought, 
And found *twas Hymen's fay'rite, Thou 
Apace the giddy crowds advance, 
And a lewd fatyr led the dance. 
I griev'd to ſee whole thouſands run, 
or, oh ! what thouſands were undone ! 


ght. [ 


The ſage, when theſe mad troops he ſpy'd, 


In pity flew to join their fide : 
The diſconcerted pairs began 

o rail againſt him to a man; 
Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 
Nor knew from whence the dotard came. 
But mark the ſequel — for this truth 
ighly concerns impetuous youth, 


— 


Poets alone can paint the maid: 
| Truſt me, Hogarth (tho? great thy 
| *T would pole thy ſkill to draw the fame; 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is more 


— 


SACRED AND MORAL, 

32 Long ere the honey- moon could wane, 

I Perdition ſerz'd on ev'ry twain ; | 
At ev'ry houſe, and all day long, 

| Repentance ply'd her ſcorpion thong : 


Diſguſt was there with frowning mien, 


| And ev'ry wayward child of ſpleen. 


Hymen approach'd his awful fane, 


_ | Attended by a num'rous train, 
I Love, with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 


Was firſt in favour and in place : 
Then came the god, with ſolemn gait, 


| Whoſe ev'ry word was big with fate; 
His hand a flaming taper bore, 
That facred ſymbol, fam'd of yore, 


Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 
Suſtain'd the god's mcumbent arm; 
Beauty improv'd the glowing ſcene 
With all the roſes of eighteen : 
Youth led the gaily ſmiling fair; 
His purple pinions wav'd in air ; 


With vulture-claw and eagle-eye. 
Who threeſcore years had ſeen or more 
(Tis ſaid his coat had ſeen a ſcore) ; 


| Proud was the wretch, tho” clad in rags, 
. . | Pretuming much upon his bags. 


A female next her arts ditplay'd ; 


fame) 


Than ever painter's was before. 


| Now ſhe was fair as cygnet's down, 


Now, as Mat Prior's Emma, brown; 


And, changing as the changing flow'r, | 


Her dreſs the vary'd ev'ry hour. 
»Twas Fancy, cluld — you know the fair — 


| Who pins your gown and ſets your hair. 


Lo! the ged mounts his throne of ſtate, 
And fits the arbiter of fate: N 


His head wich radiant glories dreſt, 
| Gently reclin'd on Vircue's breaſt. 
| Love took his ſtation on the right ; 


His quiver beam'd with golden tight: 
Beauty uſurp'd the ſecond place, 
Ambitious of diſtinguiſh'd grace; 


Ihe claim'd this ceremonial joy, 

I Becauſe related to the boy; | 

| Said, it was hers to point his dart, 
| And ſpeed its paſlage to the heart; 


While on the god's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealch obtain'd their ſtand, 
And now tlie hallow'd rites proceed, 
And now a thouſand heart-ftrings bleed. 
I ſaw a blooming, trembling bride, 

A toothleſs lover join'd her fide; 

Averſe the turn'd her weeping face, 


| And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace. 


But various baits their force impart z 
Thus titles lie at Celia's heart. 
A paſſion much too foul to name, 
Coſts ſupercilious prudes their fame: 
Prudes wed to publicans and ſinners; 


The hungry poet weds for dur:ncrs. 


K 4 
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Wealth, a cloſe hunks, walk'd hobbling nigh, 


— 
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136 ELEGANT 
The god, with frown indignant, view'd 


The rabble covetous or lewd ; 
By ev ry vice his altar ſtain'd, 
By ev'ry fool his rites pro han'd 
When Love complain'd o Wealth aloud, 
Affirming Wealth debauch'd the crowd ; 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, 
- Deſiring to be heard at large. | 
The god conſents, the throng dir ide, 
The young eſpous'd the plaintiff”s fide 3 
The old declar'd for the defendant, 
For age is money's ſworn attendant. 
Love ſaid, that wedlock was deßgn'd 
Ruy gracious Heav'n to match the mind; 
J0o pair the tender and the juſt, | | 
And his the delegated truſt : . 
That Wealth had play'd a knaviſh part, 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart. 
But what avails the faithleſs voice 
The injur'd acart d'ſdains the choice, 


Wealth ſtraighit reply'd, that Love was blind, 


And talk'd at random of the mind : 
That killing eves, and bleeding hearts, | 
 Andall ch'artillerv of darts, | 
Were long ago exploded fancies, 
And laugh'd at, even in romances. 
Poets indeed ſtyle love a treat, 
Perhaps for want of better meat: 
And love might be delicious fare, 
Could weglike poets, live on air. 
But grant that angels fcaft on love 
- (Thoſe purer eſlences above) 
Yet Albion's ſons, he underſtood, 
Preferr'd a more ſubſtantial food. 


Thus while with gibes he dreſs'd his cauſe, | 


His grey admirers hemm'd applauſe. 

With ſeeming conqueſt, pert and proud, 
Wealth ſhook his fides, and chuckl'd loud; 
When Fortune, to reſtrain his pride, 

And fond to favour Love befide, 
Op'ning the miſer's tape-ty'd veſt, _ 
Diſclos'd the cares which ſtung his breaft : 


Mealth ſtood abaſh'd at his diſgrace, g 


And a deep crimſon fluſh'd his face. 
Love ſweetly ſimper'd at the fight; 
His gay adherents laugh'd outright. 
The god, tho? grave his temper, -ſmil'd ; 
For Hymen dearly priz'd the child. 
But he who triumphs over his brother, 

In turn is laugh'd at by another. 
Buch cruel ſcores we often find *© 
Repaid the criminal in kind : _ 

For Poverty, that famiſh'd fiend ! 
| Ambitions of afealthy friend, 
Advanc'd into the miſer's place, 
And ftar'd the ftripling in the face ; 
Whoſe lips grew pale, and cold as clay : 
T thought the chit would ſwoon away. 
The god was ſtudious to employ 
cares to aid the vanquiſh'd boy ; 

nd therefore ifſu'd his decree, 
That the two 3 ſtraight agree: 
When both obez'd the god's commands, 


And Love and Riches join'd ther Range. 


EXTRACTS, 
\ What wond'rous change in each was wrought, 
Believe me, fair, ſurpaſſes thought. 


If Love had many charms before, 


He now had charms ten thouſand more: 


If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, 


| They now were dead, or lull'd to — | 


Beauty, that vain, affected thing, 


| Who join'd the hymeneal ring, - 
Approach'd with round, unthinking face; 3. 


And thus the trifler ſtates her caſe : 


Deſiring judgment againſt Wealth, 


| For faltchood, perjury, and ſtealth : 

All which ſhe could on oath dg 

| | And hop'd the court would ſlit his "PL 

But Hymen, when he heard her name, 


Call'd her an interloping dame; 

Look'd thro? the crowd with angry ſtate, 
And blam'd the porter at the gate, 

For giving entrance to the fair, 


| When the was no eſſential there. 
Io fink this haughty tyrant's mn: 


He order'd F ancy to preſide, 


Hence, when debates on beauty riſe, | 


And each bright fair diſputes the prize, 


| To Fancy's court we ſtraight apply, 


And wait the ſentence of her eye; 
In Beauty's realms ſhe holds the ſeals, 


And her awards preclude . 


N Hun VIII. Life. 


| 1x7 not the you ung my precepts ſhun ; 


Who light g 


counſels are undone. ö 


| Your poet ſung Cleve s delights, 


Of halcyon days and joyous nights ; 
To the gay fancy lovely themes ; 


But, if you pleaſe, before we part, 


Id ſpeak a language to your heart. 

| We'll talk of Life, tho' much I fear 

| Th” ungrateful tale will wound your car. 

| You raiſe your ſanguine thoughts too hugh, 

| And hardly know the reaſon why: | 
But ſay, Life's tree bears golden fruit, 

Some canker ſhall corrode the root; 

] Some unexpected ſtorm ſhall riſe, 


Or ſcorching ſuns, or chilling ſkies ; 
| And (if experienc'd truths avail ) 
All your autumnal hopes ſhall fail. 

But, poet, whence ſuch wide extremes? 
Well may you ſtyle your labours dreams, 
A ſon of ſorrow thou, I ween, 

* Whoſe Viſions are the brats of Spleen, 
© Is blifs a vague, unmeaning name? 
Speak then the paſſions uſe or aim: 


| * Why rage deſires without controul, 


© And rouſe ſuch whirlwinds in the _ B 


| * Why Hope erects her tow'ring creſt, 


: And laughs and riots in the breaſt ? 


Think 


Book I. 


She ſaid, that Love's complaints, 'twas known 
| Exactliy tally d with her own; 

That Wealth had learn'd the felon's arts, 
And robb'd her of a thouſand hearts; 


And fain I'd hope they're more than dreams. 


Book 


« Think 
« Think 
Thin! 
« Mine 
« Our ! 
« Put fe 
See tt 
« The | 
Ves, 
« Shall 
Thus 


Book I. 


« Think not my weaker brain turns round; | 

« Think not I tread on fairy ground ; 

« Think not your pulſe alone beats true— 

Mine makes as healthful muſic too, 

Our joys, when Life's ſoft ſpring we trace, 

put forth their early buds apace. 

See the bloom loads the tender ſhoot ; 

The bloom conceals the future fruit. 

Ves, manhood's warm meridian ſun 

« Shall ripen what in ſpring begun. 

Thus infant roſes, ere they blow, 

In germinating cluſters grow; = 

« And only wait the ſummer's ray, 

To burſt and bloſſom to the day.? 
What ſaid the gay unthinking boy > 

Methought Hilario talk'd of joy , 

Tell, if thou can'ſt, whence joys ariſe, 

Or what thoſe mighty joys you prize, 

You'll find (and truſt ſuperior years) 

The vale of life a vale of tears. | 

Could wiſdom teach where joys abound, 

Or riches purchaſe them when found, 

Would ſcepter'd Solomon complain, 

That all was fleeting, falſe, and vain ? 

Yet ſcepter'd Solomon could ſay, 

Returning clouds obſcur'd his day. ” 

Thoſe maxims, which the preacher drew, 

The royal ſage experienc'd true. 

He knew the various ills that wait 

Our infant and meridian ftate; | 

That toys our earlieſt thoughts engage, 

And aiff rent toys maturer age; 

That grief at ev'ry ſtage appears, 

But diff rent griets at diff rent years; 

That vanity is ſeen, in part, 

Inſerib'd on ev'ry human heart; 

In the child's breaſt the ſpark began, 

_ Grows with his growth, and glares in man. 

But when in life we journey late, 

If follies die, do griefs abate ? | | 
Ah! what is life at fourſcore years? ¶ tears 
One dark, rough road, of ſighs, groans, pains, and 

Perhaps you'll think I act the ſame 
As a fly ſharper plays his game: 

You triumph ev'ry deal that's paſt, 
He's ſure to triumph at the laſt !. 

Who often wins ſome thouſands more 
Than twice the ſums you won before. 
But I'm a loſer with the reſt; 

For life is all a deal at beſt; - 
Where not the prize of wealth or fame 
Repays the trouble of the game — 
(A truth no winner e'er deny'd, 

An hour before that winner dy'd). 
Not that with me theſe prizes ſhine ; 
For neither fame nor wealth are mine. 
My cards, a weak plebeian band, 
With ſcarce an honour in my hand ! 
And, fince my trumps are very few, 
What have J more to boaſt than you? 
Nor am I gainer by your fall ; 

That harlot, Fortune, bubbles all ! 
Tis truth (receive it ill or well) 

Tis melancholy truth 1 tell. 


** "rs 


* 


— 


— 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
' Why ſhould the preacher take your 
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And ſmother truth to flatter ſenſe ? 


| I'm ſure phyſicians have no merit, 
| Who kill chro' lenity of ſpirit. 


That life's a game, divines confeſs ; | 


This ſays at cards, and that at cheſs ; 


But, if our views be center'd here, 
»Tis all a loſing game, I * | | 
Sailors, you know, 'when wars obtain, 
And hoſtile veſſels crowd the main, 
If they diſ-over from afar = 


| A bark as diſtant as a ſtar, 25 185 5 


Hold the perſpective to their eyes, 
To learn its colours, ſtrength, and ſize; 
And, when this ſecret once they know. 
Make ready to receive the foe. 


Let you and I from ſailors learn 
| Important truths of like concern. 


I clos'd the day, as cuſtom led, 


With reading, till the time of bed; 
Where Fancy, at the midnight hour, 


Again diſplay'd her magic pow'r— 

(For know, that Fancy, like a ſprite, 
Prefers the filent ſcenes of night). 
She lodg'd me in a neighb'ring wood, 


No matter where the thicket ſtood; 
The Genius of the place was nigh, 
I ͤ And held two pictures to my eve. 

| The curious painter had pourtray'd 


Life in each juſt and genuine ſhade. 
They, who have only known its dawn, 


| May think theſe lines too deeply drawn; 
| But riper years, I fear, will ſhew r | 


The wiſer artiſts paint too true, 
One piece preſents a rueful wild., 
Where not a ſummer's ſun had ſmil'd: 


The road with thorns is cover'd wide, 


And grief fits weeping by the ſide ; 


| Her tears with conſtant tenor flow; 


And form a mournful lake below; 

Whoſe filent waters, dark and deep, 

Thro' all the gloomy valley creep. 
Paſſions that flatter, or that ſlay, 


I Are beaſts that fawn, or birds that prey. 
_ | Here Vice aſſumes the ſerpent's ſhape; 


There Folly perſonates the ape: 
Here Av'rice gripes with harpy's claws; 
There Malice grins with tiger's jaws ; 


| While ſons of Miſchief, Art and Guile, 


Are alligators of the Nile. . 
Eben Pleaſure acts a treach'rous part; 

She charms the ſenſe, but ſtings the heart , 

And when ſhe gulls us of our wealth, 


Or that ſuperior pearl, our health, 


Reſtores us nought but pains and woe, 
And drowns us in the lake below. 
There a commijion'd angel ſtands, 
With deſolation in his hands | 

He ſends the all-devouring flame, 
And cities hardly boaſt a name: 


[Or wings the peſtilential blaſt, | 
| And, lo! ten thouſands breathe their laſts 


He ſpeaks—obedient tempeſts roar, 


And guilty nations are no more: 
| He 
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When ſtraight the milder 
The lake of tears, the dreary ſhore, 
The fame as in the piece before. 
But gleams of light are here difplay'd 

Io cheer the eye, and gild the ſhade : 
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1 EPLEGANT EXTRACTS, 
He fpeaks—the fury Diſcord raves, 


And ſweeps whole armies to their graves : 
Or Famine lifts her mildew'd hand, 
And Hunger howls thro? all the land. 


0h! what a wretch is man!” I cry'd; 


© Expos'd to death on ev'ry fide ! 

And ſure as born to be undone 

© By evils which he cannot ſhun! 
_ © Beſides a thouſand baits to fin, 

© A thouſand traitors lodg'd within! 

© For ſoon as Vice aſſaults the heart, 

The rebels take the dæmon's part.“ 

I figh, my aching boſom bleeds; 

plan ſucceeds : 


Affliction ſpeaks a ſofter ſtyle, 
And Diſappointment wears a ſmile. 
A group of virtues: bloſſom near; 


I bcir roots improve by ev'ry tear. 


Here Patience, gentle maid ! is nigh, 


Io calm the ſtorm and wipe the eye: 


Hope acts the kind phyſician's part, 
And warms the ſolitary heart: 


Religion nobler comfort brings, 
Diſarms our griefs, or blunts their ſtings; 


Points out the balance on the whole, 

And Heav'n rewards the ſtruggling ſoul. 
But while theſe raptures I purſue, 

The Genius ſuddenly withdrew. 


$ 220. Viſion the laſt. Death. 


TI thouyhr my viſions are too grave *; | 


A proof Im no deſigning knave. * 


Perhaps, if int'reſt held the ſcales, 


I had devis'd quite diff rent tales; 
Had join'd the laughing, low buffoon, 


And ſcribbl'd ſatire and lampoon ; 


Or ftirr*d each ſource of ſoft defire, 
And fann'd the coals of wanton fire: 
Then had my paltry Viſiens fold ; 


Ves, all my dreams had turn'd to gold; 
Had prov'd the darlings of the town, 


And I—a poet of renown ! 5 
Lt not my awful theme ſurpriſe; 


Let no urmanly fears ariſe. 


F wear no er ee, „ 
No wreaths of cypreſs, or of yew. 


The ſhroud, the coffin, pall, or hearſe, 


Shall ne'er deform my ſofter verſe. 
Let me conſign the fun'ral plume, 
The herald's paint, the ſculptur'd tomb, 
And all the folemn farce of graves, 
To undertakers and their faves. 

You know, that moral writers ſay 
The world's a ſtage, and life a play: 
Thar, in this drama to ſucceed, — 
Requires much thought and toil indeed ! 


1 Sce the Monthly Review of new books, for February, 1751. 
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Perhaps a greater than before. 

Indulge the ſearch, and you ſhall find 
The harder taſk is fall behind : 

That harder taik, to quit the ſtage 


In early youth, or riper age; 


To leave the company and place 


I With firmneſs, dignity, aud grace, 


Come, then, the clofing ſcenes ſurvey z 
Tis the laſt act which crowas the play. 
Do well this grand decifive part, ©, 
And gain the plaudit of your heart. 
Few greatly live in Wiſdom's eye— 


: But, oh! how few who greatly die! 
Who, when their days approach an end, 
Can meer the foe as friend meets friend? 


Inſtructive heroes ! tell us whence 


| Your noble fcorn of fleſh and fenie ! 


You part with all we prize ſo dear, 
Nor drop one ſoft reluctant tear: 

Part from thoſe tender joys of life, 
The friend, the parent, child, and wife. 


| Death's black and ſtormy gulph you braye 
| And ride exulting on the wave; "TO 


Deem thrones but trifles all no more 


| Nor ſend one wiſhful look to ſhore. 


For foreign ports, and lands unknown, 


Thus the firm ſailor leaves his own ; 


Obedient to the rifing gale, EIS 
Uamoors his bark, and ſpreads his fail ; 
Defies the ocean and the wind, | 


| Nor mourns the joys he left behind. 


Is Death a pow'rful monarch ? True— 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant too! 
Fear, like a fog, precludes the light, 
Or ſwells the object to the fight. 


| Attend my viſionary page, 


And F1l diſarm the tyrant's rage. 
Come, let this ghaſtly form appear; 
He's not fo terrible when near. | 


Diſtance deludes th*unwary eye, 
| So clouds ſeem monſters in the ſky : 
I Hold frequent converſe with him now, 
He'll daily wear a milder brow. 


Why is my theme with terror fraught ? 
Becauſe you ſhun the frequent thought. 


I | Say, when the captive pard is nigh, 
| Whence thy pale cheek and frighted eye? 

| Say, why diſmay'd thy manly breaſt, | 

| When the grim lion ſhakes his creſt ? 

| Becauſe theſe ſavage ſights are new; 


No keeper ſhudders at the view: 
Keepers, accuſtom'd to the ſcene, 
Approach the dens with look ſerene ! 


Fearleſs, their griſly charge explore, 


And ſmile to hear the tyrants roar. 

* Aye—but to die! to bid adicu ! 
An everlaſting farewell too 
Farewell to ev'ry joy around 
© Oh! the heart ſickens at the ſound !” 


Joy, didſt thou fay ? diſcard the thought. 


| Fhere ſtill remains one labour more, 


Stay, ſtripling thou art poorly taught 


Joys 


Tho 


Joys are a rich celeſtial fruit, 

And ſcorn a ſublunary root; 

What wears the face of joy below, 

Is often found but ſplendid woe, 

Joys here, like unſubſtantial fame, 

Are nothings with a pompous name; 

Or elſe, like comets in the tphere, 

Shine with deſtruction in their rear. 
Paſſions, like cluuds, obſcure the ſight, 

Hence mortals ſeldom judge arigut. 

The world's a harth unfruitful toil, 


| Yet ſtill we hope, and ſtill we toil ; 


Deceive ourtelves with wond'rous art, 
And diſappointment wrings the heart. 
Thus when a miſt colleEts around, 


And hovers o'er a barren ground, 
Tne poor deluded trav'ller ſpies 
Imagin'd trees and ſtructures riſe 


But, when the ſhrouded ſun is clear, 
The deſart and the rocks appear. 


Ah but when youthful blood runs ki; a 
Sure *tis a dreadful thing to die! 9 


To die! and what 4 the gloom, 25 
I'm told that man ſurvives the tomb! 


0 can the learned prelate find 


What future ſcenes await the mind? 

© Where wings the ſoul, diſlodg'd from clay ? 
Some courteous angel point the way ! 
© That unknown ſomewhere in the ics, 
Say, where that unknown ſomewhere lies; 
And kindly prove, when life is o bal 


That pains and ſorrows are no more: 


© For, doubtleſs, dying is a curſe, 


© If preſent ills be chang'd for worſe.” 
Huſh, my young friend, forego the theme, 


And liſten to your poet's dream. 
Ere while I took an ev'ning walk, 
Honorio join'd in ſocial talk. 


Along the lawns the zephyrs ſweep 


Each ruder wind was lull'd aflecp. 


The ſky, all beauteous to behold, 
Was ſtreak'd with azure, green, and = 


But, tho' ſerenely ſoft aud fair, 


Fever hung brooding in the air; 


Then ſettl'd on Honorio's. breaſt, 
Which ſhudder'd at tlie fatal gueſt. 7 


No drugs the kindly with fulfil ; 


Diſeaſe eludes the doctor's fk1ll ; 
The poiſon ſpreads thro? all the frame, 
Ferments, and kindles, into flame. 


From fide to fide Honorio turns, 


And now with thirſt infatiate burns : 
His eyes reſign their wonted grace; 
1. friendly lamps expire apace! 
The brain's an uſeleſs organ grown; 
And reaſon tumbl'd from his throne. 
But, while the purple ſurges glow, 
The currents thicken as they flow: 
The blood in ev ry diſtant part 
Stagnates and diſappoints the heart; 
Defrauded of its crimſon ſtore, 
The vital engine plays no more. 
Honorio dead, the fun'ral bell 
Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewell. 
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I join'd the melancholy bier, 
And dropp'd the unavailing tear. 
The clock ſtruck twelve—when nature ſought | 
Repoſe from all the pangs of thought; 
And, while my limbs were funk to reſt, 


AV en ſooth'd my troubl'd breaſt. 


I dreamt the ſpectre Death appear'd i 

| I dreamt his hollow voice I heard ! 

Methought th'imperial tyrant wore 

A ftate no prince aſſum'd before 

All nature fetch'd a gen'ral groan, 

And lay expiring round his throne, 
I 2az'd—when ſtraight aroſe to _ 

The moſt deteſted fiend of night. 

He ſhuffi'd with unequal pacc R. 

And conſcious ſhame deform'd his face. 

With jealous leer he ſquinted round, 


| Or fix'd his eyes upon the ground. 


| From hell this frightful monſter came 1 | 
Sin was his fire, and Guilt his name. 
This fury, with officious care, 


|| Waitcd around the ſov*reign's chair; 


In robes of terror dreſs'd the king, 
And arm'd him with a baneful ſting ; 

| Gave fierceneſs to the tyrant's e 

And hung the ſword upon his thigh. 

| Diſeaſes next, a hideous crowd ! | 
Proclaim'd their maſter's empire loud ; 


: | And all, obedient to his will, 


Flew in commiſlion'd troops to kill. 

A riſing whirlwind ſhakes the poles, 
And ligntning glares, and thunder rolls. 
The monarch and his train prepare 
| To range the foul tempeſtuous air. 
Straight to his ſhoulders he applies 


| Two pinions of enormous ſize ! 


Methought I faw the ghaſtly form 

Stretch his black wings, — mount the fiorm: 
When Fancy's airy horſe I ſtrode, 

And joia'd the army on the road. 

| As the grim conqu'Tor urg'd his way, 

He ſcatter'd terror and diſmay. 

Thouſands a penſive afpe& wore, 
Thouſands who ſneer'd at death before. 
Life's records riſe on ev'ry ſide, | 
And Conſcience ſpreads thoſe volumes. W 
Which faithful regiſters were brought - 


5 By pale-ey'd Fear and buſy Thought. 
h 


oſe faults which artful men conceal, 
| Stand here engrav'd with pen of ſteel, 


| By Conſcience, that impartial ſcribe 5 
gf 


hoſe honeſt palm diſdains a bribe ; 
Their actions all like critics view, 
And all like faithful critics too, 
As Guilt had ſtain'd life's various "OY 
What tears of blood bedew'd the page ! 
All ſhudder'd at the black account, 
And ſcarce believ'd the vaſt amount ! 
All vow'd a ſudden change of heart, 
Would Death relent and ſheath his darr. - 
But when the awful foe withdrew, | 
All to their follies fled anew. | 

So when a wolt, who ſcours at large, 


Springs on the ſhepherd's flcecy charge, 
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Soon as he views t 
He mourns the quick return of 6 day; TY 
| Hourly laments protracted breath, 

And courts the 


A burden to himfelf 
And with impatience ſeems to wait 
The friendly hand and ling'ring Fate. 
So hirctings with their labour done, 
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| And draws out all his gen'rous heart, 


The flock in wild diſorder fly, 
And caſt behind a frequent eye; 
But when the victim's borne away, 
They ruſh to paſture and to play. 
Indulge my dream, and let my pen 
Paint thoſe unmeaning creatures, men. 
Carus, with pain and ſickneſs worn, 
Chides the flow might, and ſighs for morn, 
e eaſtern ra 


ealing hand of death. 8 
Verres. oppreſs'd with guilt and ſhame, 
Shipwreck'd in fortune, health, and faffe, 


Pines for his dark ſepulchral bed, 
To mingle with th'unheeded dead. 


With four ſcore _ grey Natho bends 
and friends 


And often eve the weftern ſun. 3 
The monarch-hears their various grief; 


Deſcends. and brings the wiſh'd relief. 


On Death with wild ſurprize they ftar'd ; 


All ſcem'd averſe ! all unprepar'd 7 -. -- 


As torrents ſweep with rapid force, 


| The graves pate chief purſu'd his courſe. 


No human pow'r can or withftand, 


Or fun, the conqueſts of his hand. 


Oh! could the prince of upright mind, 
And as a guardian- angel kind, 


Wu ev 10 heart- felt worth deſide, 


Turn the keen ſhaft of Death aſide, 


Whaer would the brave Auguſtus | join 


The * of his ſacred line? 

But Death maintains no partial war; 
He mocks a ſultan or a czar ; | 
He lays his won hand on all — 


Ves, kings, and ſons of kings, muſt fall ! 
A truth Britannia lately felt, 
And trembl'd to her centre — * 


Could ableſt ſtateſmen ward the blow, 


Mould Granville own this common foe 2 
For greater talents ne'er were known 


To grace the fav'rite of a throne. 


Could genius ſave — wit, learning, fire— 
Tell me, would Cheſterfield „ ? 
Say, would his glorious ſun decline, 


And ſer like your pale ſtar or mine? 
Could ev'ry virtue of the ſky — 


Would Herring +, Butler t, Secker ll 4 'Y 


Why this addreſs to peerage all !— 


ntitl'd Allen's virtues call! 
If Allen's worth demands a place, 


Lords, with your leave, 'tis no diſgrace. 
Though high your ranks in heralds rolls, 
Know, Virtue too ennobles ſouls. 
Ny her that private man's renown'd 


Who pours a thouſand bleſſings round. 


—— - 


Shall not 


While Allen takes AMiQtion's part, 


Anxious to ſeize the flecting day, 

Left unimprov'd it ſteals away ; 

While thus he walks with jealous ſtrife, | 

Through 2 as he walks through life; 
ark his radiant path } — 

Riſe, Muſe, and fing the Man of Bath ! 

Publiſh abroad, could goodneſs fave, 


_ Allen would diſappoint the grave; 


Tranſlated to the heav'nly ſhore, 

Like Enoch, when his walk was o'er. 
Nor Beauty- s pow'rful pleas reftrain — 

Her pleas are trifling, weak, and vain; 

For women pierce with ſhricks the air, 

Smite their bare breaſts, and rend their hair; 


I All have a doleful tale to tell, 
| | How friends, ſons, daughters, huſt-ands fell! 


Alas! is life, our fav'rite theme — 


|'Tis all a vain or painful dream: 
A dream which fools or cowards prize, 


But ſlighted by the brave or wiſe. 


| Who lives for-others ills muſt groan, 


Or bleed for torrows of his on; 


: | Muſt ; Avg, on with weeping eye, 
I Then pant, fink, agonize, and die. 


* And ſhall a man arraign the ſkies, 
* Becauſe man lives, and mourns, and dies ?. 
+ Impatient reptile !? Reaſon cry'd 


| © Arraign thy paſſion and thy pride : 


* Retire, and commune with thy heart; 
© Aſk, whence thou cam'ſt, and what thou art? 


* Explore thy body and thy mind, 


Thy ſtation too, why dere aſſign · d. 
© The ſearch ſhall teach thee life to prize, 


And make thee grateful, good, and wile. 
| © Why do you roam to foreign climes, 

{| © To ſtudy nations, modes, and times 3. 
IA ſcience often dearly bought, 

| © And often what avails you nought ? 

15 Go, man, and act a with 


er part, 

study the ſcience of your heart: _ 
This home philoſophy, you know, 
Was priz'd ſome thouſand years ago &. 


| © Then why abroad a frequent gueſt ? 
| © Why ſuch a ſtranger to your breaſt? 


Why turn ſo many volumes. o'er, 


| © Till-Dodlley can ſupply no more? 


Not all the volumes on thy ſhelf 
Are worth that ſingle volume, Self: 


For who this ſacred book declines, 


How cer in other arts he ſhines, _ 

© Tho? ſmit with Pindar's noble rage, 

© Or vers'd in Tully” s manly page; 

Tho' deeply read in Plato's ſchool, 

© With all his knowledge, is a fool. 
Proclaim the truth—Say, what is man? 
His body from the duſt began; 

And, ho a few ſhort years are o'er, 

| The crumbling fabric is no more. 


® Referring to the death of his late Royal Highneſs Frederick Prince of Wales. 


+ Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 


t Late Biſhop of Durham. 


[Biſhop of Oxford, 


Kuen * ſelf ;* a celebrated red faying of Chilo, one of the Seven Wiſe Men of Greece. 


Rut 
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ut 


Damp and impair her native fire; 


Say, ſhall the man, who knows her worth, 
Debaſe her dignity and birth? 


Or e'er repine at 


And built her tenement of clay. 


Secure, ſince ſov'reign goodneſs reigns; 


Perhaps a farther boon you crave— 


Book I. 


But whence the ſou! *—From Heav'n it came ! | * Who meaſures life by rolling years ? 


O prize this intellectual flame A 
This nobler ſelf with rapture ſcan ; 


«Tis mind alone which makes the man. 


« Truft me, there's not a joy on earth, 
« But from the ſou! derives its birth. \ 
© Aſk the young rake (he'll anſwer right 


Who treats by day, and drinks by night, _ 


What makes his entertainments ſhine ? 
What gives the reliſh to his wine? 
«© Hell tell thee (if he ſcorns the beaſt) 
That ſocial pleaſures form the feaſt., 


he charms of beauty too ſhall cloy, 


« Unleſs the ſoul exalts the joy. 
The mind muſt animate the face, 
Or cold and taſteteſs ev'ry grace. 


What! muſt the ſoul her powers diſpenſe, bn 


To raiſe and ſwell the joys of ſenſe ? 
Know, too, the joys uf ſenſe controul. 
And clog the metions of the fou!: _ 

© Forbid her piuions to aſpire, 


© And ſure as Senſe (that tyran: ) reigns, 
© She holds the 'emprels, Soul, in chains, 
Inglorious bondage to the mind, 
Heav'n- born, ſublime, and unconfin'd! 

« She's independent, fair, and great, 
And juſtly claims a large eſtate ; 

She aſks no borrow'd aids to thine ;z 


_ © She boaſts within a golden mine; 
_ © But, like the treaſures of Peru, 


© Her wealth lies deep, and far from view. 


cav'n's decree, _ » 
© Who kindly gave her leave to be? 
« Call'd her fam nothing into day, 


Hear, and accept me for your guide 
© (Reaſon ſhall ne'er deſert your fide) : 


Who liſtens to my wiſer voice, 


© Can't but applaud hls Maker's choice "9 
© Pleas'd with that firſt and ſo\'reign cauſe, 
* Pleas'd with unerring Wiſdom's laws; 


© Secure, ſince ſov'reign pow'r obtains. 
Wich curious eyes review thy frame; 
© This ſcience ſhall direct thy claim. 


Doſt thou indulge a double view, 


A long, long lite, and happy too? 


© To lie down eaſy in the grave. 
Know, then, my dictates muſt prevail, 
Or ſurely each fond wiſh ſhall fail. 
Cote, then, is happineſs thy aim? 

Let mental joys be all thy game. | 
Repeat the ſearch, and mend your pace 
The capture ſhall reward the chace, - 
Let ev'ry minute, as it ſprings, 

* Convey freſh knowledge on its wings; 
Let ev'rv marſute, as it flies, | 

© Recor! rhe good as well as wiſe, _ 
Wb ſuch purſuits your thoughts engage, 
*la a fe» Years you'll live an age. 
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I And when diſeaſe affaults the. hea 


| © Go thu, and fetch th'unerring rule 


| * Foolg meaſure by revolving ſpheres. 
c 2 and from Wiſdom's ſchool. 


Who well improves life's ſhorteſt day 


Will fcarce regret its ſettin ray; | 
- | © Contented with his ſhare of light, 
Nor fear nor with th'approach of night: 


| * When ſickneſs triumphs over art, 


Reflection on a life well paſt, 


| © Shall prove a cordial to the laſt; 

| * This med'cine ſhall the foul ſuſtain, 

And ſoften or ſuſpend her pain; 1 

Shall break Death's fell tyrannic pow'r, 

And calm the troubVd dy ing hour.” , 
Bleſs'd rules of cool prudential age | 

I liſten'd, and rever'd the ſage; 

| When, lo! a form, divinely bright, - 
Deſcends, and burſts upon my fight ; 

A ſeraph of illuſtrious birth 


Ui Religion was her name on earth) : 


Supremely ſweet her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeſtial grace ! 
Three ſhining cherubs form'd her train, 


— — 


Faith, with ſublime and piercing eye, 
And pinions flutt'ring for the ſky; 

Here Hope, that ſmiling angel, ſtands, 
And golden anchors grace her hands; 
There Charity, in robes of white, 


I Faireſt and fav'rite maid of light! 


The ſeraph ſpake Tis Reaſon's part 


| © To govern and to guard the heart; 


{| © To lull the wayward foul to reſt 


WO. 4 and fears diſtract the breaſt. 


| © Reaſon may calm this doubtful ſtrife, 
© And ftcer thy bark through various life: 


| | © But when the ſtorms of Death are nigh, 


And midnight darkneſs veils the ſky, 
Shall Reaſon then direct thy fail, 
« Diſperſe the clouds, or fink the gale ? 
© Stranger, this {kill alone is mine, 


_ | © Skill that tranſcends his ſcanty line. 


That hoary ſage has counſell'd right; ; 
© Be wile, nor ſcorn his friendly light. 


_ | © Revere thyſelf—thowrt near allay d 


To angels on thy better fide. | 
How various e'er their ranks or kinds, 


| ; Angels are but unbody'd minds; 
[When the partition walls decay, 
Nen emerge an 


s from their clay; f 
Ves, when the trailer body dies, 
| © The foul afferts her kindred ſkies; 


And reliſh'd only by the good.) 
| * Who ſhall aſſume this guardian care? 

* Who ſhall ſecure their birthright there? 
Souls are my charge—to me tis gix'n 
| * To train them for their native heaven. 
* Know, then—Who bow the carly Kuee, 
| And give the willing heart to me; | 


« Vhe 


.. 
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Wav'd their light wings, and reach'd the plain. | 


But minds, tho' ſprung #am. heav'nly race, 
© Muſt firſt he tutor'd for the place. | 
(The joys above are underſtood, 
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« Who wiſely, when Temptation waits, 
£ Elude her frauds, and ſpurn her baits ; 
Who dare to own my injur'd cauſe, 


© Tho? fools deride my facred laws; 
Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong, 


« Tho? Perſecution lifts her thong; 
© Tho? all the fons of hell conſpire 


___ © To raiſe the ſtake, and light the fire; 
© Know, that for ſuch ſuperior ſouls, 


There lies a bliſs beyond tbe poles; 


Where ſpirits ſhine with purer ray, 

And brighten to meridian day; 
Where Love, where boundleſs Friendſhip rules 
(o friends that change, no love that cools! ) 
Where riſing floods of knowledge roll, 


© And pour, and pour upon the foul !” 


But where's the paſſage to the ſłkies? — 
The road thro' Death's black valley lies. 


« Nay, do not ſhudder at my tale; | 
Tho' dark the ſhades, yet ſafe the vale. 


This path the beſt of men have trod, 
2 And who'd decline the road to God ? 


«© O! *tis a glorious boon to die! 

« This favour can't be priz'd too high.” 
While thus ſhe ſpake, my looks expreſt 

The raptures kindiing in my breaſt: 


My ſouł a fix'd attention gave; 
VM hen the ſtern Monarch of the Grave, 


With haughty ſtrides, approaci'd—amaz'd 
I Rood, and trembl'd as I gaz'd. . 
The ſeraph calm'd each anxious fear, 
And kindly wip'd the falling tear; 

Then haſten'd with expanded wing 

To meet the pale, terrific King. 


But now what milder ſcenes ariſe ! 


The tyrant drops his hoſtile guiſe : 


He ſeems a youth divinely fair; 
In graceful ringlets waves his hair; 


His wings their whit'ning plumes diſplay 
His burniſh'd plumes reflect the day : - 


Light flows his ſhining azure veſt, 


And all the angels ſtand confeſt. | 
I view'd the chanye with ſweet ſurprize, 


And, oh! I panted for the ſkies; 
Thank'd Heav'n, that c'er I drew my breath, 
And triumph'd in the thouglits of Death. | 


| Baie. Seer lb, Wars 
1 general Song of Praiſe to God. 


: pow glorious is our heav'nly King, 


Who reigns above the ſky ! 


How ſhall a child preſume to fing 


His dreadful Majeſty ! 


How great his pow'r is none can tell, 


Nor think how large his grace; 
Not men below, nor faiors that dwell 
On high before his face, 


Not angels, that ſtand round the Lord, 


Can ſearch his fecret will! 


But they perform his heav'nly word, 


And ſing his praiſes ſtill. 


It mauſt be obvious to the reader, that theſe Songs, &c. of Watts are deſigned for children only. 
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{| Why ſhould I then forget th | 


Tis on his carth I ſtand or move, 


His hand is my perpetual guard; 


Then let me join this holy train, 
| And my firſt off rings bring; 
Th'cternal God will not diſdain 

JI To hear an infant fing. 


| My heart reſolves, my tongue obeys ; 


And angels ſhall rejoice, 
To hear their mighty Maker's praiſe _ 
Sound from a feeble voice. IE 


Praiſe for Creation and Providence, 
I SING th'almighty pow'r of God, 

That made the mountains riſe; _ 
That fpread the flowing ſeas abroad, 

And built the lofty ſkies! 


I fing the wiſdom that ordain'd 


The ſun to rule the day; 4 : 


| The moon ſhines full at his command, 


And all the ſtars obey. 


I ſing the goodneſs of the Lord, 
That fil'd the earth with food; 


| He form'd the creatures with his word, 


And then pronounc'd them good. 
Lord, how thy wonders are diſplay'd, - 
Whereer I turn mine eye! 
If I ſurvey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the ſky ! 0 


There's not a plant or flow'r below 


But makes thy glories known ; 


And clouds ariſe, and tempeſts blow, 


3 By orger from thy throne, 


| Creatures (as num'rous as they be) E 


Are ſubje& to thy care; 
There's not a place where we can flee, 
But God is preſent there.”! 


In hear'n he ſhines with beams of love 3 


With wrath in hell bencath! 


And 'tis his air I breathe. 


Re keeps me with his eye: © yr” 
rd, 
Who is for ever nigh ? + 


Praiſe to God for our Redemption. 


BLEST be the wiſdom and the pow'r, 


The juſtice and the grace, 


That join'd in council to reſtore 


And tave our ruin'd race! 


Our father eat forbidden fruit, 


And from his glory fell; 


And we his children thus were brought 


To death, and near to hell. 


| Bleft be the Lord that ſent his Son 


To take our fleth and blood; 


He for our lives gave up his own, 
- To make our peace with God. 
He honour'd all his Father's laws, 


Which we have difobev'd ; 


He bore our fins upon the croſs, 


And our full ranſom paid. 


Behold 


Book I, 
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| Behold him rifing from the grave; | | Thy glorious promiſes, O Lord, 
Behold him rais'd on high; _ I . Kindle my hopes and my deſire; 
He pleads his merit, there to fave | While all the preachers of thy word ii 
Tranſgreſſors dvom'd to die. - Warn me to 'ſcape eternal fire. 
There, on a glorious throne he reigns, Ty praiſe ſhall ſtill employ my breath, _ | 
And, by his pow'r divine, | | Since thou haſt mark'd my way to heav'ng | 
Redeeins us from the ſlaviſh chains _ | Nor will J run the road to death, i 
Of Satan and of fin. | And waſte the bleſſings thou haſt giv'n. Wl 
„ ! | Kt 
Thence ſhall the Lord to bs come, - WW. 
And, with a ſov'reign voice, | 5 ol Praiſe for the Goſpe 4. 8 Wl | 
Shall call aud break up ev'ry tomb, end LORD, J aſcribe it to thy grace ..- 
While waking ſaints rejoice. _ . And not to chance, as others do, | 1 
h | That I was born of Chriſtian race,  _ il 
0 mays _—_— 4 1 | And not a Heathen or a Jew. | | | | | 1 
And, with the bleſs'd aſſembly chere, N 1 er mug J 3 kings | ii 
9 d ! | nd jewiſh prophets once have given, —V _ 
| Sing his redeeming grace __ | Could they have heard thoſe — ings 5 | 
Praiſe for Mercies Spiritual and Temporal 5 Which — reveal'd, and brought” from | Ul 
WHENE'ER I take my walks abroad, = nan | 
How many poor I fect 5 „ How glad the Heathens welds "TR has. | | |! 
Whar fl all Ye my God That worſhipp'd idols, wood and ſtone, Wl | 
For all his gifts to me? | I If they the book of God had ſeen, ms . 
8 5 i 
Not more than others I deſerve, "9 Jeſus and his goſpel known | * 
vet God has giv'n me — Then, if this goſpel I refuſe, — 
For I have food while others ſtarve, RES: : How ſhall I e'er lift up mine eyes N | 
Ca ant as. & | For all the Gentiles and the Jews | 
e a 22 * me will in judgme: t riſk 
en C. 
How man children 1 in the ſtreet : 
While I am cloth'd from head to feer d ve _ read. | 
And cover'd from the cold! : THE pra of T2, _ j 
While ſome poor wretches ſcarce can dell 8 I was taught mak, learnt * young þ$ 
Where they may lay their head, Io read his holy word. { 
I have a home wherein to dwell, _ That I am brought to know | 
And relt upan my bog. gee | The danger I was in, 1 
1 While others early learn to eur, et By nature and by practice too, ip 
E. 1 . curſe, and lie, and ſteal, | A wretched ſlave to fin. i] | 
ord, I am taught thy name to fear, „ IWws3 mm od 1 
to ſee 1 
2 do thy holy will. „„ : | | 
re theſe thy favours, day by day, nl And whether ſhall a finner flee vv 
* _=_ a _ reſt ? 3 _ | To fave himſelf from hell? = 
en let me love thee more ey, - Dear Lord, this book of thine 1 
And try to ſerye thee beſt. Informs me where | = 
ö to go 
Praiſe for Birth and Education in a cities Lind: For goney 00 hn * ＋ — ſin, | | | 
GREAT God, to thee my voice I raiſe, | Here I can read, and learn li 
To thee my youngeſt hours belong; | How Chriſt, the Son of God, 
I would begin my life with praiſe, Ew e ee e. our great concern; a | 
Till growing years improve the ſong. | Our ranſom coſt his blood. | 2 
| —Tis to thy ſov'reign grace I owe | And now he reigns above, 
a That I was born on Britiſh ground; | He ſends his Spirit down - 
Where ſtreams of heav* aly mercy flow, _ | To ſhew the wonders of his love, | 
And words of ſweet ſalvation ſound, I And make his goſpel known. 5 
I would not change my native land O may that Spirit teach, 0 
N F 2 web row, with all her gold: | And make my heart receive, 
nobler prize lies in my hand | Thoſe truths, which all thy 1 n 
Than Eaſt or Weſtern Indies hold. And all thy ſaints believe — 
How do I pity thoſe that dwel! | Then ſhall I pra the Lord, 
Where ignorance or darkneſs reigns ! In a more cheerful train, 
— know no heav'n, they fear no hell; | That I was taught to read his word, 
hoſe endleſs | Joy, thoſe endleſs pains. And haye not learnt i in vain, 


144 


Here are my choiceſt treaſures bid, 
Here my beſt comfort lies:: 

Here my defires are fatisfy'd, 

And hence my hopes ariſe. 


Lord, make me underſtand ak 
= Shew what my faults have 
And from thy goſpel let me draw 

Pardon for all my fin. 


Here would I learn how Chriſt has 47a 

Io fave my ſoul from hell: 

Not all the books on earth beſide 
Buch heav'nly wonders tell. 


Then let me love my Bible more, 
And take a fieſh delight 

- By day to read theſe wonders o'er, 
And meditate way _ 


5 223. The 22 God. Wars. 


ALMIGHTY God, thy piercing eye 
| Strikes thro' the ſhades of night, 


And our moſt ſecret actions lie 
All open to thy fight. 


There's not a fin that we commit, 

Nor wicked word we ſay, 

But in thy dreadful book tis writ, 
Againſt the judgment-day. 


85 And muſt the crimes that I have done 

hee read and publiſh'd there? 8 

Be all expos'd before the Sun, . 
While men and angels hear? 


Lord, at thy foot aſham'd I lie; 
| Upward 1 dare not look ! 

3 a my fins before I die, 
And blot them from thy book. 


Remember all the dyin _ 
That my Redeemer f A 


And let his blood waſh out my ſtains, 
And anſwer for my guilt. 


O may. I now for ever fear 
T'indulge a ſinful thought, 

Since the great God can ſee and h 
— writes down — fault. 
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Let me improve the hours I have; 


There is an hour when I muſt die, 


| * So man departs to heav'n or hell, 


| THERE is beyond the ſky 


| 


| 
Can ſuch a wretch as I 


Leſt I ſhould be cut off to-day, 


* parry the child whoſe render years 


*F | When we devote our youth to God, 


| 


| Nor pardons offer'd to the dead. 
_ | Tuſt as the tree, cut down, that fell 


Go to that world above. 
There is a dreadful hell, 
| Andeverlaſting pains : | 
There ſinners muſt with devils Swell, 
In darkneſs, fire, and chains. 


| And may I hope, whene'er I die, 


| Then will I read and pray, 


Who hates the ſinner's path, and fears 


Nor do I know how ſoon *twill come; 
A thouſand children, young as I, 5 
Are call'd by death to hear their doom. - 


1 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Boon I. oo 
"| | 5 222. The Excellency of the Bible demonfrated. | & 224. Solemn Thoughts concerning God and Death. Twill 
„ WATTS, Wars. To 1 
ti | G REAT God, with wonder and with pw, vPHERE is a God that reigns above, Grace 
1 | On all thy weeks I look; | Lord of the heav'ns, and earth, and * 2 And 
Uo | But ſtill thy wiſdom, pow'r, io grace, I fear his wrath, I aſk his love, To the 
ns Shine brighteſt in thy book. And with my lips I fing his praiſe, Our 
+ I The ftars that in their courſes * 5 There is a law, which he has writ, Twill 
1 Have much inſtruction giv'n; To teach us all what we muſt do: Tha 
40 But thy good word informs my ſoul | | * ſoul, to his commands ſubmit, Let thi 
18 How I may climb to heav'n. * they are holy, juſt, and true. Em 
N ts I Qhere is a goſpel of rich grace, Thus 
114 | The fied prride.me fd, and bew . . Whence ſinners all their comforts draw: Or f 
1. But fruits of life and glory grow | Lord, I repent, and ſeek thy face, Bo 
. In thy moſt holy 4 Por 1 have often broke thy law. 


Before the day of grace is fled: 
There's no repentance in the grave, 


To north or ſouthward, there it lies; 3 
Fix'd in the ſtate wherein he dies. 


$ 225. W and Hell. Warrs. 


A heav'n of joy and love; 
And holy children, when they die, 


Eſcape this curſed end ? 
I ſhall to heav'n aſcend? 


While I have life and breath; 
And ſent t' eternal death. 


5 226. The Ubranges of Bury 4 
WAr rs. 


Receive inſtructions well: 
The road that leads to hell. 


'Tis pleaſing in his eyes; 
A flow'r, when offer'd in the bo 
Is no vain ſacrifice. 
Tis eafier work, if we begin, 

To fear the Lord betimes; he 


While ſinners that grow old in fig 
Are harden'd in their erimes. 


sT will 


1. 
fs. 


Grace will preſerve our following years, 


Book I. 
'/T will ſave us from a thouſand ſnares, 


To mind religion young ; 


And make our virtue ſtrong. 


To thes, Almighty God, to thee 
Our childhood we reſign; 

»Twill pleaſe us to look back and . 
That our whole lives were thine. 


Let the ſweet work of pray'r and praiſe $ 
Employ my youngeſt breath ; 

Thus I'm prepar'd for longer * 
Or fie for carly death. | 7 


WHY ſhould I ſay, * 'Tis yet too ſoon 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


| | Young Timothy betimes was * 
) To know his holy word. 


Then why ſhould I fo long _ 


« To ſeek for cav* n, or think of death 2 | 


A flow'r may fade before 'tis noon, 
And I this day may loſe my breat 


If this rebellious heart of mine | 
Deſpiſe the gracious calls of Heavn, 

I may be harden'd in my fin, 
And never have repentance giv'n. 


What if the Lord grow wroth and ſwear, 
While I refuſe to read and pray, 
That he'll refuſe to lend an ear 
To all my groans another day ! 


What if his dreadful anger burn, 
- While I refuſe his _ grace, 
And all his love to fury turn, 
And ſtrike me dead upon the place! 


Af: dangerous to provoke a God 


His pow'r and vengeance none can tell ; 
One ftroke of his almighty rod 
Shall ſend young ſinners quick to hell. 


Thas wal for ever be i N | 
o cry for pardon and for grace; 
To wiſh I had my time Et 

. Or — fe my Maker's face 


WHAT | bleſs'd examples do I find 
Writ in the word of truth, 
Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth 


Jeſus, who reigns above the ſky, 
And keeps the world in awe, 
as once a child as young as I, 


And kept his Father's law. - 


At twelve years old he talk'd with men 
(The Jews all wond'ring ſtand) 

Yet he obey'd his mother — 
And came at her command. 


Children a ſweet hoſanna ſang, 
And bleſt our Saviour's name ! 
hev gave him honour with their tongue, 
While ſribes and prieſts — 


\ | 
V 


| 


| Muft have his portion in the lake 


145 
\ Samak, the child, was wean'd and bought: 
To wait upon the Lord; 


Fo 


What others learnt ſo ſoon ? 
I would not paſs another day - 
W ihout this work 8 


7 229. N * Warrs, 
TIS a lovely thing for-youth 


* 0 To walk betimes in wiſdom's way ; 5 
3 Io fear a lie, to ſpeak the truth, 
TP: 227 The Das of Delay. Warts. ” 


| That we may truſt to all they ſay. 


But liars we can never truſt, 
Tho? they ſhould ſpeak the thing that's due 
And he that does one fault at firſt, | 


And lies to hide it, makes it tuo. 


Have we not known, nor heard, nor —— 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 

How Ananias was ſtruck dead, 
Caught with a lie upon his tongue * 


| So did his wife Sapphira die, 


When ſhe came in and grew fo bold 


5 As to confirm that wicked lie 


That juſt before her huſband told. 


The Lord delights in them that ſpeak 


The words of truth; but ev'ry liar 


Thar burns with brimſtone and with fire. 


} Then let me always watch my lips, 


Left I be ſtruck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reck'ning keeps 
Fo or ev ek lie that children tell. 


$ 2 39. 4 Quarrelling e and H Igling. 
Ws. 


| JET dogs delight to bark and bite, 


For God hath made them ſo ; 


n Seng of Ew Pc, Wants. Thiede 


| But, children, you ſhould never let 


Such angry paſſions riſe ; 


| Your little hands were never made y 


— To tear each other's eyes. 


| | Let love thro? all your actions run, 


And all your words be mild; 
Live like the bleſſed Virgin's Son, 


That ſweet and lovely child. 


His ſoul was gentle as a lamb; | 


And, as his ſtature grew, 
He grew in favour both with man 


And God his Father too. 


| Now, Lord of all, he reigns above; 
i And from his heav'nly throne 


He ſees what children dwell in love, 


| 1 And marks them for his Wa. 
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Birds in their little neſts agree; 


When children of one family 
Fall out, and chide, and fight! 


Hard names at firſt, and chreat'ning words, 


8 May grow to clubs and naked ſwords, 


So wicked Cain was hurry'd on 


The wiſe will make their anger cool, 


fo __- in the boſom of a fool 


E And bid the prophet go his way, 


_ God quickly ſtopp'd their wicked breath, 


ws ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book 1, 


$ 23 1. Love between Brothers and Sifters. | 


WArrs. 


1 W HATE VER brawls diſturb che ſtreet, | And, when they re angry, how they ſwear, . 


There ſhould be peace at home; 


| Where ſiſters dwell, and brothers meet, 


Quarrels ſhould never come. 


And 'tis a ſhameful fight, - 


That are but noiſy breath, 


To murder and to death. 


| 'The devil tempts one mother's ſon 0 


To rage againſt another; 


Till he had kill'd his brother. 


At leaſt before tis night; 


It burns till morning- light. 


. Pardon, O Lord, our childiſh rage, 


Our little hawk remove; 
That as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts way. all be love. 


$ 232. Againſt Scoffing and calling Names. 


Warrs. | 
5 On tongues were made to bleſs the Lord, 


And not ſpeak ill of men; 
When others give a railing word, 
We muſt not rail again. 


| Groſs words and angry names * 


Jo be chaſtis'd at ſchool; 
And he's in danger of hell- fire 
Phat calls his brother fool. 


Zut lips that dare be ſo profuce, - | 
To mock, and jeer, and ſcoff, 

Ar holy things, or holy men, 
The Lord ſhall cut them off. 


When children in their wanton play 
- Serv'd old Eliſha fo; 


Go up, thou bald-head, go;” 


And ſent two raging bears, 
Thut tore them limb from limb to death, 
With blood, and groans, and tears. 


Great God, how terrible art thou 
To ſinners cer fo young 1 
Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
To tame ang rule my tongue ! 
$ 233, Againſt Scvearing, and Curſ ing, and cabin 
| God's Name in vain, WATTS, | 
ANGELS,! that high in glory dwell, 


Adore thy name, Almighty God | 
And devils tremble down in hell, 


Wur ſhould I join with thoſe in play 
| Who curſe and ſwear, But never pray; 


7 


And yet how wicked children dare 
Abuſe thy dreadful glorious name 


And curſe their fellows, and blaſpheme 1 


How will they ſtand before thy face, 
Who treated thee with ſuch diſdain, 


{| While thou ſhalt doom them to the place F 236 
Of everlaſting fire and pain! _ | H 
Then never ſhall one cooling drop W ( 
I Io quench their burning tongues be ar The ar 
I But I will praiſe thee here, and hope Till 
Ws Thus to employ my tongue 1n heav' n. When 
| My heart ſhall be in pain to hear — Mew 
| Wretches affront the Lord above; ad ve 
Tis that great God whoſe pow'r I fear, | In tt 
That Heay'nly Father, whom I love, 1 
| If my companions grow profane, 4. 
I'll leave their friendſhip when IJ hear When 
} Young ſinners take thy name in vain, Tha 
| Anas to curſe, and n to ſwear. 
| "Ns | The tu 
„ 3 _ 
8 234. Againſt — and Miſchief WATTS A = 
| ies 
Ho doth the little buſy bee | 
7 H Improve each ſhining hour, bay wn 
{| And gather honey all the day k e. 
From ev'ry op'ning flow'r ! The 
How Kilfully ſhe builds her cell N 
How neat ſhe ſpreads the wax! | Tha, 
| And labours hard to ſtore it well Th 80 
Wich the fvcet food ſhe makes, . 
In works of labour, or of ſkill, I 
I would be buſy too; 2 
For Satan ſinds = miſchicf Rill 1 = 
PFor idle hands to do. The 
In books, or work, or healthful pla . 
| Let my firſt years be paſt, p „ * 
That I may give for ev'ry — « 
Some * account at laſt. Tu 


, $2 235. Againſt Evil 3 Wars, 
In whom I've no delight ; 


Who call ill names and fight. 


I hate to hear a wanton ſong, | 
Their words offend miae ears; 
I ſhould not dare defile my tongue 
-With language ſuch as theirs, 


Away from fools I'll turn mine eyes; 
Nor with the ſcoffers go: 

| I would be walking with the wiſe, 

Thar wiſer I may grow. 


From one rude boy that's us'd to mois -- 
They learn the Vickes jeſt: 
One ſickly ſheep infects the ts 


Beneath the terrors of * rod. 


| Aud poiſoas all the reſt, 


| 


IS 


My 


Boox 1. 


My God, I hate to walk or dwell 

Mich ſinful children here: 

Then let me not be ſent to hell, 
Where none but ſinners are. 


8 236. Againſt Pride in Clothes, Warrs. 


WEY ſhould our garments, made to hide 
Our parents ſhame, provoke our wu * 
The art of dreſs did ne'er begin 
Till Eve, our mother, learnt to fin. 


When firſt ſhe put the coy'ring on, 
Her robe of innocence was gone; 

And yet her children vainly boaſt 
In the ſad marks of glory loſt. 


How proud we are! how fond to ſhew 
Our clothes, and call them rich and new 
When the poor ſheep and ſilk worm wore 
That very clothing long — | | 


The wlip and the * 
Appear in gayer coats than I: 

Let me be dreſt fine as I will, | | 
Flies, worms, and flow'rs, exceed me full 


Then will I ſet my heart to find 
Inward adornings of the mind; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace: 
Theſe are the robes of richeſt dreſs. 


No more ſhall worms with me compare; 
This is the raiment angels wear; 
The Son of God, when here below, 


Put on this bleſt apparel too. 


It never fades, i it ne'er grows old, 

Nor fears the pain, nor moth nor mould : 
It takes no ſpot, bur ſtill refines 3 

The more tis worn, the more it ſhines. 


In this on earth ſhould I appear, 

Then go to heav'n and wear it there, 
God will approve it in his ſight ; 

'Tis his own work, and his gn. 


3 : FAY 1 Obedience to 88 
LET children that would fear the wad 
Hear what their teachers lay; 


With rev'reace meet their parents word, 
And with delight obey. 


Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 
' Are threaten'd by the Lord, 

To him that breaks his father's law, 
Or mocks his mother's word ? 


What heavy guilt upon him lies | 
Mn curſed is his name 1 
e rayens ſnall pick out his eyes, 
had rake eat the ſame. + 


But thoſe who worſhip God, and give 
nd + rents honour due, 
Here 2 this earth they long tall lines 
Aud live hereafter too. es 


9 


3 


WATTS. 


SACRED AND MORA t. 
| 
8 WII ſhould I love my ſport ſo well, 


| 


| 


2 


Lord 


$ 238. The Child's Complaint. Waris. 


So conſtant at my play, 


| And loſe the thoughts of heav'n and hell, 


And then forget to pray ! 


What do I read my Bible for, 
But, Lord, to learn thy will? 
And ſhall I daily know thee more, 
And leſs obey thee ſtill} 9 


| How ſenſeleſs is my heart, and wild! 
How vain are all my thoughts ! 

Pity the weakneſs of a child, 
And pardon all my faults. 


Make me thy heav'nly voice to hear, 
And let me love to pray; | 
Since God will lend a gracious ear 


a To what a child « can wk 


. 239. 4 Morning and Evening Song. WATTS 


Morning Song. 


; V God, who makes the ſun to know 


His proper hour to riſe,. 


And to give light to all below, 


Doth ſend him round the ſkies ! 


| When from the chambers of the caſt\ 


His morning race begins, 
He never tires, nor ſtops to reſt, 
But round the world he ſhines ; ; 


| So, like the ſun, would I fulfil 


The bus neſs of the day: 


I Begin my work betimes, and till 


March on my heav'nly way. 


Give me, O Lord, thy early grace, 
Nor let my foul complain 


That the young morning of my days 


Has all been — in vain! 


Evening Ve. 


AND | now v another day is gone, 
I'll ſing my Maker's praiſe ; 


. ev'ry hour make known 


is providence and grace. 


| But how my childhood runs to waſte! 


My fins, how great their ſum ! 
ive me pardon for the paſt, 
And ſtrength for days to come. 


I lay my body down to ſleep ; 


Let angels guard my head, 
And, thro” the hours of darkneſs, keep 
Their watch around m y bed. 


With cheerful heart I cloſe my eyes, 
Since thou wilt not remove ; | 


And in the morning let me riſe, 


Rejoicing in thy love. 
e | For 


149 
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N 
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5 240. For the Lord's Day Morning. | $ 243- Our Saviour's Golden Rule. Wartrs, GIVE to 
18 Warn. Mr r. Vii. 22. g 1 
= E 5 ou to others kind and true, | 2 equ 
Tius , I mate B s you'd have others be to you; | | 


Why ſhould 1 keep my eye-lids elos d, 
And waſte my hours in bed? 


This is the day when Jeſus broke 
The pow'r of death and hell; | 
And ſhall I ſtill wear Satan's yoke, = 
And love my fins ſo well}? 


To- day with pleaſure Chriſtians meet, 
To pray and hear the word: | 

And I would go with cheerful fcet 

To learn thy will, O Lord, 


In leave my ſport to read and pray, 
And fo prepare for heav 'n; | 
O may I love this bleſſed day 

| The beſt of all the ſev'n! 


F 241. 
Led, how delightful 'tis to ſec 
A whole aſſembly worſhip thee ! 


At once they ſing, at once they pray; 
They hear of heav'n, and learn the way. 


I have been there, and ſtill would 803 
'T islike a little heav'n below: 
Notall my pleaſure and my play 

Sh al tempt me to forget this day. 


O write upon my mem'ry, Lord, 
The text and doctrines of thy word; 
That I may break thy laws no more, 
Nut love thee better than before. 


With thoughts of Chriſt and things divine 
Fill up this fooliſh heart of mine; 

That, hoping pardon thro' his blood, 

1 may lic down, and wake with God. 


— — 


„ 


1 242, 
Taſtament; Twith the Sum of the Commandments 
7 f of the New Teſtament. WATTS. 


EXODUS xx. 


1. HOU halt have no more cods but SEN? + 
i T + * Heav'n. 


Before no idol bow-thy knee. 

. Take not the name of. God in vain, 
Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane. 
Give both thy parents honour due. 
Tak: heed that thou no murder do. 
Abttain from words and deeds unclean, 
Nor ſteal tho' thou art poor and mean; 
Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it. 

o. V hat is thy neighbour's dare not covet. 


a 


4 
Yo 
b. 
7. 
ö. 
©. 
1 


"MATT. xxii. 37. 


WITH all thy Toul love God above; 
Ang as thyſelf thy neighbour lor ho 


| 


$ 244 fi to God and our Neighbour. * 
| LAS God with all your ſoul and —_ 
| And love your neighbour as yourſelf; TO 


| 2 9245 
Fur the Lord's Day Evening. WATTS. | 
| We bleſs the Prince of heav' nly birth, 


Let ev'ry nation, ev'ry a 


| The growing glories of her King! 


| | Proclaim the Son of David's race, 


— Inos ama w the Son -- 
The Tin 1 out of the Old 


bl To Chriſt, th'anointed King, 


|5 246. Gly t tle Baker, and t6.6fe ou. G. 


And neither do nor ſay to men 
5 Whate er you would not take — 


Wich all your heart and mind; 


Be faithful, juſt, and kind, 
ith another as you'd have 
nother deal with you ; 


t you're unwilling to receive, 
Be ſure you never do. 


. 
e. Common, and Shars Metre. 
Wars. 


OSANNA to king David's "INS 
Who reigns on a ſuperior throne ; 


Who brings ſal vation down on earth. 


ge, 
In this delightful work engage; 
Old men and babes in Zion ting | 


HOSANNA to the Prince of Grace : : 
Sion, behold thy King ! t 


And teach the babes to ſing, 


Hoſanna to th'cternal word, 
Who from the Father came; 

Aſeribe ſalvation to the Lord, 
With bleſſings on his name. 


D 


Of David and of God, | 
Who brouglit the news of pardon down, 
And bought it with his blood. 


bleſſings giv*n ; 
Let the whole earth his glory fing, 


_ 


. Where there are w 3 to make him known, 


Long, Common, and Short Metre. WATTS. How 
'I'N God the Father, God the Son, | Lay 
And God the Spirit, three in one,, 
| Be honour, praiſe, and glory giv'n, 
By all on earth, and all in heav'n. 
| NOW let the Father and the Son, 
And Spirit be ador'd, 


Ot ſaints to love the Lord. 
Rs 8 GIVb 


"TH, 


| Fe. 


INE 


\ 


Book I. | 

GIVE to the Father praiſe, 
Giye glory to the Son ; 

And to the Spirit of his grace 
Be equal honour done. | 


8 247. The Sluggard. Wars. 8 


complain, ö in.“ 
« You have wak'd me too ſoon, I muſt ſlumber 
As the door on its hinges, ſo he on his bed [head. 


Turns his ſides and his ſhoulders, and his heavy 


« A little more ſleep and a little more lumber,” | 
Thus he waſtes half his days and his hours 


without number; RE: 
And when he gets up he fits folding his hands, 
Or walks about ſaunt'ring, or trifling he ſtands. 


I paſs'd by his garden, and ſaw the wild brier, 
The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags; 
And his moneyſtill waſtes, till he ſtarves or he begs, 


I made him a viſit, ſtill hoping to find hy 
He had took better care for improving his mind ; 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
I | Yet the roſe has one powerful virtue to boaſi, 


The thorn and the thiſtle grow broader and higher; | 


He told me his dreams, talk' d of eating and 


drinking; thinking. 


8 | | 
But he ſcarce reads his Bible, and never loves | 
Said I taen to my heart, © Here's a leſſon for me, | 


That man's but a picture of what I might be: 


breeding, reading.“ 


Who taught me betimes to love working and 


9 248. Innocent Play.  Warrts. 


| ABROAD in the meadows, to ſce the young 


| lambs A | 
Run ſporting about by the, fide of their dams, 
With fleeces ſo clean and ſo white, Poo 
Or a neſt of young doves in a large open cage, 


When they play all in love without anger or rage, | 


How much we may learn from the fight | 
If we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud; 


Or dogs, we might play till it ended in blood; | 


So foul and fo fierce are their natures : 


But Thomas and William, and ſuch pretty names, | 


Should be cleanly and harmleſs as doves or as 
Thoſe lovely ſweet innocent creatures. {lambs, 

Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we ſay, 

Should hinder another in jeſting or play; 

For he's till in earneſt that's hurt: ¶ mire 
How rude are the boys that throw pebbles and 
There's none but a madman will fling about fire, 

And tell you, Tis all but in ſport.” 


9 249. Te Roſe. WATTS. 


OW fair is the roſe! what a beautiful flow'r ! 
The glory of April and May ! 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour, 
And they wither and die in a day. e 


But thanks to my friends for their care in my 


IR Bur all our fond care to preſerve them is vain 
TI the voice of a fluggard; I heard him 29 Fe 
585 | Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my beauty, 


149 


Above all the flow'rs of the field: Uloſt, 
When its leaves are all dead, and fine colours are 
Still how ſweet a perfume will it yield! 


| So frail is the youth and the beauty of men, 


Tho” they bloom and look gay like the roſe : 


Time kills them as faſt as he goes. 


Since both of them wither and fade : | 
But gain a good name by well doing my duty; 
g * is will ſcent like a roſe when I'm dead. 


$ 250. Te Turf, Warns. 
HY ſhould I deprive my neighbour 


| 7? Of his goods againſt his will? 
Hands were made for honeſt labour; 


Not to plunder or to ſteal _ | 0D 
'Tis a fooliſh ſelf-deceiving, A | 
By ſuch tricks to hope for gain: 


| All that's ever got by thieving 
| Turns to ſorrow, ſhame, and pain. 


Have not Eve and Adam taught us, 
Their fad profit to compute? = 
To what diſmal ftate they brought us, 
When they ſtole forbidden fruit! 
Oft we ſee a young beginner 
Practiſe little pilf'ring ways, 
Till grown up a harden'd ſinner; 
Then the gallows ends his days. 
Theft will not be always hidden, 
Tho' we fancy none can ſpy: 


| When we take a thing torbidden, : 5 
God beholds it with his eye. | 5 1 


Guard my heart, O God of heav'n, 
Leſt I covet what's not mine: 


* 
” 


| Leſt I ſteal what is not pu 3 


When death or old 


Guard my heart and hands from fin. = 


8d 251. The Ant, or Emmet. WaTTs. © 
THE Emmets, how little they are in our eyes! 
* We tread them to duſt, and a troop of them 
Without our regard or concern: [dies, 
Vet, as wiſe as we are, if we went to their ſchool, 
There's many a ſluggard and many a fool, 
Some leſſons of wiſdom might learn. | 
They don't wear their time out in ſleeping or play, 
But gather up corn in a ſun- ſhiny day; 
And for winter they lay up their ſtores : 


They manage their work in ſuch regular forms, 
One would think they foreſaw all the froſts and 


the ſtorms, | | 
And ſo brought their food within doors. 


But I have leſs ſenſe than a poor creqping ant, 
want, 


If I take not due care for the things 1 

Nor provide againſt dangers in time. 
age ſhall ſtare in my face, 
What a wretch ſhall I be in the end of my days, 


If I trifle away all their prime 
| L 3 | Now, 
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I'll prepare for ev'ry place 


I'll ſupply the poor with meat, 
Never ſhew ing ſcorn or rudeneſs. 


Where I ſee the blind or lame, 


1 deſerve to feel the fame, 


When I hear them telling lies, 
Fiſt I try to make them wiſe, 


What though I be low and mean, 


While I'm modeſt, neat, and clean, 


Since I love to help the weak, 
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What's amiſs I'll ſtrive to mend, 
And endure what can't be mended. 
May I be fo watchful ſtil! 


But in life behave ſo well, 


= ELEGANT 


Now, now, while my ſtrength and my youth 


8 are in bloom, _ ſhall come, 
Let me think what will ſerve me when ſickneſs 
And prav that my fins be forgiv'n: 


Loet me read in good books, and believe and obey, 
That, when death turns me out of this cottage of 


I may dwell in a palace in heav'n. ; (clay, | 


$ 252, Good Reſolutions. Warts. 


HOUGH I am now in younger days, 


Nor can tell what ſhall befal me, 
Where my growing age ſhall call me. | 


Should I eber be rich or great, 


Others ſhall partake my goodneſs; 


Deaf or dumb, T'il kindly treat them; 


If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them. 

If I mect with railing tongues, 8 
Why ſhould I return them railing, 

Since I beſt revenge my wrongs 
By my patience never failing ! 


Talking fooliſh, curſing, ſwearing ; 
Or Ill ſoon get out of hearing. 
I'll engage the rich to love me 


And ſubmit when they reprove me. 


If I ſhould be poor and ſick, 


T ſhall meet, I hope, with pity; . 
Tho? they're neither fair nor witty. 


Nor be eafily offended ! 


O'er my humours and my paſſion, 


As to ſpeak and do no ill, 


Tho! it ſhould be all the faſhion. 

Wicked faſhions lead to hell; 
Ne'er may I be found complying ; 
Not to be afraid of dying. 


—— —— 


8 253. A Summer Evening. WATTS. 


: now fine has the day been ! how bright was 


the ſun! 


| And melts into tears; then he breaks out and ſhines, 
Of fiſing in brighter array! 


: Husen! my dear, lie ſtill and ſlumber, 
I RHeav'nly bleffings, without number, 
: Sleep, my babe; thy food and raiment, | 
| All without thy care or payment, 

| How much better thou'rt attended 
. When from heav'n he deſcended, 
1825 eaſy is thy cradle, 

When his birth-place was a ſtable, 


| Blefſed babe ! what glorious features, 


| Was there nothing but a manger 


I To receive the heav'nly ſtranger ! 


| | Soft, my child; I did not chide thee, 
Tho my ſong might ſound too hard: 
5 Tis thy f 


| | Yer to read the ſhameful ſtory, 
I How they ſerv'd the Lord of Glory, | 


| Where they fought him, there they found him; 


EXTRACTS, Book I. 


And there follow'd ſome droppings of rain 
But now the fair traveller's come to the weſt, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are beſt 
He paints the ſky gay as he ſinks to his reſt, 

And foretells a bright riſing again. 


Juſt ſuch is the Chriſtian : his courſe he begins, 
Like the ſun in a miſt, when he mourns for his fins, 


And travels his heav'nly way: 
But, when he comes nearer to finiſh his race, 
Like a fine ſetting ſun, he looks richer in grace, 


And gives a ſure hope at the end of his days, 


$ 254. A Cradle Hymn. WaTTsS. 
Holy angels guard thy bed! _. 
Gently falling on thy head. 
Houſe and home thy friends provide; 
All thy wants are well ſupply d. 


Than the Son of God could be; 
And became a child like thee ! 
Coarſe and hard thy Saviour lay? 
And his ſofteſt bed was hay. 


Spotleſs fair, divinely bright! 
Muſt he dwell with brutal creatures! 
How could angels bear the fight ! 


Curſed ſinners could afford, 
Did they thus affront their Lord] 


wo (I =_ 
_ nurſe that 
And her arms ſhall be thy guard. 


How the Jews abus'd their King! 


Makes me angry while I fng. 
See the kinder ſhepherds round him, 
Telling wonders from the ſky ! 
With his Virgin mother by. 
See the lovely babe . * 
Lovely infant, how he ſmiÞa ! 


How lovely and joyful the courſe that he run ! 


Tho he roſe in a miſt when his race he begun, 


Here you;may uſe the words Brother, Sifter, Neighbour, Friend uc. 


When he wept, the mother's bleſſing 
Sooth'd and huſh'd the holy child, 


Twas to ſave thee, child, from dyi ing, 


| Son of righteouſneſs, to thee, 
Lo! the nations bow the knee; 


Book T. SACRED AND MORAL. 1531 
Lo, he ſlumbers in his manger, ' To fix his awful throne : | 
Where the horned oxen fed ; Ye waters that above him roll, 


Peace, my darling, here's no danger, 
Here's no ox a-near thy bed. 


Save my dear from burning flame, 
Bitter groans, and endleſs crying, 
That thy bleſt Redeemer came. 


May'ſt thou live to know and fear him, 
ruſt and love him all thy days; _ 1 
Then go dwell for ever near him, | 


See his face, and ſing his praiſe! 


I could give thee thouſand kiſſes, 
Hoping what I muſt defire ; 

Not a mother's fondeſt wiſhes 

Can to greater joys aſpire ! 


8 255. The Nunc Dimittiss MERRICK. 
1 enough the hour is come: 
Now within the ſilent tomb 
Let this mortal frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred clay; 3 
Since thy mercies, oft of old 
By thy. choſen ſeers foretold, 
Faithful now and ſtedfaſt prove, 
God of truth, and God of love! 
Since at length my aged eye 
Sces the day ſpring from on high 1 


And the realms of diſtant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 


From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 
O make his praiſes known! 


_ | Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow 8, 
Join ye your joyful ſongs with ours; 


ith us your voices raiſe ; 
From age to age extend the lay, 


| | To heav'n's Eternal Monarch pay 


Hymns of eternal praiſe. 
Celeſtial orb! whoſe pow'rful ray 


Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 


Whoſe influence all things own ; 


{ Praiſe him, whoſe courts effulgent ſhine 


With light as far excelling thine, 
As thine the paler moon. 


5. , glitt ring planets of the ſky, 


2 Whoſe lamps the abſent ſun ſapply, 


With him the ſong purſue ; 
And let himſelf ſubmiſſive own, 
He borrows from a brighter Sun 
35 light he lends to you. 


Ye ſhow'rs and dews, whoſe moiſture ted | 


| Calls into life the op'ning ſeed, 


To him your praiſes yield, 
Whoſe influence wakes the — birch, 
Drops fatneſs on the pregnant earth, 
And crowns the laughing field. 


ve winds, that oft tempeſtuous ſweep 


The ruffled ſurface of the deep, 


1 With us confeſs your God; 
| | See thro? the heav'ns the King of Kings, | 
| Upborne on your expanded wings, 


Thoſe whom death had overipread 
With his dark and dreary ſhade, 


Lift their eyes, and from afar - 
Hail the light of Jacob's Star; 
Waiting till the promis'd ray 


Turn their darkneſs into day, 
See the beams, intenſely ſhed, 
Shine o'er Sion's favour'd head 1 
Never may they hence remove, 


| God of truch, and God of love! 


In earth his footſtool, heav'n his n ; 
Be all your praiſe beſtow'd; 


Whoſe hand the beauteous fabric made, 


Whoſe = oy the finiſh'd work ſurvey'd, 
| law that all was good. 


Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 
Admiring view'd the new-born frame, 
And hail'd th Eternal King, 
Again proclaim your Maker's raiſe; 
Again your thankful voices raiſe, 
And touch the tuneful ſtring. 


2 him, ye bleſs'd æthereal plains, 
here, in in full * he ales 


Comes flying all abroad. 


| Ye floods of fire, where'er S flow, 
With juſt ſubmiſhon humbly bow 
To his ſuperior p.] r, 6 


7 | Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, 
lor bids the flaming deluge fray, 


And gives it ſtrength to roar. 


1 5 Je ſummer's heat and winter's cold, 
| By turns in long ſucceſſion roll'd, 


The drooping world to cheer, 


| Praiſe him who gave the ſun and moon 


| 8 oo The 1 Benedicite tat Mannix, | 
| VE works of God, on him alone, 


To lead the various ſraſons on, 
And guide the circling year. 


Ve froſts, chat bind the watry plain, 
Ve ſilent ſhow'rs of fleecy rain, 

Purſue the heav'nly theme; 
Praiſe him who ſheds the driving ſnow, 
Farbids the harden'd waves to flow,. 

And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 


| | Ye days and nights, that ſwiftly borne, 


From morn to eve, from eve to morn, 
Alternate glide away, ' 
Praiſe him, whoſe never-varying light, 
Abſent, adds horror to the night, 


But preſent, gives the day. | 
Light, from whoſe rays all beauty ſprings; 
Darkneſs, whoſe — a wings 
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Wing'd wit 


When Jordan ſought his 


Praiſe him by whom ye all are fed; 
Praiſe him, without whoſe heav ny ai 4 


Involve the duſky globe; . 


Praiſe him, who, when the heav'ns he ſpread, 
Darknefs his thick pavilion made, 


And light his regal robe. 


Praiſe him, ye lightnings, as ye fly 
his vengeance thro' the ſky, 
And red with wrath divine; 


Praiſe him, ye clouds, that wand ring ſtray, | 


Or fix'd by him, in cloſe array 


Surround his awful ſhrine. 


| Exalt, O earth ! thy Heav'nly King, 
Who bids the plants, that form the Fringe 


With annua! verdure bloom; 


| Whoſe frequent drops of kindly rain 
- Prolific ſwell the rip'ning grain, 


And bleſs thy fertile womb. 


Ve mountains, that ambitious riſe, 


And heave your fuinmits to the ſkies, 
Revere his awful nod; 

Think how you once affri zhted fled, 

untain- head, 

And own'd th'approaching God. 


Fe trees, that fill the rural ſcene ; 
Ve flow'rs, that o'er th'enamell'd green 


In native beauty reign; 


O praiſe the Ruler of the ſkies, 
Whoſe hand the genial ſap ſupplies, 


And clothes the ſmiling plain. 


Ve ſecret ſprings, ye gentle rills, 


That murm'ring riſe among the hills, 
Or fill the humble vale; 


Praiſe him, at whoſe Almighty nod 
The rugged rock diſſolving flow'd, 


And form'd a ſpringing well. 


| Praiſe him ye floods, and ſeas 1 
Whoſe waves the ſpacious earth ſurround, 


And roll from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Aw d by his voice, ye ſeas, ſubſide; 


Ve floods, within your channels glide, 


And tremble and adore. 
Ye whales, that ſtir the boiling dcep, : 


Or in its dark receiles ſleep, 


Remote from human eye, 


Ye languiſh, faint, and die. 


Ve birds, exalt your Maker's name; 
Begin, and with tn'ĩmportant theme 


Your artleſs lays improve; 


Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 


Let muſic found on ev'ry ſpray, 
And fill the vocal grove. 


Praiſe him, ye beaſts, that nightly roam 
Amid the ſolitary gloom, 
Th'expected prey to ſeize; 
Ye ſaves of the laborious plough, 
Your ſtubborn necks ſubmiſhve bow, 
And bend ycur weary'd knees, 


Y ſons of men, his praiſe diſplay, 


Who ſtaipt his 1232 clay, 


* 


4 


| 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
; FB 


| From age ta age ſucceſſive tell 


o let your ſongs his praiſe diſplay, 
Till heav'n itſelf ſhall i 4 


li 8 


| Riſe, and our Maker's love proclaim, 


1 


| 


And gave it pow'r to move; 
Ye that in Judah's confines dwell, 


The wonders of }1is love. 


| Let Levi's tribe the lay prolong, 
| Till angels liſten to the ſong, 


And bend attentive down; 


| Let wonder ſeize the heav 1 train, 
| Pleas'd while they hear a mortal ſtrain 


So ſweet, ſo like their own, 


And you your thankful voices join, - 
That oft at Salem's ſacred ſhrine 5 


Before his altars kneel ; 


1 Where thron'd in majeſty he dw elts, 
| | And from the myſtic cloud reveals 


The. diftates of his will. 
Ve ſpirits of the juſt and good, 


That, eager for the bleſs'd abode, - 


To heav'nly manſions ſoar ; 


melt away, 
And time ſhall be no more ! © 


_ | Praiſe him, ye meek and humble train, 
| Ye ſaints, whom his decrees ordain 


The boundleſs bliſs to ſhare ; 


lo praiſe him, till ye take your wy 


| To regions of eternal day, 
And reign for ever there. 


| | Let us, who now impaſſive ſtand, 


Aw'd by the tyrant's ſtern command, 
Amid the ſie blaze; 
While thus we triumph in the flame, 


In hymns of cadieſs praiſe. 


With RE thirſt, and pain ; 
That aſks to have the wants reliev'd 
It knows not to complain. _ 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs ſuppliant erden, 


And utters, as it can, 


: The woes that in its boſom riſe, 


And ſpeaks its nature — man. 


That infant, whoſe advancing hour 
Life's various ſorrows try _ 

(Sad proof of ſin's tranſmiſſive pow” r!) 
That infant, Lord, am I. 


| A childhood yet my thoughts cafe, 5 


Though long in years mature; 


Unknowing whence I feel diſtreſs, 


And where, or what, its cure. 


Author of Good, ta thee I turn: 


Thy ever-wakeful eye y 


| Alone can all my wants diſcern ; 


Thy hand alone ſupply. 


0 — thy fear within me dwell, 
love my footſteps guide ; 
That a foo ſhall vainer loves expely * 
That fear all fears beſide. 


$ 267. Ne Ignorance 7 Merrick. 
BEE OLD yon new- born — griev'd : 


Bor Il. SACRED AND MORAL: wp 


| 'And O! by error's 3 ſubdu'd, 1 Deeps to aſſembling deeps, 1 in . 
Since oft my ſtubborn will Once more the ſignal gave: 
Prepoſt'rous ſhuns the latent good, The ſhores the ruſhing weight fuſtaing 
And graſps the ſpecious ill; | And check th'uſurping wave. 
Not to my wiſh, but to my want, | | | Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wiſe, 
Do has thy gifts ads : The imag'd truth I read 
' Unaſk'd, what good thou knowelt grant; LY And ſudden from m waking eyes | 


Th'inſtructive viſion fled. 


| | © Then why thus heavy, O my foul! 
J . ĩͤ pom, 
4 wy Ne Trials of 2 ine. Meagiex. * E thoughts, with vain 1 


RWhar il ill, tho” aße d, . 


JLAC'D on the verge of youth, my mind 1 Il er ſcenes of future il] | 15 5 | 
Life's op'ning ſcene ſurvey'd: I © Let faith ſuppreſs each riſing fear, 8 - 
I view'd its ills; of various kind, on [Each anxious doubt exclude; RNs 
Afflicted and afraid. 5 i Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee * 5 ns 
But chief my fear the dangers mov'd, | 1 e e e . | * 
That virtue's path inclofe: IHe to th ev'ry trial knows | | 
My heart the wiſe purſuit approv'd; | | Its juſt reſtraint to give; 
But O, what toils oppoſe ! _ | © Attentive to behold thy woes, 
1 And faithful to relieve. 
For ſee, ah ſee! while yet her wa ways 89 . by th 0 
With doubtful Rep 0 a © Tr ef dig _ an my oul q 
A hoſtile world its terrors raiſe ; | 2 - Jo al * ul ſtill, | | 
Its ſnares deluſive ſpread. 1 t l os _ _ roll | 
O how ſhall I, with heart prepar'd, — „ 4 
Thoſe terrors learn to meet?! _ 2 3 rong rhee 1 | 
1 1 guar a | ole finger marks the ſeas their — 
curbs the headlong tide” . | W 
As thus I mus'd, oppreſſive ſleep „ | i 5 ” 
Soft o'er my temples drew 9 | 5 | 8 e oy | 
Oblivion's veil. — The wat'ry deep, 18 289. Chriſt's Paſſion : from a PEI" Ode of Me | 9 
An object firange and new, | MasTER's, formerly of New —_ PITT. 5 ö 
Before me roſe: 22 1 — 
e gatł vring orms aroun me roar, D 1 
And heave the boiling flood. 1 LP TY e ly 5 * . | 
Near and more near the billows riſe; Begin, in lofty numbers ſhow 5 
E'en now my ſteps they lave; | | Tt · Eternal 2 unfathom'd love, 
And death to my affrighted eyes 5 | Who reigns the Sov'reign God above, 
Approach'd in ev'ry wave. — 1 ＋ * 12 the AN 8 vigh 5 
What hope, or whither to retreat, 41 gious pile of wonders ! rais'd too hi 
Rach ove eee, e ee fl morally. 
Chill fear had fetter'd faſt my feet, 8 
Ae wer mg 5 rom whence ſhall I 3 * 
And chain d my ſpecchleſs tongue. | The mighty myſtery L fing, 2 . 
1 feel my heart within me die; I Beyond the reach an human wiſdom wrought, 
When ſudden to mine ear J] Beyond the compaſs of an angel's thought, 
A voice deſcending from on high, | | How by the rage of man his expir d. 
Reprov'd my erring fear: Fa len make the trackleſs depths of mercy know 


«Wh I How to redeem his foe, God render'd up his * = 
0 RO =p dw ſre u raiſe my voice to tell mankind 


Refi, mortal, reſt on God's | | The viCtor's conqueſt o'er his doom; 
—̃ E 
Know, when he bade the d , 
46TH, 474 cep appear, Three days, th'inferaal empire to ſubdue, | 
« Th us far,” th Almighty ſaid, He paſs'd triumphant through the coaſts of woe; 
be ge far, nor farther, rage ; and here | With his own dart the tyrant Death he flew, 
Let thy proud waves be ſtay'd.” | | And led hell captive through her realms below. 
I heard ; and lo! at once controul'd, | A mingled round from Calvary I hear, 
waves, in wild retreat, And the loud tumult thickens on my ear; 
Back on themſelves reluctant Toll', | The ſhouts of murd'rers that inſult the flain, 


And murmuring, left my feet., The voice of torment and the ſhricks of pain. 
Ds 1 caſt 
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I caft my « eves wirh horror up 
To the curſt mountain's guilty top; 
See there ! «whom hanging in the midſt I view 1 
Ah ! how unlike the other two! 
I ſee him high above his focs, 
And gently bending from the wood 
His head in pity down to thoſe, 
| Whoſe guilt conſpires to ſhed his blood. 
His wide- extended arms I ſee 


Transfix'd with nails, and faſten'd to the tree. | 


Man! ſenſeleſs man! canſt thou look on? 
Nor make thy Saviour's 7 thy — 1 8 
The rage of all thy griefs ex ert, 
Rend thy garments and thy heart: 
| Beat thy breaſt and grovel low, 
Beneath the burden of thy woe; 
Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy dale. 
Breathe gales of ſighs, and weep a flood of tears. 
Behold thy King, with purple cover'd round, 
Not in the Tyrian tinctures dy'd, 
Nor gipt in poiſon of Sidonian pride, [wound. 
But in his own rich blood that ſtreams from ev'ry 
PDoſt thou not ſee the thorny circle red? 


The guilty wreath that bluſhes round his head ? | 


And with what rage the bloody ſcoutge apply'd ; 


Curls round his limbs, and ploughs into his ide! | 


At ſuch a fight let all = anguiſh riſes 
Break up, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 
Here bid thy tears in gufhing torrents flow, 
Indulge thy grief, and give a looſe to woe 
Weep from thy foul, till earth be drow wd; 
WMeep, till thy ſorrows drench the g ground, 
Canft thou, ungrateful man] his torments ſee, 


Nor drop a tear for him, who ous * blood | 


for thee ? 2 


8 260. | A Funeral Hymn. MALLET. 
2 midnight ſhadcs o'er nature fpread [ 
| Dumb hlence of the dreary hour! 


In honor of thiapproaching dead, 
Around your awful terrors pour. 


Les, pour around, „ 
A. On this pale ground, | 
Through all this deep ſurrounding gloom, 
— "The ſober thought, 


The tear untaught, 
Thoſe meeteſt mourners at a tomb. 


Lo] as the ſurplic'd train draw near 
Too this laſt manſion of mankind, 
The ſlow fad bell, the fable bier, 
In holy muſings wrap the mind! © 
And while their beam, 
Attending tapers faintiy dart; * 
Each mould” ring bone, | 
Each ſculptur'd ſtone, 
Now, let the ſacred blow, 
Wich ſolemn pauſe ad flow; 
Now, let the voice due meaſure keep, 


With trembling ſtream, 
Strikes mute inſtruction to the heart 
. Pf Suns ** and words that 3 
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— ä 


© [ Rich in thy ſevenfold energy! 


» EEE CET —— 


_—_—__—— — —_ 


_ 


Book *. 
Till all the current blended roll, 
Not to depreſs, but lift the ſoaring foul, 


To lift it in the Maker's praiſe, * 
Who firſt inform'd our frame with breathy 


| And, after ſome few ſtormy days, 


Now, gracious, gives us o'er to Death. 
No Ki Fears 
In him appears, | 
Who ſhuts the ſcene of FINS woes : 
© Beneath his ſhade, _ 
Securely laid, | 


| | The dead alone find true repoſe. 


Then, while we mingle duſt with duſt, 
To One, ſupremely good and wiſe, 


: | Raiſe hallelujahs ! God is juſt, 


And man moſt happy when he dies 1 
His winter pat, | 
| Fair ſpring at laſt 
Receives him on her flow'ry ſhore ; 
Where plcaſure's roſe 
Immortal blows, 
And ſin and ſorrow are no more! 


8261. Veni Creator Sprritus, 3 


+ YDEN, 
c Spirit, by whoſe aid 5 

| The world's foundations firſt were , 

Come viſit ev 'ry pious mind; 

| Come pour thy joys on human kind; 


| | From tin and forrow ſet us free, 


And make thy temples worthy thee. 


O Source of uncreated light, 
The Father's promis'd Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy foynt, thrice holy fire, 


| Come, * thy _ unction br; vg. 


| To ſauctify us while we ſing 
} Plenteous of grace, deſcen 


f Thou ſtrength of his Almighty hand, 


| Whole power does heaven and carth command. 
 ] Proceeding Spirit, our defence, TD _ 


Who doſt the gifts of tongues diſpenſe, 
And crown'ſt thy gift with eloquence ! 


Refine and purge our carthly parts; 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts! 
Our frailtics help, our voice controul, 
Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul; 

And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 


Chace from our minds th'infernal for, 
And peace, the fruit of love, beſtow ; 
And, leſt our feet ſhould ſtep aſtray, 
Protect and guide us in the way. 


Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practiſe all that we believe: 
Give us thyſelf, that we may ſee 
The Father and the Son by thee. 


1 Immortal honour, endleſs fame, 
Attend * Father's name: 


n 


bt 


Tae 


= 


Boox I. | 


To thee, All-confcious Preſence ! I devote 


And diſſipates the horrors of deſpair; 


Softens the dreadful attribute of pow'r, 
Difſarms the*wrath of an offended God, 
And ſeals my pardon in a Saviour's blood! 


The Saviour Son be glori i 7d, : 
Who for loſt man's redemption dy'd ; 
And equal adoration be, 

Eternal r to thee! 


: 8 262. 4 Night Piece. Miſs CarTER. . 


£ Wu night in ſolemn ſhadeinveſts the pole, 


And calm refſection foothes the penſive ſoul ; 


While reaſon undiſturb'd afferts her ſway, 


And life's deceitful colours fade away; 


This peaceful interval of ſober thought: 
Here all my better faculties confine ; 
And be this hour of ſacred filence thine ! 


If, by the day's illufive ſcenes miſled, 


My erring ſoul from virtue's path has firay'd ; 


Saar d by example, or by paſſion warm'd, 
Some falſe delight my giddy ſenſe has charm'd; 


My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove, | 
And my beſt hopes are center'd in thy love. 


Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford? 
Its utmoſt boaft a vain unmeaning word. 


But, ah! how oft my lawleſs paſſions rove, 5 
» And break thoſe awful precepts I approve X 


Purſue the fatal impulſe I abbor, 


And violate the virtue I adore! 


Oft, when thy better Spirit's rdian © care 
Warn'd my 204 ſoul to 2 


And check'd the rifing goodneſs in my breaſt; 
Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd b INE defires, 
Stifl®d his ſoft voice, and quench'd his ſacred fires. 

With grief oppreſs'd, and proſtrate in the duſt, 
Should'ſt thou condemn, I own thy —— juſt, 
But, oh, thy ſofter titles let me claim, 


And plead my cauſe by Mercy's gentle name. 2 


ercy ! that wipes the penitential tear, 


From righteous juſtice ſteals the vengeful hour, 


All-powerful Grace, exert thy gentle ä 


And teach my rebel paſſions to obey; 


2 lurking Folly, with inſidious art, 
Regain my — 4 inconſtant heart! 
Shall every high reſolve Devotion frames | 
Be only lifeleſs ſounds and ſpecious names? 
O rather, while thy hopes and fears controul, 
In this ſtill hour, each motion of my ſoul, 
Secure its ſafety by a ſudden doom, 
And be the ſoft retreat of lee my 4 tomb! 
Alm let me ſlumber in that ſe, 
Till the laſt morn its orient — al loſe: 
Then, when the great archangel's potent ſound 
Shall echo thro? creation's ample round, 
Wak'd from the ſleep of ps: with joy ſurvey. 
Tn op'ning ſplendor of exernal day. 


| 8 263. Ode to Melanchol ly, CARTER, 
CS. Melancholy! ſilent pow'r, 
ä of my lonely hour, 


| 
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To ſober thought conſid t 


Thou ſweetly ſad ideal gueſt, 


In all thy ſoothing charms confeſt, 
Indulge my penſfive mind. 


No longer wildly hurried through 
The tides of mirth that ebb and How 
In folly's noiſy ſtream, | 

I from the daß crowd retire, 
To court the objects that inſpire 
Thy philoſophic dream. 


| | Thro' you dark grove of mournful yew 
[With — ſteps, I muſe, 


By thy direCtion led : 


74 Sion; cold to pleaſures tempting bene, 


Conſociate with my ſiſter worms, 
And mingle with the dead. 


Ye midnight horrors ! awful gloom 5 


|. Ye filent regions of the tomb, 
My future peaceful bed; | 
Here ſhalt my weary eyes be clos'd, 
And ev'ry ſorrow lie repos'd 

In death's refreſhing ſhade. 


Ye pale inhabitants of night, 
Before my intellectual fight 
In ſolemn pomp aſcend : 


O tell how trifling now appears 
remapeing f L | The train of idle hopes and fears, 
My ſtubborn will his gentle aid repreſt, 


That varying life attend ! © 


Ye faithleſs idols of our ſenſe, 

Here own how vain your fond pretence, 
Ye empty names of joy ! 

Your tranſient forms like ſhadows paſs, 

Frail offspring of the magic-glaſs, 
Before the mental eye. 


The dazzling colours, falſely bright, 


I Attract the gazing vulgar ſight: 


With ſuperficial ftate : 
Throꝰ reaſon's clearer optics view d, 


| | How ſtrippꝰd of all its glows. 17 how we. 


Appears the p 


Can wild a tyrant pow'r, 
Or ill-got wealth's ſuperffuous ſtore, - 


The dread of death controul ? 


I can pleaſure's more bewitching charms- | 
| | Avert or ſoothe the dire alarms | 


That ſhake the parting, ſoul >. 


Religion ! ere the hand of Fate - 
| | Shall make Reflection plead too late, 


My erring ſenſes teach, 


| Amidſt the flattring hopes of youth, 


To meditate the ſolemn truth 
Theſe awful relics preach. 


Thy penetrating beams diſperſe | 
Thy wilt of — 5 whence our fears . 
Derive their fatal ſpring : 
'Tis thine the trembling heart to warm, 
And ſoften to an ernie king form 
The pale te 


When ſunk by guilt in * deſpair, 


 Repentance breathes her humble pray'r, 


” 


/ 
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f And owns thy threat'nings juſt ; | | ö | | | 1 . | . 
Thy voice the ſhudd'ring ſuppliant cheers, $ 265. Know Thyſelf. ARrBUTHNOT. 


With mercy calms her torturing fears ö WHAT am I? how produc'd ? and for what 
And lifts her from the du 5 | Bed 00 5 Gs . WO. 
Sublim's by thee, the ſoul aſpires | ROOT I „ 2 RT Ine cam? 


Am I th'abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 
Dropp'd by wild azxoms in diſorder'd dance? 
Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 
And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought? 
By motion which began without a cauſe, 5 
Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws ? 


Beyond the range of low defires, =Y 
In nobler views clate; wm 7 
VUnmovꝰ'd her deſtin'd change ſurveys, 
And arm'd by faith, intrepid pays 
Kean 


In deatbꝰs ſoft ſlumber lull'd to reſt, Am 1 but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood? 
' She ſleeps, by ſmiling viſions bleſt, IA branching channel, with a mazy flood} 
That gently whiſper peace, | The purple ſtream that thro! my veſlels glides, | 
' Till the {aft morn's fair op'ning ray Dull and unconſcious flows, like common tides ; Ol th 
Unfolds the bright eternal day NT | The pipes thro' which the circling juices ſtray, Tho! 
jd | Of active life and blifs. Are not that thinking I, no mbre than they: Dow 
ied . | 5 | This frame compacted with tranſcendent ſkill, Ther 
Ny — of moring joints ry to my will, ; _ 
=—_ cc. 3 5 Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, — 
1 : 9 264. Written at Midnight in a Thunder- | Waxes and waſtes; I call it mine, — me. by Al 
i534 5 5 Form. CARTER, : = matter ſtil! the mould'ring maſs ſuſtains z; : = 
$24 WWGGGG EN e manſion chang'd, the tenant ftili remains, © "mY 
{1 1 | LY Pa eee _ pallid Fear, | And from the — ſtream, repair'd by food, 0 Or 
1 1 5 „ FS Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. _ Thi 
wy. And juſtly dread the vengeful fate 7 a Ho | f | Th 
61 rr 1 Whataml then? ſure of a noble birth; 1 
1 off. * , = By parents right, I own as mother, Earth; Thi 
1.8  Proteted by that hand, whoſe law | But claim ſuperior lineage by my fire, Thi 
i The threat'ning ſtorms obey, | Who warm'd th'unthinking clod with heav'nly Thu 
= Intrepid Virtue ſmiles ſecure, - 2 * — 45 — ſhre; - y 
1 As in the blaze of day. | By double nature, double inſtinct ſway'd: 7 
+» 4 | 3 5 / 8 With look erect, I dart my longing xn — «I 
WE In the thek cloud's tremendous gloom, , | Secm winy's to part, and gain my native ſky; « 
1 Ide lightnings lurid glare, | J ſtrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in yain, «A 
— 14 It views the ſame all- gracious Pow'r | Ty'd to this maily globe with magic chain. *V 
i. That breathes the vernal air. ; Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, *T 
. ; . Throꝰ Nature's ever · varving ſcene, | | — 2 around _ — 1 centres roll: X : 
IH [4 By diff'rent ways purſu'd, | What ſteady pow'rs their endleſs motions guide : 
144 The one eternal c * Thro' the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void! 72 * 
8 | ; bas Wer — — | iN 182 3 2 fiery tail, FO 1 
LI 1 : - | . | And weigh the Whirlin anets in a icate; 5 
iT f f With like beneficent effe&t | Theſe godlike Pas while eager I purſue, | 0 
1 Deer flaming æther glows, Some glitt'ring trifle offer'd to my view, ; Ot 
i. 4 6 As when it tunes the linnet's voice, | | A gnat, an inſect of the meaneſt kind, V 
; 1 ; Or bluſhes in the roſe. — Eraſe the —_— image from my mind: . 
. By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fear | Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, . 
1 + "Tha bo. poten —_— 5 | Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate. + 
1:4 Y Let no fantaſtic terrors break Calls off from heav'nly truth this reas'ning me, Y 
1 'Y My dear Narciſſa's reſt. | | And tells me I'm a brute as much as he, F, 
e | = | . I If, on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, * 
ſs Thy life may all the tend'reft care My ſoul above the 2 vault I raiſe, 4 
_—_ R. 4 3 * oy | LY by ſome ere or ſhameful luſt, 
14 nd deie ö s, round | I flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. 
4,53 Their guardian wings extend ! : The ww wing lark thus, from her lofty ſtrain, Nj 
1 i as thro” creation's vaſt expanſe I — —— ER or a — — be - 
"14:63 e laſt dread thunders roll, By adverſe guits or jarring initincts tolt, 
wel, ; | Untune the concord of the ſpheres, Love to one, now to the other coaſt ; | - 
«104 And ſhake the rifing ſoul; To bliſs unknown my lofty ſoul aſpires, 7 
. f of My lot unequal to my vaſt defires. ; 
AP Unmov'd may'ft thou the final ſtorm As mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth 
| 4 „ Of jarrmg worlds ſurve : * * ; — 5 2 
= jarring wo Ys I Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth, p 
194 That uſhers in the glad ſerene So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos'd, 
37 Of everlaſting day! . . 3 | : 
1 1 | Sees he's a king; but tis a king depos d. * f 


And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 


To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 
Around me, lo ! the thinking thoughtleſs crew 

(Bewilder'd each) their diff rent paths purſue; | 
Of them II aſk the way; the firſt _— | 


Take this faint glimm'ring of thyſelf away, 
Or break into my ſoul with perfect day 


Parting, unfold the fields and vaulted blue. 


Book J. 


Pity him, beaſts! you by no law confin'd, | 
Are barr'd from devious paths by being blind ; 
Whilſt man, thro' op'ning views of various ways 


Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays; 


Too weak to chooſe, yet chooſing ſtill in haſte, 


One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte ; 


Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flattring future ſtill muſt give the joy : 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 


Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain 


Thou art a god ; and ſends me to the ſkies : 
Down on the turf, the next, two two-legg'd beaſt, 


There fix thy lot, thy bliſs, and endleſs reſt : 

Between theſe wide extremes the length is ſuch, 
I find I know too little or too much. 5 

Almighty Pow'r, by whoſe moſt wiſe command, 


Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain here I ſtand; 


This faid, expanded lay the facred text, 


"The balm, the light, the 2 ſouls perplex'd. 
Thus the benighted traveller | 


| hat ſtrays 
Thro' doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays : 
The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending dew, 


O Truth divine ! enlighten'd by thy ray, 
I grope and yueſs no more, but ſee my way; 


© Thou clear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, | 


And told me what thoſe myſtic tokens meant; 
Marks of my birth, which I had worn in vain, 
Too hard for worldly ſages to explain. 

© Zeno's were vain, vain. Epicurus' ſchemes, 
Their ſyſtems falle, debug be were their dreams; 
© Unſkilld my twofold nature to divide, 


©* One nurs'd my pleaſure, and onenurs'd my pride; | 
_ * Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 
Thy ſacred page thus bids me reconcile.” | 
Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree, [be, ] 


What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill may 


Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; 
Faultleſs thoy/dropp'dfi from his unerring ſkill, 
Wich the bire pow'r to fin; ſince free of will: 


Yet charge not with thy guilt his bounteous love: 
For who has pow'r to walk has pow'r to rove: 

Who acts by force impell'd can nought deſerve ; 
And wiſdom ſhort of infinite may ſwerve. | 
Borne on thy new-imp'd wings, thou took'ſt thy 


Left thy Creator, and the pe aa light; ¶ flight, 


Diſdain'd his gentle precept to?ulfil; 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 
Tho” by foul id thy heav'nly form defac'd, 

n nature chang'd, from happy manſions chac'd, 
Thou ſtill retain'ſt ſome Ru £4 of heav'nly fire, 
Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire ; 


Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, 


And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain. 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe ; | 
Some fly thee, ſome torment, and ſome ſeduce ; 
Repaſt ill- ſuited to ſuch diff rent gueſts, 


5 | 
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Thy luſt, thy curioſity, thy pride, 
Curd'd, or deſerv'd, or baulk'd, or gratify'd, 
Rage on, and make thee _ unbleſs'd ¶ ſefs'd. 
In what thou want'ft, and what thou haſt poſ- 


Return and ſeck thy Father and thy God; 
Vet think not to regain thy native ſky, 
Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy; 
Myſterious paſſage hid from human eyes; 


| Soaring you'll fink, and finking you will riſe ; 
| Let humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide g 
Repair by meekneſs what you loſt by pride. 


8 = 


$ 266. The Frailty and Folly of Man. Prion. 
| GREAT Heav'n | how frail thy creatureman is 
How by himſelf inſenſibly betray'd | made! 


In our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, 


Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r ; 


And by the blaſt of ſelf-opinion mov'd, 
We wiſh to charm, and ſeck to be belov'd. 


| On pleaſure's flowing hgink we idly ſtray, 


Maſters as yet of our returning way : 


And give our conduct to the waves and wind: 
Then in the flow'ry mead, or verdant ſhade, 
To wanton dalliance negligently lad. 
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl, 


| And ſmiling ſee the nearer waters roll; 
Till the ſtrong guſts of raging paſſion riſe; 


Till the dire tempeſt mingles earth and ſkies ; 
And fwift into the boundleſs ocean borne, 
Our fooliſh confidence too late we mourn : 


And from our troubled view the leſſen'd lands re- 


Sixth Chapter of St. Matthew. THOMSON. 


While all my warring paſſions are at ſtrife, 
O, let me liſten to the words of life! 
Raptures deep- felt his doctrine did impart, 


Is ſpread at once upon the ſparing board; 


Think not, when worn the homely robe appear, 
peſt bears, 


While on the roof the 1 tem 
What farther ſhall this feeble life fuſtain, 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment exceed ? 
And the fair body its inveſting weed? 
Behold ! and look away your low deſpair— 


| See the light tenants of the barren air : 


To them, nor ſtores nor 2 belong ; : 
Yet, your kind N Father bends his eye 
Oa the leaſt wing that flits along the ſky. - 


Nor is their muſic nor their plaint in vain : 
He hears the gay and the diltreſsful call, 


Fer what thy ſenſe defires, thy ſoul diſtaſes ; 


And with unſparing bounty fills them all,” 
"7 Oka 


| nd 


In vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod; 


Seeing no danger, we diſarm our mind; ts 


Round our devoted heads the billows beat: [ treat. 


8 267. A Paraphraſe on the latter Part of the 


| WHEN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling tear; 


And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart. 
Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford, 


And what ſhall clothe theſe ſhiv'ring limbs again. 


Nought but the woodland and the pleaſing ſong z 


Tohimthey fing dhen ſpring rene ws the plain; 2 
To him they cry in winter's pinching reign; . } | 
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ts FILE GANT 


Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 
Obſerve the various v ble race; 
They neither toil nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 


EXTRACTS, 


Oh could thine art arreſt the fleeting ſound, 
And paint the voice in magic numbers bound; 
Could the warm ſun, as erſt when Memnon play'd, 


r 


Yet ſee how warm they bluſh ! how bright they Wake with his riſing beam the vocal ſhade, 


„„ 
What regal eo 
g! 


* 


What king fo ſhining ! or what queen fo fair ! 


with them compare ! 


Then might he draw th'attentive angels down, 
Bending to hear thelay, ſoſweet, ſolike their own, 
On either ſide the monarch's offspring ſhine, 


If, ceaſeleſs, thus the fowls of heav'n he feeds, | And ſome adorn, and ſome diſgrace their line. 


| If oer the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads ; ® 
Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, ſay ? 
Is he unwiſe? or, are ye leſs than they? 


Here Ammon glories ; proud inceftuous lord! 


I This hand ſuſtains the robe, and that the ſword. 


| Frowning and fierce, with haughty ſtrides he 


There Abſalom the raviſh'd ſceptre ſways, 


& 268. The Genealogy of Chriſt, as it is repre- | And his ſtol'n honour all his ſhame diſplays : 


ented on the Eaſt Window of Winchefter Col. | The baſe uſurper Youth! who joins in one 
ge Chapel. Written at Winton School, by The rebel ſubject and th'ungrateful ſon. 


Dr. LowTH. 


AT once to raiſe our rev'rence and delight, 
£ To elevate the mind, and pleaſe the fight, 
To pour in virtue at th'attentive eve, 5 
And waft the ſoul on wings of extacy; 
For this the painter's art with nature vies, 
And hids the viſionary faint ariſe 1 = 


Who views the facred forms in thought aſpires, 


Catches pure zeal, and as he gazes, fires; 
Feels the ſame ardour to his breaft convey'd ; 
Is what he ſees, and emulates the ſhade. 

Thy ftrokes, great Artiſt. fo ſublime appear, 
They check our pleaſure with an awful fear; 


While thro' the mortal line the God you trace; 


Author himſelf, and Heir of Jeſſe's race; 
In raptures we admire thy bold deſign, 
And, as the ſubject, own the hand divine. 


While thro' thy work the riſing day ſhall ſtream, 


Amid the royal race, ſee Nathan ſtand-: 

| Fervent he ſeems to ſpeak, and lift his hand 
His looks th'emotion of his ſoul diſcloſe, 
And eloquence from ev'ry geſture flows. 
Such, and ſo ſtern he came, ordain'd to bring 
Th'ungrateful mandate to the guilty King: 
When, at his dreadful voice, a ſudden ſmart 


| Had his God prov'd fo ſtern a Judge as He. 
| But man with frailty is ally'd by birth; 
Conſummate purity neꝰ er dwelt on earth : 

1 Thro? all the foul, tho? virtue holds the rein, 
Beats at the heart, and ſprings in ev'ry vein, 
Yet ever from the cleareft fource have ran 

| Some groſs alloy, ſome tincture of the man. 


But who is he—deep-muſing—in his mind, 


He ſeems to weigh in reaſon's ſcales mankind ; 
Fix'd contemplation holds his ſteady eyes— 


So long ſhall laſt thine honour, praiſe, and name. | I know the ſage +, the wiſeſt of the wile. 


And may thy labours to the Muſe impart * 
Some emanation from her ſiſter art, 
*To-animate the verſe, and bid it ſhine 


wg 


In colours eaſy, bright, and ſtrong as Thine ! 


Supine on carth an awful figure lies, | 
While ſofteſt ſlumbers ſeem to ſeal his eyes; 


And at his fect the watchful angel ftauds. 
The form auguſt and large, the mien divine 
 Retray the © founder of Meſſiah's line. 

Lo] from his loins the promis'd ſtem aſcends, 


And high to Heav'n its ſacred boughs extends ; | 


Each limb productive of ſome hero ſprings, 
And blooms luxuriant with a race of kings. 
Th'eternal plant wide ſpreads its arms around, 


And with the mighty branch the myſtic top is 


crown'd. 


And lo! the glories of tlilluftrious line 


At their firſt dawn with-ripgn'd ſplendors-ſhine; | Juſtice atterids his 


In David all expreſs'd; the good, the great, 
The king, the hero, and the man complete. 
 Serenc he fits, and ſweeps the golden lyre, 
And blends the prophet's with the poet's fire, 
Sce ! with what art he ſtrikes the vocal ſtrings, 
The God, his theme, inſpiring what he fings ! 
Hark. —or our ears delude us—from his tongue 


$wcet — ſeems to flow, —ſome heay'uly 


CIS * Jeſſe, 


= 
—— — . 


| Preſence divine! and the full- 


| Bleſt with all man could wiſh, or prince obtain, 
Vet his great heart pronqunc'd thoſe bleſſings vain, 


And lo! bright glittering in his ſacred hands, 
In miniature the glorious temple ſtands. „ 


| Effulgent frame ! ſtupendous to behold ! 


Spreads the ſtrong light, cternal, unconfin'd } 


eaming rays 
Pour thro”. reluctant clouds intolerable blaze. 


mperial ſceptre totters in his hand, 
And proud rebcllion triumphs in the land. 
Curs'd with corruption's ever- fruitful ſpring, 
| A beardleſs ſenate and a haughty king. 2 
There Aſia, good and great, the ſceptre bears, 
peace, ſucceſs. his wars : © 
While virtue was his ſword and Heav'n his ſhield, 
{ Without controul the warrior ſwept the field ; 
Loaded with ſpoils, triumphant he return'd, 
| And half her ſwarthy ſons ſad Ethiopia mourn'd. 
But fince thy flagging piety decay'd, 
And barter'd God's defence for human aid; 
See their fair laurels. wither on thy brow, 
Nor herbs nor healthful arts avail thee now; 
Nor is Heav'n chang d, apoſtate prince, but thou. 
No 


Book I. 


And on his horrid brow defiance lowrs. C tow'rs, 


Shot thro'the trembling monarch's conſcious heart | 
From his own lips condemn'd ; ſevere decree! 


Gold the ſtrong valves, the roof of burniſh'd gold. 
The hoary fire Hcav'n's guardian care demands, The wand'ring ark, in that bright doom enſhrin'd 


| Above th'unutterable glory oy | 3 | 
But ſtern oppreſſion rends Reboam's reign 3 = 


I See the gay prince, injurious, proud, and vain} G 
I Ti _ 


ener EET]. 


And hoary filth beſprinkled all the man. 


And with her pre 


* 


No mean atonement does this lapſe require; | 
But ſee the Son, you muſt forgive the Sire: 

He, + the juſt prince - with ev'ry virtue bleſs'd, 
He reign'd, and goodneſs all the man poſleſs'd ; 
Around his throne fair happineſs and peace 
Smooth'd ev'ry brow, and ſmil'd in ev'ry face. 
As when along the burning waſte he ſtray'd, 


Where no pure ſtreams in bubbling mazes play'd, 
Where drought incumbent on the thirſty ground, 


Longſince had breath'd her ſcorching blaſts around 
The + prophet calls, th'obedient floods repair 


To the parch'd fields, for Joſaphat was there. 
The new ſpring waves, in many a gurgling vein, 


Trickle luxurious thro? the ſucking plain; 
Freſh honours the reviving fields adorn, * 
And o'er the deſart Plenty pours her horn. 

So, from the throne his influence he ſheds, 
And bids the virtues raiſe their languid heads : 
Where'er he goes, attending Truth prevails, 
Oppreſſion flies, and Juſtice lifts her ſcales. 
See, on his arm the royal eagle ſtand, 


Great type of conqueſt and apreme command ; 
Th'exulting bird diſtinguiſh'd triumph brings, 
And greets the Monarch with expanded wings. 


Fierce Moab's ſons prevent th'impending blow, 


Ruſh on themſelves, and fall without the foe. 
The pious hero vanquiſh'd Heav'n by pray'r; 


His faith an army, and his vows a war. 
Thee too, Ozias, fates indulgent bleſt, 
And thy days ſhone in faireſt actions dreſt: 


Till that raſh hand, by ſome blind frenzy ſway'd, 
Vnclean, the ſacred office durſt invade. 


Quick o'er thy limbs the ſcurfy venom ran, 


Tranſmiſſive worth adorns the pious & Son, 


The father's virtues with the father's throne. 


Lo! there he ſtands : he who the rage ſubdu'd 


Of Ammon's ſons, and drench'd his {word in blood; 


And doſt thou, Ahaz, Judah's ſcourge, diſgrace 


With thy baſe front the glories of thy race ? 
See the vile king his iron ſceptre bear— — 
His only praiſe attends the pious || Heir ; 
He, in whoſe ſoul the virtues all conſpire, 
The beſt good ſon fro 
And lo! in Hezekiah's golden reign, 
Long exil'd Piety returns again; 


m the worſt wieked ſire. 


\ſhrines. 
ence gilds the long - neglected 
III-ſtarr'd does proud Aſſyria's impious ® Lord 


Azain in genuine 2 ſhe ſhines, 


Bid Heav'ntoarms, and vaunthis dreadful ſword; 
His own vain threats th'inſulting king o'erthrow; 


But breathe new courage on the gen'rous foe. 


_ Tlyavenging Angel, by divine command, 


The fiery ſword full-blaziag in his hand, 


Leant down from Heav'n : amid the ftorm he 
MNMarch'd Peſtilence before hiin; as he trod, [rode 


Pale Deſolation bath'd his ſteps in blood. 3 
Thick wrapt ingight, thro tlie proud hoſt he paſt, 


Diſpenſing Death, and droye the furious blaſt; 


Nor bade deſtruction give her revels o'er {gore. 
Till the gorg'd ſword was drunk with human 
But what avails thge, pious Prince? In vain 
Thy ſceptre reſcu'd, and th'Afſyrian ſlain 


{ 


I Jofaphat, + Elitta. $ Jotham, I Hezekiah. 


SACRED AND MORAT; 


Ev'n 1 the ſoul maintains her lateſt ſtrife, 


| And death's chill graſp congeals the fount of life. 
Yet ſee, kind Heav'n renews thy brittle thread, 


And rolls full fiteen ſummers Ger thy head; 
Lo! the receding ſun repeats his way, N 
And, like thy life, prolongs the falling day. 


| Tho? nature her inverted courſe forego, 


The day forget to reſt, the time to flow, 
Yet ſhall Jehovah's ſervants ſtand ſecure, 
His mercy fix'd, eternal ſhall endure; _ 
On them her ever-healing rays ſhall ſhine ; 


More mild and bright, and ſure, O ſun ! than thine. 
At length the long- expected Prince behold, 
The laſt good King; in ancient days foretold. 
When Bethel's altar ſpoke his future fame, 


Rent to its baſe, at good Johah's name. 


| Bleſt, happy prince i oer whoſe lamented urn, 
| In plaintive ſong, all Judah's daughters mourn ; 


For whom fad Sion's fofteſt forrow flows, 


And Jeremiah pours his ſweet melodious woes: 


But now fall'n Sion, once the fair and great, 
Sits deep in duſt, abandon'd, deſolate; 

Bleeds her fad heart, and ever ſtream her eyes, 
And anguiſh tæars her with convulfive-fighs.. 


time, 


Leads back her children to their native clime. 


Fair hberty revives with all her joys, 
And bids her envy'd walls ſecurely riſe, 


No more th'effulgent glory of thy God 

Speaks awful anſwers from the myſtic cloud: 
No more thine altars blaze with fire divine, 
And Heav'n has left thy ſolitary ſhrine. . 


Preſence immediate of the Deity, [in Thee. 


| The light himſelf reveal'd, the God confeſs'd 


And now at length the fated term of years 


The Heav'nly Babe the Virgin Mother bears, 
And her fond looks confeſs the parent's cares; 


The pleaſing burden on her breaſts ſhe lavs, 


A radiant glory ſpeaks him all Divine, 


| And in the Child the beams of Godhead ſhine. 


But now, alas! far other yiews diſclofe . 
Tue blackeſt comprehenſive ſcene of woes. 

Sec where man's voluntary ſacrifice — 
Bows his meek head, and God eternal dies ! 
Fixt to the Crols, his healing arins are bound. 
While copious Mercy ſtreams from ev'ry wound. 
Mark the blood -drops that life exhauſting roll, 
And the ſtrong pang that rends the ſtubboru ſoul 1 
As all death's tortures, with ſevere delay, 


Exult and riot in the nobleſt prey: 
® Scuacherib, ++ Zorobabel. 


159 


The mournfal captive ſpreads her hands in vain, 
Her hands that rankle with the ſervile chain; 
Till he, ++ Great Chief! in Heav'n's appointed 


And thou, great hallow'd doom, in ruin ſpread, 
I Again ſhall lift ſublime thy facred head. 
But, ah ! with weeping eyes, the antients view 
[A faint reſemblance of the old in vou. 


Yet, in thy courts, hereafter ſhalt thou ſee } 20 


. TEE Ong 220% Rs 


* 
EF ner 


The world's defire have brought, and lo! che 
: God appears! „ 


N o'er his charms, and with a ſmile ſurveys 1 
e Infant ſiniles, to her fond boſom preſt, 
And wantons, ſportive, on the mother's breaſt. 


Aud 
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Lo! the black ſun, his chariot backward driv'n, 
| Blots out the day, and periſhes from Heav'n: 


55 The yawning grave reveals his gloomy reign, 

And the cold clay-clad dead ſtart into lif 
And thou, O tomb, once more ſhall wide diſplay 

Thy fatiate jaws, and give up all thy prey. . 


As ths laſt 
When the ſame God unſhrouded thou ſhalt ſee, 


Ride on the clouds; whilſt, as his chariot flies, 
The bright effuſion ſtreams thro? all the ſkies. 


And all man's arts and labour be no more. 


And O till carth, and ſeas, and heav'n decay, 
Ne'er may that fair creation fade away ! | ſpare! 
May winds and ftorms thoſe beauteous colours 


And his tribunal ee, whole Croſs they paint fo 


Delight not ever; from the boiſterous ſcene 
Of riot far, and Comus' wild uproar, 
From folly's crowd, whoſe vacant brow ſerene 


1 err 8 
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Permit me, ye time-hallow'd domes, ye _ | 
y 


That means to break, with ſacrilegious tread, 


Blameleſs to wake, and with the Orphean lyre, 
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Thy fin, for which his facred fleſh is torn, 
Points ev'ry nail, and ſharpens ev'ry thorn 
Caunſt thou ?—while nature ſmarts in ev'ry wound 
And cach pang cleaves the ſympathetic ground! 


Earth, trembling from her entrails, bears a part, 
And the rent rock upbraids man's ſtubborn heart. 


again, 


Thou, groaning earth, ſhalt heave, abſorpt in flame, 
ngs convulſe thy lab'ring frame; 


Wrapt in full blaze of pow'r and majeſty, 


Then ſhall the proud diſſolving mountains glow, | 
And yielding rocks in fiery rivers flow : 
The molten deluge round the globe ſhall roar, 


Then ſhall the ſplendors of th'enliven'd glaſs 
Sink undiſtinguiſh'd in the burning mals. 


Still may they bloom, as permanent as fair ! 
All the vain rage of waſting time repel, 


r 
; 9 ; L 


$ 269. Death, EILV. | 


Of unſuſpicious youth, profuſe of ſoul, 


Was never knit to wiſdom's frowning lore, 
Of rude magnificence, your folemn re 


Lonely to wander; no unholy gueſt _ 


The marble ſlumbers of your monumented dead. 


Permit me, with fad muſings, that inſpire 
Unlabour'd numbers apt, your filence drear 


PFitly attemper'd, ſooth the mercileſs ear 
Of Hades, and ſtern death, whoſe iron ſway 
Great nature owns thro? all her wide domain ; 
All that with oary fin cleave their ſmooth way 
Thro' the green boſom of the ſpawny main, 
And thoſe that to the ſtreaming æther ſpread, 
In many a wheeling glide, their feathery fail; 
And thoſe that creep; and thoſe that ſtatelier tread, 
Tbat roam o'er foreſt, hill, or browſv dale; 
The vi ims each of ruthleis fate muſt fall; Call. 


_ ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
And canſt thou, ſtupid man, thoſe ſorrows ſee, | 
Nor ſhare the anguiſh which He bears for thee ? | 


| 


| 


E feſtive roar of lau hter, the warm glow | 
' -.* Ofbriſk-ev'd joy, andfriendſhip's genial bowl, | 
 Wir's ſeaſon'd converſe, and the liberal flow 


| 


| Book I. 


And ye, the young, the giddy, and the gay, 
That ſtartle from the ſleepful lid of light 
The curtain'd reſt, and with the diſſonant bray 
Of Bacchus, and loud jollity, affright | 
Yon radiant goddeſs, that now ſhoots among 
Theſe many- window d iſles her glimmering beam; 
Know, that or ere its ſtarr'd career . 
Thrice ſhall have roll'd her ſil ver wheeled team, 
Some parent breaſt may heave the anſwering ſigh, 
To the ſlow pauſes of the funeral knoll; 
E'en now black Atropos, with ſcowling eye, 


Roars in the laugh, and revels o'er the bowl; 


E'en now in rofy=-crown'd pleaſure's wreath 
Entwines in adder folds all unſuſpected Death. 


| Know, on the ſtealing wing of time ſhall flee 


Some few, ſome ſhort-liv'd years, andall ispaſt; 
A future bard theſe awful domes may fee, 
Muſe o'er the preſent age, as I the laſt ; 


| Who moulderag in the * yet once like you 
| 


The various maze of life were ſeen to tread ; 
Each bent their own peculiar to purſue, | 
As cuſtom urg'd or wilful nature led 


| Mix'd with the various crowds inglorious clay, 
| The nobler virtues undiſtinguiſh'd lie; | 


No more to melt with beauty's heav'n-born ray, 
No more to wet compaſſion's tearful eye, 
Catch from the raptures not their own, 
And feel the thrilling melody of ſweet renown, 
Where is the maſter-hand, whoſe ſemblant art 
Chiſſel'd the marble into life, or taught 
From the well- pencil'd pottraiture to ſtart 


The nerve that beat with ſoul, the brow that 


thought ! EONS | 
Cold are the fingers that in ſtone-fix'd trance 
The mute attention rivetting, to the lyre = 
Struck 2 ; dimm'd the poet's quick-ey'd 
= ance, PEE IR 
All — wild raptures flaſhing heav'n's own fire. 
Shrunk is the finew'd energy, that ſtrung [ breaſt 


The warrior arm: where fleeps the patriot 
I Whilom that heav'd impaſſion'd! Where the 


tongue BY 


| That lanc'd its lightning on the tow'ring creſt 
Of ſcepter'd infolence, and overthrew 
| Giant Oppreſſion, leagu'd with all her earth-born 


| ; I | Thefe now are paſt; long, long, ye flecting years, 
Amid your fretted vaults and length'ning iſles, 


[ crew ! 


Purſue with glory wing'd, your fated way, 
Ere from the womb of time unwelcome peers 
The dawn of that inevitable day, {| friend 
When wrapt in ſhrouded clay their warmeſt 
The widow'd virtucs ſhall again deplore, 


| When o'er his urn in pious grief ſhall bend 


His Britain, and bewail one patriot more; 
For ſwon muſt thou, too ſoon | who ſpread'ſt 
Thy beaming emanations unconfin'd, [ abroad, 
Doom'd, like ſome better angel ſent of 25 
To ſcatter bleſſings over humankind. 
Thou too muſt fall, O Pitt! to ſhine no more, 
And gr gs dreadful paths a Faulklaad trod 


Faſt to the driving winds the marſhall'd clouds 
Sweep diſcontinuous o'er rh'ethereal plain; 


Another till upon another crowds ; 


E'en God's own image, man, high paramount of | All haſt'ning downward to their native main. 


4 


Thus 


WG 


Book I. 


To- day we frolic in the roſy bloom 


Haply, when. Zephyr to thy native bourn [ wave, 
1 by gentle breaſt, my Taviſtock, ſhall mourn 


| Ah, deareſt youth ! theſe vows perhaps unheard, 


Thus paſſes o'er thro? varied life's career, 
Man's flecting age; the Seaſons as they fly 
Snatch from us in their courſe, year after year, 

Some {weet connection, ſome endearing tie. 
The parent, ever-honour'd, ever-dear, 
Claims from the filial breaſt the pious ſigh z 
A brother's urn demands the kindred tear, 
And gentle ſorrows guſh from friendſhip's eye. 
2 h. 
Of jocund youth the morrow knells us to the 


Who knows how ſoon in this ſepulchral ſpot 
Shall Heav'n to me the drear abode alhgn ! 
How ſoon the paſt irrevocable lot ey 

Of theſe, that reſt beneath me, ſhall be mine. 


Shall waft thee o'er the ſtorm'd Hibernian 


o find me ſleeping in the ſenſeleſs grave. 

No more the ſocial leiſure to divide, 

In the ſweet intercourſe of foul and foul, 

Blithe, or of graver brow ; no more to chide 
The ling'ring years impatient as they roll, 


Till all thy cultur'd virtues ſhall diſplay, [day. | 


Full bloſſom u, their bright honours to the gazing 


The rude wind ſcatters o'er the billowy main ; 
Theſe pra yers, at friendſhip's holyſhrine preferr'd, 

May riſe to graſp their father's knees in vain. 
Soon, ſoon may nod the {ad funereal plume | 
With folemn horror o'er thy timelęis hcarſe, 
And I ſurvive to grave upon thy tomb  _ 

The mournful tribute of memorial verſe. — 

That leave to Heav'n's deciſion — Be it thine, 

Higher than yet a parent's wiſhes flew, , 
To ſoar ih bright pre-eminence, and ſhine 

With ſelf-earn'd honours, eager to purſue 
Where glopy, with her clear unſully'd rays, 
The well horn ſpirit lights to deeds of might 
Twas ſhe thy godlike Ruſſell's boſom ſteel'd 

With confidence untam'd, in his laſt breath 
Stern- ſmiling. She, with calm compoſure, held 
he patriot axe of Sidney, edg'd with death. 


Smit with the warmth of her impulſive flame, 


Wolf's gallant virtue flies to worlds afar, 
W pluck freſh wreathes of well-earn'd 
From the grim frowning brow of laurel*d war. 
"Twas ſhe that, on the morn of direful birth, : 

Bar'd thy young boſom to the fatal blow, 
Lamented Armytage !—the bleeding youth! 

O bathfe him in the pearly caves below, 
Ye Nereids ! and ye nymphs of Camus hoar, 
Weep, for ye oft have ſeen him on your haunted 

re. | 
Better to die with glory, than recline 

On the ſoft lap of ignominious peace ; 

han yawn out the doll droning life ſupine 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


161 
Better employ'd in honour”s bright career 
The leaſt divihon on the dial's round, 


| Than thrice to compaſs Saturn's live-long year, 


Grown old in ſloth, the burthen of the ground; 


| Than tug with ſweating toil the laviſh oar 


Of unrudeem'd affliction, and ſuſtain 


| | The fevꝰrous rage of fierce diſeafes ſore. 


_ _Unnumber'd, that in ſympathetic chain 
Hang ever thro' the thĩickcircumfluous air,f ſphere, 
All from the drizzly verge of yonder ſtar-girt 


{| Thick in the many beaten road of life 


A thoutand maladies are poſted, round, 
With wretched man to wage eternal ſtrife 

Unſeen, like ambuſh'g Indians, till they wound 
There the ſwoln hydrop ſtands, the wat'ry rheum, 


The northern ſcurvy, blotch with lep'rous : 


And moping ever in the cloiſter'd gloom { ſcale; 
Oft learned ſloth, and bookith aſthma pale : 


I And the ſhunn'd hag unſightly, that ordain'd 


On Europe's ſons to wreak the faitlileſs fword 
Of Cortez, with the blood of millions ſtain'd, 
O'er dog-ey'd luſt the tort'ring ſcourge ab- 
e her flight 
Shakes. threat'ning ; ſince the while the wing'd 
From Amazon's broad wave, and Andes' ſnow- 
cas het... : 
Where the wan daughter of the yellow year, 
The chatt'riog ague chill, the writhing ſtone, 
And he of ghaſtly feature, on whoſe ear [moan, 
Unheeded creaks the death-bird's warning 
Maraſmus; knotty gout; and the dead life 
Of nerveleſs palſy ; there on purpoſe fell 
Dark brooding, whets his interdicted knife 
Grim ſuicide, the damned fiend of hell. 
There too is the ſtunn'd apoplexy pight*®, _ 
The bloated child of gorg'd intemp'rance foul ; 


| Self-waſting melancholy, black as night, 


Lowering, and foaming fierce with hideous 
The dog hydrophoby, and near ally'd | howl; 


| Scar'd madneſs, with her moon-firuck eve - 


balls ſtaring wide. 


There, ſtretch'd one huge, beneath the rocky 
FC 2 ling fires: 
With boiling ſulphur fraught, and moulder= 
He the dread delegate of wrath divine, 


Ere while that itvod o'er Taio's hundred ſpires h 


Vindictive; thrice he wav'd th' earth-ſhaking 
Powerful as that the ſon of Amram bore, [wand, 
And thrice he rais'd, and thrice he check'd his 
| —_— 
He ſtruck — the rocking ground, with thun- 


|| Yawn'd! Here from ſtreet to ſtreet hurries, and 


„ amain, 
Now runs, then ſtops, then ſhrieks and ſcours 
| Staring diſtraftion : many a palace fair [fane, 


| With millions ſinks ungulph'd, and pillar'd 
| Old Ocean's fartheſt waves confeſs the ſhock ; 


Even Albion trembl'd, conſcious, on his Rediaſt 
| rock. | N | 


In monkiſh apathy and gow ned eaſe. 
® Placed. 


+ Allodiog to the Earthquake at Liſbon, 1 Nomber, 1755- 


we - - The 


ſd'rous roar, 


—ä—ä——ẽ . 
. * 


„ 


Th'Almighty, when he meditates to ſhower 


With more than Hebrew rage the innocent fide 
Of avonizing mercy, bleeding fore, 3 
Canſt thou confront, with ſtedfaſt eye unaw'd, 


Thrice happy ! who the blameleſs road along 


The meagre famine there, and drunk with blood | 
Stern war; and the loath'd monſter whom of 


Te ſlimy Naiad of the Memphian flood [ yore 


Engend'ring, tothe bright-hair'd Phcebus bore, 
Foul pettilence, that on the wide-ftretch'd wings 


Of commerce, ſpeeds from Cairo's ſwarthy bay | 
His weſtering flight, and thro” the fick air flings 
Spotted contagion ; at his heels diſinay 

And deſolation urge their fire-wheel'd yoke _ 


Terrible; as long of old, whea from the height 
Of Paran came unwreath'd the miglitieſt, ſhook 
Earth's firm fixt haſe tottering ; thro' the black 

| night | abroad 


Glanc'd the flaſh'd lightnings : heaven's rent roof 
Thunder'd, and univerſal nature felt its Gd. 
| And, that I'm bleſs'd with health and caſe 
| With humble thanks I ow, 


Who on that ſcene of terror, on that hour 
Of rouſed indignation, ſhall withſtand 


Te burſting vengeance o'er a guilty land! 
Canſt thou, ſecure in reaſon's vaunted pride, 
Tongue - doughty miſcreant, who but now didſt 
re 


The ſworded judgment ſtalking far and near? 
Well may ſt thou tremble, when an injur'd God 
Diſclaims thee —guilt is ever quick of fear — 
Loud whirlwinds howl in zephyr's ſofteſt breath, | 


And every glancing meteor glares imagin'ddeath. 


The good alone are fearleſs ; they alone, 

Firm and collected in their virtue, brave 
Thewreck of worlds, and look unſhrinkingdown 
On the dread yawnings of the rav'nous grave: 


Of honeſt praiſe hath reach'd the vale of death; 


Around hun, like miniſtrant cherubs, throng | 


His better actions to the parting breath, 


Singing their bleſſed requiems; he the while 1 


Gently repoſing on ſome friendly breaſt, 


Breathes out his benizons ; then with a ſmile. 


Of ſoft complaitance, lays him down to reſt, _ 


Calm as the ſlumbering infant: from the goal 
Free and unbounded flies the diſembodied foul. | 
Whether ſome delegated charge below, [ claim; 
Some much lov'd friend its hovering care may | - 


Whether it heavenward ſoars, again to know 


Conjecture ever, the misfeatur'd child 
Of letter'd arrogance, delights to run 
 FThro' ſpeculation's puzzling mazes wild, 

And all to end at laſt where it begun. 
Fain would we. trace, with reaſon's erring clue, 

The darkfome paths of deſtiny arightz 


In vain ; the taſk were eater. to purſue 


That long-forgotten country whence it came; | 


by Tue trackliſs wheelingsof the ſwallow's flight. 


From mortal ken lumſelf the Almighty ſhrouds, 
Pavilion'd in thick night and ccumambicnt 
clouds. - N | 


8 270. A Birth-Day Thought, © 
CAN I, all gracious Providence! 


Can I deſerve thy care? | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Have I not been defended till 
From dangers, and from death? 

Been ſafe preſerv'd from ev'ry ill 
E'er ſince thou gave me breath? 

I live once more, to ſee the day 

| That brought me firſt to light; 

O! teach my willing heart the way 

| To take thy mercies right, 

Tho' dazzling ſplendor, pomp, and ſhow, 

Ms fortune has deny'd ; Ls, 

Vet (more than grandeur can beſtow) 
Content hath well ſupply'd. | 

No ſtrife has e'er diſturb'd my peace; 

No mis'ries have I known; | 


I envy no one's birth or fame, 

| Their titles, train, or dreſs; 
Nor has my pride er ſtretch'd its aim 
Beyond what I poſleſs. | 


I aſk and wiſh not to appear 7 


More beautcous, rich, or gay; 


| Lord, make me wiſer ev'ry year, 


And better ev'ry day. 


Day of the Year 1782, 
GEVENTEEN Hundred Eighty-one 
”. Is now for ever paſt; "© © 5 
Seventeen Hundred Eighty-two 
Will fly away as faſt. 1 
But whether life's uncertain ſcent 
Shall hold an equal pace; 
Or whether death ſhall come between, 
And end my mortal race; | 
Or whether ſickneſs, pain, or health, 
My future lot ſhall be; | 
Or whether poverty or wealth, 
Is all unknown tome. 
One thing I know, that needful tis 
To watch with careful eye; 
Since ev'ry ſeaſon ſpent amiſs 
Is regiſter'd on high. | 
Too well I know what precious hours 
My wayward patlions waſte ; ' 


And oh! I find my mortal pow'rs 


To duſt and darknef haſte, 

Earth rolls her rapid ſeaſons round. 
To mect her final fire; | 

But virtue i; with glory crown'd, 
| Tho? ſuns and ftars expire. 
| What awful thoughts ! what truth ſublune # 
What uſeful leſſon this! 
Oh let me well improve ume { 
Oh! let me die in peace 


ol. 


bl § 272. The Welcome Meſſenger. WarTy 


| JOB D, when we ſee a faint of thine 
Lie gaſping out his breath, 


Ah! no, I've not the leaſt pretence | With longing eyes, and looks divine, 


T's bountics which I hace. 


j Snilling and pleas d in death, 


$ 27 1. A Moral Reflection. Mritlen on the Fir 


flow 


S ——I mT wo 


Book I. 


How we could e' en contend to lay 
Our limbs upon that bed! 
We aik thine envoy to convey 
Our ſpirits in his ited. 
Our ſouls ariſing on the wing, 
Io venture in his place; _ 
For when grim death has loſt his ting, 
He has an angel's face, 9 — 
Jeſus, then purge my crimes away, 
Tis guilt creates my fears; 
Tis guuit gives death its fierce array, 
And all the arms it bears 
Oh! if my threat'ning fins were 
ma death had loft his ſting, _—_ 
I could invite the angel on, 
And chide his lazy wing. 
Away theſe interpoſing days, 
Aud let the lovers meet; 
The angel has a cold embrace, 
But kind, and loft, and tweet, 


I d leap at once my ſeventy years, 3 = 


I'd ruth into his arms, | | 
And loſe my breath and all my cares, 
Amidſt thote heav'nly charms. | 
Joyful I'd lay this body down, 
And leave. the litele1s*etay, 
Without a ſigh without a groan, 
And ſtretch and ſoar away, 


9273. The Song of Angels above, WATTS, 


EARTH has detain'd me pris'ner long, 
And I'm grown weary now : 
=p Mn my hand, my ear, my tongue, 
| here's nothing here for you. 


Tir'd in my thoughts, I ſtretch me down, 
And upwards glance my eyes ; | 
Upward, my Father, to thy throne, 
And to my native ſkies, 


There the dear Man, my Saviour, ſits, 
The God how bright he ſhines! 
And ſcatters infinite delights 

On all the happy minds. 


$craphs with elevated ſtrains, 
FR the throne around, 
And move and charm the ſtarry plains | 
With an immortal found, 
Jeſus, the Lord, their harps employs ; 
Jeſus, my love, they fing t Es. 
Jeſus, the name of both our joys, 
— Sounds ſweet from ev'ry ſtring, 


Hark, how, beyond the narrow bounds 
Of time and ſpace they run, 
d ſpeak, in moſt majeſtic ſounds, 
The Godhead of the Son ! 
How on the Father's breaſt he lay, 
The darling of his ſoul, 
Infinite years before the day- 
Or heavens began to roll, 


: * 


n 


* * 


— —. 


* —— 


Oh for ſome heav'nly notes, to bear 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


And now they fink the lofty tone, 
And gentler notes they play, 

And bring th' eternal odhead down 
| To dwell in humble clay. : 


JO ſacred beauties of the Man! 


( (The God reſides within) Hp 
His fleſh all pure without a ſtainz 
His ſoul without a fin. 


5 Then how he look'd and how he ſmil'd! 


What wond'rous things he ſaid ! 


| Sweet cherubs, ſtay, dwell here a while, 


And tell what Jeſus did! 


At his command the blind awake, 3 


And feel the gladſome rays : 


| He bids the dumb attempt to ſpeak z - 


They try their tongues in praiſe. 


_ |] He ſhed a thouſand bleſſings round 


Where'er he turn'd his eye: 


| He ſpoke, and, at the fov'reign ſound, 


The helliſh leigons fly. | g 
Thus, while, with unambitious ſtrife, 
Theethereal minſtrels rove 


— 


Through all the labours of his life, = 


And wonders of his love, 


| | tn the full choir a broken firing 


Groans with a ſtrange ſurprizezy 


: The reſt in filence mourn their King 


That bleeds, and loves, and dies. 
Seraph and ſaint with drooping wings 
Ceaſe their harmonious breath : *- + 
No blooming trees nor bubbling ſprings 
While Jeſus ſleeps in death 
Then all at once to living ftrSns 
They ſummon ev'ry chord; 
Break up the tomb, and burſt his chains, 
And ſhew their riſing Lord, 


Around the flaming army throngs, 
To guard him to the ſkies, 


With loud hoſannas on their tongues, 


And triumph in their eyes. 
In awful ſtate the conqu'ring Gd 
Aſcends his ſhining throne, 


While tuneful angels ſound abroad 


| The virigs he has won. 
Now let me rife and join their ſong, 
Aud be an angel too: 


My heart, my hand, my ear, my ton 5 
Here's 1 work for you By APY 


| | I would begin the muſic here, 


And ſo my ſoul ſhould riſe. 


My ſpirit to the ſkies! 


| There; ye that love my Saviour, ſit; 


There I would fain have place 


| Among your thrones, or at your feet, 


So I might ſee his face. 


I am confin'd to earth no more, 
But mount in haſte above, 
To bleſs the God that I adore, 


| And os Man I love. 
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9274. Huy Frailty. Waris. | 


66 Ho meanly dwells th immortal mind ! 
% How vile theſe bodies are! 


66 Why was a clod of earth defign'd 


_ « Teencloſe a heav'nly ſtar ? 


« Weak cottage where our ſouls reſide ! 
This fleſh a tott'ring wall; 


„ With frightful breaches gaping — 


« The building bends to fall. 


% All round it ſtorms of trouble blow, 


« And waves of ſorrow roll; 


| « Cold waves and winter-ſtorms beat thro 


And pain the tenant-ſoul, 
« Alas! how frail our ſtate l' ſaid 1 3 


And thus went mourning on, 


5 Tin ſudden, from the cleaving ſæy, 


A gleam of glory ſhone. 


| My ſoul all felt the glory come, 


And breath'd her native air; 
Then ſhe remember'd heav'n her home, | 
And the a pris'ner here. 


Straight ſhe began to change her key, 


And, joyful in her pains, 
She ſang g the frailty of her clay h 
_—_ — ſtrains. 


% How weak the pris 'n is where I a0ell 


„ Fleſh but a wall! 


« The breaches cheerfully fortel 
« The houſe muſt ſhortly fall. 


„No more, my friends, ſhall I complain, 
« Though all my heart-ſtrings ache: 


« Welcome diſeaſe, and ev'ry pain 


That makes the cottage ſhake. 


« Now let the tempeſt blow all round; 
« Now ſwell the ſurges high, 


And beat this houſe of bondage down, 


To let the ſtranger fly. 


4 


c 1 have a manſion built above, 


«+ By the Eternal Hand; 
« And ſhould the earth's old baſis more, 
My heav'nly houſe muſt ſtand. 


( Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour rns 


( long to ſee the God); 
Aud his immortal ſtrength ſuſtains 
The courts that coſt him blood!“ 


Herb, from on high my Saviour calls: 
'f come, my Lord, my Love:“ 
8 breaks the priſon w alls, 
Aad fpceds my W; remove, 


$ 274. The Cod of Thunder Warrs. 


O THE immenſe, the amazing height, 
The boundleſs grandeur of our God 
Who treads the worlds beneath his feet, 


And ſways the nations with his nod! 


* 


* 
% 


| Well, let the nations ſtart and fl 


| When flame and noiſe torment the air. 
| | Let noiſe and flame confound the ſkies, 
And drown the ſpecious realms below, 


| . And ſend our loud Hoſannas through, 


Thus ſhall the God our Saviour come, 


| Ye glorious ſtorms prepare his way. 


I Tell all the ſand the ocean laves, 
{| Tell all its changes, all its waves ; 


Be this aſtoniſhing account 


1 Where 


| | From Adam to the preſent hour; 


Without one cypher in the ſcore; 


For this e. — 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 


EXTRACTS. 
He ſpeaks; and lo, all nature/ſhakes : 
ien everlaſtin ng pillars bow; 


He\rends the clouds with hideous cracks, 
And ſhoots his fiery arrows through, | 


Boox I. 


At the blue lightning's horrid glare ! 
Atheiſts and emperors ſhrink and die, 


Vet will we ſing the Thund'rer's praiſe, 


Celeſtial King, thy blazing pow'r 
Kindles our hearts to flanung joys; 
We ſhout to hear thy thunders roar, 
And echo to our Father's voice. 


And lightnings round his chariot play ! 
Ye lightnings fly to make him room; 


$ 276. Ox. Etermiy. GisBONe. | 
HAT is eternity? Can aught _ 
Paint its duration to the thought ? = 
Tell ev'ry beam the ſun emits, = 
When in ſublime noon he fits; ¼ 
Tell ev'ry light wing'd mote that ſtrays 
Within its ample round of rays; 
Tell all the leaves and all the buds 
| That crown the garden, fields, and woods 3 
Tell all the ſpires of graſs the meads 33 
Produce, when ſpring propitious leads 
The new-born year; tell all the drop 
That night, upon their bended ad 
Sheds in ſoft filence, to diſplay 
Their beauties with the riſing day; 


Or tell with more laborious pains, 
The drops its mighty maſs contains; 


Augmented with the full amount 

Of all the drops the clouds have ſhed, 
c their wat'ry fleeces ſpreads | 

Throꝰ all time's long protracted tourt 


_\—— the ſum, nor can it vie 
| With the more num'rous years that lie 
 Emboſom'd in Eternity. 

Was there a belt that could contain 
In its vaſt orb the earth and main 
With figures was it cluſter'd o'er, 


And would your lab'ring thought affiga 

The total of the — 8 

Ho ſcant th amount? th attempt how vain! | 

To reach duration's endleſs chain ! 

For when as many years are run, 

| Unbounded age is but begun ! 
Attend, O man, with awe divine ; C 


has 


0} 


— | 


Tuo Sir William Trumbal. 


FIRST in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtrains, 

| Norbluſhtoſporton Windſor's bliſsful plains : 

Fair Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred ſpring, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes fing; 
Let vernal airs thro! trembling ofiers play, 

And Albion's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 


Enjoy the glory to be great no more, . 

And carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 

To all the world illuftriouſly are loſt | 

O let my Muſe her ſlender reed infpire, 

Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre: 

So when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 

The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves; 

But charm'd to filence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, 

And all th'aerial audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, 

Two 2 whom love kept wakeful, and the 
Muſe, | | 

Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 

Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 

e dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's fide, 


Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephon thus reply'd : 
| DAPHNIS. 


year how the birds, on 
— joyous muſic wake 
y fit we mute when e 


ar 
When warbling Philomel alu 


bloomy ſpray, 
awning day | 
linnets fing, 


tes the ſpring ? 


5 r. A Paſtoral. In Foar Parts. Pope. 
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| You, that too wiſe for pride, too good for pow'r, i 


Begin, the vales ſhall ev'ry note rebound, 


2 
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Why ſit we ſad when Phoſphor mines ſo clear, 
And laviſh Nature paints the purple year? 
I. STREPHON. 5 XD 
Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While yon flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 
Here the bright crocus and blue vi'let glow ; 
Here weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. _ 
I'll ſtake yon lamb that near the fountain plays, 2 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys. 
Sr = = 3 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines: 


Four figures riſing from the work, appear 
The various ſeaſons of the rolling year; 


| And what is that, which binds the radiant ſky, = 


Where twelve fair figns in beauteous order lie? 
MS. 


| Then ing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing, 


Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorathe ground; - 


- STREPHON, | 
Inſpire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praiſe, 
With Waller's ſtrains, or Granville's moving lays} 
A milk-white Bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, - 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand. 


th 


—.— paPunis — 
O Love ! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 


| 


And make my tongue victorious as her eyes: 
M3 - No 
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But feigns a laugh to ſee me ſearch around, 


And by that laugh the willing fair 9 found, 


Ober golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 


No lambs or ſheep far victims Il impart; | 
Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 

„ . 
Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then, hid in ſhades, eludes her cager ſwain; 


The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green; 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen; 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 


sTREPTHo FW. 


Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield; 


ELEG ANT EXTRACT 1 


Feed here, my lambs, I'll ſeek no diſtant field. 


DAPHNIS. 
| 


ue 


DE | DAMON. 
Ceaſe to contend; for, Daphnis, I decree 


The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee : 


Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in ev'ry grace excel; 
Bleſt mas, whoſe Swains thoſe graces fing 
T 


| Now riſe, and haſte ro yonder woodbine bow'rs, : 
A foft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhow'rs; 


The'turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 


For ſee ! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 


And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhow'rs deſcend. = 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes! YO. . RD 5 


— 
q 


Adareſſed to Dr. Gar th, 


Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
Where dancing ſun-beams on the waters play'd, 


| And verdant alders form'd a quiv'ring ſhade. 


Soft as he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 


Box Hl. 


A Shepherd's Boy (he ſeeks no better name) 


| Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's grovesz - 


«If Sylvia ſmiles, new glories gild the ſhore, 
And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 


More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day ; 


Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hvbla loves; | 


If Windſor-ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 


STREPHON. 3 
All nature mourns, the ſkies releut in ſhow'rs, 
Huſh'd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping 


If Delia ſmile, the low'rs begin to ſpring, ſ flow rsʒ 


The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to fing, 
papHxis, 


All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The ſun's mild luſtre warms the vital air; 


© STREPHON. 

In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; abſent from her ſight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 
= DAFRNIES. 


| Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 


E'en ſpring diſpleaſes when ſhe ſhines not here; 


But, bleſs'd with her, tis ſpring throughout the 


Ver. 
 STREPHON. + + 
Say, Daphnis, ay, in what glad ſoil appears 
A wond'rous — ſacred monarchs — 
Tell me but this, and I'll diſclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueſt to thy Sylvia's eyes. 


iu 5: 

- _ tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 
The Thiſtle ſprings to which the lily yields: 
And then a nobler prize I will refign; 


| The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, 
The Naiads wept in ev'ry wat'ry bow'r, 


g | And Jove conſented in a ſilent 
Cynthus and Hybla yield ro Windfor-ſhade. : 


© RR 


Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, 


| That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; | 
Hear what from Love unpraCtis'd hearts endure, 


From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. 
Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooljng ſtreams, 

Defence from Phoebus”, not from\Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I ſing ; : 


[The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
| The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? 


The bleating ſheep with my complaints agree; 


The ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 


| While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. _ 
Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 


While your Alexis pines in hopeleſs love: 

In thoſc fair fields where ſacred Iſis glides, 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides? 
As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 


| Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat'ry glaſs; 


Bur ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 


Once I was ſkilPd in ev'ry herb that grew, 


And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew z | 
Ah, wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 

| Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſheer : 
But nigh yon mountain let me tune my lays, 


That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 
Inſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in death: 
He faid; Alexis, take this pipe, the ſame 
That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name: 
But now the reeds ſhall hang on yoader tree, 

| For ever ſilent, ſince deſpis d by thee. 


For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 


| Oh! were I made by ſome transforming pow'r 


The captive bird that ſings within thy bow'r ! 


They parch'd with heat, and I inflam'd by thee, | 


To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 


Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. _ 


While op'ning blooms diffuſe their ſweets around, 


Is 


Then 
| 
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Then might my voice thy liſ'ning ears employ, 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives enjoy. . 
And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong: 
The Nymphs, forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their carly fruit and milk-white turtles bring ! 
Each am'rous prefers her gifts in vain, 
On vou their gifts are all beſtow'd again; 
For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, 
And in one garland all their beauties join: 
Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 
In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 
See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear! 
Deſcending Gods have found Ely num here. 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray'd, 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt - ſnade. 1 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the ſilent hours, 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, [bow'rs; 
And crown'dwith corn their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmleſs grove no lurking vapour hides, 
But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no ſweets but you. 
Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 
The moſly fountains, and the green retreats ! 
Where'er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade, 
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| Now ſetting Phœbus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak'd with purple light; 
When tuneful Hylas, with melodious moan, 
Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains 
: groan. | 1 | i 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
To Delia's ear the tender notes convey, 


As ſome ſad turtle his loſt love deplores, 5 
And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding ſhores 


Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. act 
Go, gentle pales, and bear my fighs along! 


| For her, the feather'd quires neglect their long: 


For her, the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 


For her, the lilies hang their heads and die. 


Ve flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring; 

Ye birds that, left by ſnmmer, ceaſe to ſing; 

Ye trees that fade when autumn heats remove, 

Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love ? 
Go, gentle pales, and bear my ſighs away! 

| Curs'd be the fields that caute my Belia's ſtay; 

Fade ev'ry bloſſom, wither ev'ry tree, 

Die ev'ry flow'r, and periſh all, but ſhe. 


What have I ſaid? where'cr my Delia flies, 


Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow'rs ariſe ; - 
Let op'ning roſes knotted oaks adorn, c 
And liquid amber drop from ev'ry thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along! 


Trees, where you fit, ſhall crowd into a ſhade : 
Where'er you tread, the bluſhing flow'rs ſhall 
riſe, - Fg | 
And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. | 
Oh! how J long with you to paſs my days, 
Invoke the Muſes, and reſound your praiſe! 
Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ev'ry grove, 
And winds ſhall waft it to the pow'rs above. 
But would you fing, and rival Orpheus” ſtrain, 
| The wond'ring forcits ſoon ſhould dance again, 
The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 
And headlong fireams hang Ii mag in their fall! 
* Bur ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon- day heat, 
The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat; 
To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove; 
Ye Gods! and is there no relief for love? 
But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends 
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 
On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey; 
By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 


PAS TORAL III. AU TUM N. 


BENEATH the ſhade a ſpreading beech diſplays, 

Hvlas and Egon ſung their rural lays : 

This mourn'd a faithleſs, that an abſent love; 

And Delia's name and Doris' fill'd the grove. 

Ve Mantuannymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; 
Hylas and Egon's rural lays I ſing. 

Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus' wit inſpire, 

he art of Terence, and Menander's fire; 

Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe humour 


charms warms ! 
Whoſe - | 


| Of perjur'd Doris, dying, I complain: 


The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'niug ſong, 


The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 


And ſtreams ro murmur, cre I ceaſe to love.“ 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 

| Not balmy fleep to lab'rers taint with pain, 
Not ſhow'rs-to larks, or ſunthine to the bee, 
Are half ſo charming as thy ſight to me. 

Go, gentle gales, and egy my ſighs away! 
Come, Delia, come; ah, Ry this long delay? 
Thro' rocks and caves the name of Delia ſounds; 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 
Le pow'rs, what pleaſing frenzy ſooths my mind! 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? lay, 
She comes, my Delia comes ! — Now ceaſe my 


| And ccaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away 


Next Egon ſung, while M indſor groves admir'd; 


| Rehearſe, ye Mules, what 1288 255 


Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mouruful firain ! 


Here, where the mountains, leſs'ning as 


Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the ffies ! 


While lab'ring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 


| In their looſe traces from the field retreat: 


Addreſſed to Mr. Wycherley. 1 


While curling ſmokes from village tops are ſeen, 
And the fleet ſhades glide c'cr the duſky green. 
KReſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Beneath yon poplar oft we paſs the day: | 
Oft on the rind I carv'd the am'rous vows, 
While ſhe with garlands hung the bending boughs 
The garlands fade, her vows are worn away; 
So dies her love, and fo my hopes decay. 

Re ſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ftrain ! 


Now golden fruits on loaded branches thine, 


judgment ſways us, ang whoſe humour 
Oh, {kill'd in nature! ſee the hearts of ſwains, 
Their artleſs paflions, and their tender pains. 
| #54 


And grateful cluſters ſwell with floods of wine; 
| Now bluſhing berries pain the yellow grove ; 
Juſt Gods] ſhall all things yield returns but love 
M4 (i Reſound, 


0 
* 


„ 


chey riſe, 5 


Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain 


2 
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Reſound, ve hills- rcſound my mournful lay! 
The ſliepherds cry, Thy flocks are left a prey.” 
Ah! what avails it me the flocks to keep, 
Who loſt my heart while I preſerv'd my ſhecp. 

Pan came, aud aſk'd what magic caus'd my ſimart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart! 
What eves but hers, alas! have pow'r to move! 
Andi is there magic but what dwells in love! 

 Relound, ye hills, re ſound my mournful ſtrains ! 

I' ty from thepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains 3 
From ſhepherds, fiucks, and plains, I may remove, 
PForſake mankind, and all the world—but Love! 
I know thee, Love! on foreign mountains bred, 
Wolves gave thee fuck, and ſavage tigers fed: 
Thou wert from Etna's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 
Reſound, ye hills, rctound my mournful lay! 
Farewell, ye woods, adieu the light of day! 
One leap from vonder cliff thall end my pains ; 
No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains! 
Thus fung the ſhepherds till th'approach of night, 
The kics vet bluthing with departing light, 


And the low fun had lengthen'd ev'ry ſhade. 
PasTORAL IV. WINT E R. 
Jo the Memory of Mrs. Tempeſt, 
og 0 | LYCIDAS. | 
THYRSIS, the muſicof that murm'ring ſpring 
Is not fo mourntul as the trains you fing; 
Nor rivers winding thro' the valcs below, 
So ſweetly warble, or fo ſmocmuy flow. 
Now fleeping flocks on their ſoft fieeccs lie, 
The moon, ſerene in glory, maunts the ſky, 
_ While ſilent birds forget their tuneful lays, 
Oh fing of Daphne's fate and Dapline's praiſe ! 
Fa a, — Mo 
Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt, 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt, 
Here ſhall I try the ſweet Alexis' ſtrain, 

That calizd the liſt' ning Dryads to the plain 
Thames Heard the numbers, as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 

ä 1 LYCIDAS. : FE 

- to — Rind rains their vital moiſture yield, 
And ſwell the future harveſt of the field. 
Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 


And ſaid, Ye ſhepherds, ſing around my grave.“ 


Sing, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 
And with freth bays ber rural ſhrine adorn. 
| THYRSIS. 

Ye gentle Muſes, leave your cryſtal ſpring, 


_ Whenfallingdews with ſpangles deck'dthe glade, 


Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear 


Their faded honours ſcatter'd on her bier. 

See where, on earth, the flow'ry glories hie; 
With her they flouriſh'd, and witn her they die. 
Ah, what avail the beauties nature wore? 
Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more! 
For her the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 
The thirſty heifers ſhun the gliding flood, 
The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan 


In hollow caves ſweet echo filent lies, | 


Now Daphne's dead, and pleaſure is no more! 
No grateful dews deſcend from ev'ning ſkies, 
Nor morning odours from the flow'rs ariſe; 
No rich pertumes refreſh the fruitful field, 
Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent fince her death, 
Lameat the cealing of a fweeter breath ; 5 
Tirmduſtrious bees neglect their golden ſhore! 
Fair Daphne's dead, and ſweetneſs is no more 
No more the mounting larks, while Daphne ſings, 
Shall, lining in mid air, ſuſpend their wings; 
No more the birds ſhall imitate her lays, 


A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear; 

| Bur tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhores 

Fair Daphne's dead, and muſic is no more 
Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze, 

And told in fighs to all the trembling trees ; 


Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood: 
The filver flood, fo lately calm, appears 


The winds, and trees, and floods her death deplore, 


Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 


Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 
Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green 


There, while you reft in Amaranthine bow'rs, 


Or from thoſe meads ſelect unfading flow rs, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 


9 Daphne, our Goddeſs, and our grief no more! | 


LYCIDAS.-- 


| How all things liſten, while thy Muſe complains! | 
duch filence waits on Philomela's ſtrains. | 
In ſome ſtill ev'ning, when the whiſp'ring breeze 


Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees, 

To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 
| If teeming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed. [ give, 
While plants their thade, & flow'rs their odours 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live! 


Let Nymphs and Sylvans o_—_ garlands bring; THYRSIS». 
Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, But ſee, Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews ; 


And break your bows as when Adonis dy'd; 


And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 


Inſcribe a verle on this relenting ſtone : 

Let nature change, let heav'n and earth deplore ; 

Fair Daphae's dead, and Love is now no more.“ 
Tis done, and nature's various charms decay, 


See, Zloomy clouds obſFire the cheerful day! 


2 
* 


* 


Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diſſuſe; 
Sharp Borcas blows, and nature feels decay ; 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey. 
Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams, and groves; 
Adicu, ye ſhepherds, rural lays, and loves; 
Adieu, my flocks; farewell, ye ſylvag crew; 
Daphug, fare well ; and all the world adieu 

4 * . | | og 


In notes more fad than when they ſing their own; 


Silent, or only to her name replies; [ſhore; _ 
Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught the 


Or, huſh'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays; 
| No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear 


The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood. 
Swelld with new paſſion, and o'erflows with tears; 


But fee ! where Daphne, wond'ring, mounts on : 
| Abore the clouds, above the ſtarry ſky ! Thigh, | 


N. 
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| Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids ! 


And where, tho' all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 


* 


Boox II. DID AC TIC, D 
8 2. Windſor-Foreft. Pore. 
To the Rt. Hon. George Lord Lanſdown. 


T foreſts, Windſor! and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch's and the Muſes ſeats, 


Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 
Granville commands; your aid, O Muſes bring! 
What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to fing ! 
The Groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in fong : 


Theſe, were my breaft inſpir'd with equal flame, 


Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 
Here hills and valcs, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſcem to ftrive again 
Not, chaos-like, together cruſh'd and bruis'a, 
But, as the world, harmoniouily confus'd : | 
Where order in variety we ſee, = 


And part admit, and part exclude the day; 
As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs: 


Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades : 
Here, in full light the ruſſet plains extend: 
There, wrapt in clouds, the bluiſh hills aſcend, 
Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes, 
And *midf the deſart fruitful fields ariſe, _ 
That crown'd with tufted trees and fringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles, the fable waſte adorn. | 
Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we « 
The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 
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proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began; 


A mighty hunter, and his prey was man: 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barb'rous name, 


| The fields are ravith'd from th'induſtrious ſwains, 


| | From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes: 


The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd o'er; 
The hollow winds thro” naked temples roarz 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd; 
Ober heaps of ruins ftalk'd the ſtately hind ; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires ; | 
And ſavage howlings fill the facred quires, 
Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 
Th'oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt; 
| Stret-h'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 
And ſerv'd alike his vaſſals and his God. | 
| Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 


| | The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 


But fee, the man who ſpacious regions gave 
A waſte for beaſts, himſelf deny'd a grave! 


_ | Stretch'd on the lawn, his ſecond hope ſurvey, 


At once the chacer, and at once the prey: 
Lo! Rufus, tugyiag at the deadly dart, 


There, interſpers'd in lawns and op'ning elades, | Bleeds in the foreſt, like a wounded hart. 


| Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjects cries, 
| Nor faw diſpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe. f 
Then gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed; 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread; 
| The foreſts wonder'd at th*unuſual grain, =D 
And ſecret tranſport touch'd the conſcious ſwain. 
Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears : 
Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 
Ye vig'rous ſwains ! while youth ferments your 


While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, | And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood, (blood, 


And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn. 


Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 
4 grace his tow'ring height, 


Tho Gods affemble 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 


Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe gods appear. 


See Pan with flocks; with fruits Pomona crown'd; 


Here Ceres gifts in waving proſpect ſtand, 
And, nodding, tempt the joyful reaper's hand; 
Rich Induftry fits ſmiling on the plains, 


And Peace and Plenty tell, 2 Stuart reigns. 


Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, . 


A dreary defart, and a gloomy waſte ; 


To favage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey; 
And kings more furious and ſevere than they 


VM ho claĩm'd the ſkies, diſpeopled air and floods, 


The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves 
(For wiſer krutes were backward to be ſlaves). 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obgy'd, 
And ev'n the elements a tyrant ſway'd ? 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwell'd the teeming grain, 
Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in 
van; . 


The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 


And famiſh'd dies amidſt his ripep'd fields. 

What wonder then, a beaſt or fübject ſlain 
— crimes in a deſpotic reign ? 

Both, doom'd alike, for ſportive tyrants bled; 


But while the ſubject ſtarv d, the Leaſt was fed. 
| | | * | | 


ot 


Nor yet, when moiſt Arcturus clouds the ky 


Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, 
Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 
Panting with hope, he tries the furro&'d grounds; 


Here bluſhing Flora paints th'enamell'd ground; | But when the tainted gales the game betray, 


Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
Secure, they truſt th'unfaithful field beſet, _ 
Till, hov'ring o'er'em, ſweeps the ſwelling net, 
Thus (if ſmalhthings we may with great compare) 

When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, | bleſt, 
| Some thoughtleſs town, with eafe and plenty 


| | Near and more near the cloſing lines inveſt; 


1 they ſeize thꝰamaz'd. defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 
See! from the brake the whirring pheaſant 
— 
And mounts, exulting, on triamphant wings : 
Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground, 
Ah! what avail his gloſſy varying dyes, - 
His purple creſt, and ſcarlet ciel eyes ! 
The vivid green his ſhining es unfold, 
His painted wings, an that flames with 
gold | | 


The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 

To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair 

And trace the mazes of the circling hare: # 
83 & (Haaſts 


* 


And makes his trembling ſlaves the roval game. | 


170 
(Beaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow beaſts purſue, 


And learn of man each other to undo) | roves, 
With flaught'ring guns th'unwearied fowler 


Where doves in flocks the leatleſs trees o'crſhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye 
Straight a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen ſky: 
Off, as in airy rings they ſkim the heath, | 
The clam'rous lapwings feel the leaden death: 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 
They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 
In genial ſpring, beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 
Where cooling vapours breath along the mead, 
The patient fither takes his ſilent ſtand, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand « 
Wich looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork and bending reed, 
Our plenteous ſtreams a various race ſupply, 
The bright-ey'd perch, with fins of Tyrian dye, 
The filver eel, in ſhining volumes roll'd, 
The yellow carp, in ſcales bedrop'd with gold, 
Swift trouts, diverſify'd with crimſon ſtains, . 
And pykes, the tyrants of the war'ry plains, 
Now Cancer glows with Phœbus' fiery car: 
The vouth ruth cager to the ſylvan war, 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreft walks ſurround, 
Rouſe the fleet hart, ang cheer the op'ning hound. 
h'jmpatient courſer pants in ev'ry vein, 
And, pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 
Hills, vales, and 19 appear already croſs'd, 
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And, ere he ftarts; a thouſand ſteps are loſt, 
Sec the bold youth ftraia up the threat'ning ſteep, 
Ruſh thro? the thickets, down the valleys ſweep, 
Hang o'er their courſers heads with eager ſpeed ; 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying ſteed. 
Let old Arcadia boaſt her ample plain, 
TPimmortal huntreſs, and her virgin-train; 
Nor envv, Windfor !” fince thy ſhades have ſeen 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen; 
Whaſe care, like her's, protects the ſylvan reign; 
The Earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the main. 
Here too, tis ſung, of old Diana ftray'd, _ 
Aud Cynthus' top forſook for Windſor ſhade; 
Here was ſhe ſeen o'cr airy waſtes to rove, 
Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the'pathteſs grove; 
Here, arm'd with/filver bows, in early dawn, 
Her buſkin'd virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. 
Above rhe reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the Fair Lodona nam'd; 
—(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, laſt.) 
The Muſe ſhall ſing, and what ſhe ſings ſhall 
Scarce could the Goddeſs from her Nymph be 
kann: 8 
But by the creſcent, and the golden zone, 
She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care; 
A belt her waift, a fillet binds her hair; 
A pointed quiver, on her ſhoulder ſounds, 
And with her dart the ane deer ſne wounds. 
It chanc'd, as, eager of the chace, the maid 
Beyond the foreſt's verdaut limits ſtray'd, 
Pan ſaw and lov'd; and, burning with deſire, 
Purſu'd her flight; her flight increas'd his fre. 
Not half fo ift the trembling doe can fly, 
Vun tie fierce eagle cleaves the liquideſky ; 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


When froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves, 


In vain on father Thames ſhe ca 


„Ah Cynthia! ah—tho' bani 


Not Neptune's ſelf from all her ſtreams receives 


" # 


SP 


Book IL 


| Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 
When thro? the clouds he drives the trembling 


. doves, | | IE: 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, 

| Or as the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 
Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the nymph appears; 
Now cloſe behind, his ſounding ſteps ſhe hears ; 

And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 


His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun; F 


And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
ls for aid, 
Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. ¶ vain; 
Faint, breathleſs, thus the — pray'd in 
from thy train, 
Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, FR 
My native thades—there weep, and murmur 


She ſaid, and melting as in tears the lay, [ there.“ 


In a ſoft ſilver ſtream diſſolv'd away. 
The filver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 


| For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 


Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 

And bathes the foreſt where ſhe rang'd before, 

In her chaſte current oft the Goddeſs laves, 

And with celeſtial tears augments the waves. 

Oft in her glats the muſing ſhepherd ſpies 

The I mountains and the downward 
ies; „„ | 

The wat'ry landſkip of the pendant woods, 

And abſent trees that tremble in the floods ; 


In the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 


And floacing foreſts paint the waves with green; 
Thro' the fair ſcene roll ſlow the ling'ring ſtreams, 
Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the 
| Thames. | 7 | 
Thou, too, great father of the Britiſh floods! 


| With joyful pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods; 
| Where tow'ring oaks REIT growing honours rear, 
0 


And future navies on thy ſhores appear, _, 


A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives. 
No Teas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 

No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring fo clear; 
Nor Po fo ſwells the fabling poet's lays, - 


| While led along the ſkies his current ſtrays, 


As thine, which viſits Windſor's fam'd abodes, 


| To grace the manſion of our earthly Gods: 


Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhow, _ 


| | Like the bright beauties on thy banks below; 


Where Jove, ſubdu'd by mortal paſſion till, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 
Happy the man whom this bright court ap- 
proves, 5 EE 
His ſov'reign favours, and his country loves: 
Happy next him, who to theſe ſhades retires, 


| Whom nature charms, and whom the Muſe in- 


ſpires : 


| Whom humbler joys of home-felt quict pleaſe, 


Succeſhve ſtudy, exerciſe, and caſe. 


He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 


And of their fragrant phyſic ſpoils the fields: 
With chemic arts exalts the min'ral poggrs, 
And draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs : 

Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 


[Per figur'd worlds now travels with his eye = 
| 7 4. 
5 


4 4 


p“ 


Here his firſt lays majeſtic Denham ſung; 


Are theſe reviv'd? or is it Granville ſings? 


And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies; 


Matchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance: 


| What kings firſt breath'd"upon her winding ſhore, 


Book IT. 
Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages oer: 
Or wand'ring thoughtful in the ſilent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wiſe and good. 
T'obſerve 2 mean, be to himſelf a friend, 

To follow nature, and regard his end; _ 
Or looks on heav'n with more than mortal eyes, 
Bids his free ſoul expatiate in the ſkies, 
Amid her kindred ſtars familiar roam, 
Survey the region, and confeſs her home! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd, 
Thus Atticus and Trumbal thus retir'd. 

Ve ſacred Nine! that all my foul poſſeſs, 
Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 
The bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens ; 
To Thames's banks with fragrant breezes fill, 
Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Hill. 
{On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 
While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall | 
1 ſeem thro' conſecrated walks to rove, | flow.) 
J hear ſoft muſic die along the grove: 

Led by the found, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
By god-like poets venerable made: | 


There the laſt numbers flow'd from Cowley's 
O early loſt ! what tears the river ſhed tongue. 
When the ſad pomp along his banks was led! | 
His drooping ſwans on ev'ry note expire, 
And on his willows hung each Muſe's E. 
| Since Fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heav'nly voice, 
No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice ; 
Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cowley 
„ rung ; 
His living harp, and lofty Denham ſung ? | 
But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings! 


Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 
And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats; 
To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes, _ 
To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 
Make Windfor hills in lofty numbers riſe, 


To fing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
And add new luſtre to her filver ſtar. 

Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 
Surrey—the Granville of a former age: 


In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 
To the ſame notes, of love and ſoft deſire: 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
Then fill'd the groves, as heav'nly Mira now. 
Oh! Keg thou ſing what heroes Windſor 
re | 


Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 

In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains ! 

With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 
etch his long triumphs down thro? ev'ry age. 

Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious 

The lilies blazing on the regal ſhield: field, 

Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
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Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
And,bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear, . 
Let ſofter ſtrains ill- fated Henry mourn, 
And palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 


| Here Oer the M artyr King the marble weeps, 
I ůAAnud faſt, beſide him, once- fear d Edward ſleepfs: 
Whom not th'extended Albion could contain, 


From old Belerium to the northern main, 
The grave unites; where e' en the great find reſt, 


And blended lie th'oppreſſor and th'oppreſt 


Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known 


- | (Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone) : - 
Oh fact accurs'd! what tears has Albion ſhed! 
Heav'ns, what new wounds!—and how her old 


have bled ! = 


She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 
Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 
A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, | 


Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars. 7 

At length great Anna ſaid,—* Let diſcord ceaſe l 

She ſaid, the world obey'd, and all was peace! 
In that bleſt moment, from his oozy bed, 


Old father Thames advanc'd his rev'rend head 6H 
His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 


His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam: 


His ſwelling waters and alternate tides; | 
The figur'd ſtreams in waves of filver roll'd, 
And on her banks Auguſta roſe in gold; 
Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood, 
Who ſwell'd with tributary urns his flood! _ 
Firſt, the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 
The winding Iſis and the fruitful Thame: 


| The Kennet ſwift, for ſilver cels renown'd; ; 
| The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd; 
| Cole, whoſe dark ſtreams his flow'ry iſlands lave; 
| And chalkey Wey, that rolls a milky wave: 


The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears; 


| The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears; ; 
|] And ſullen Mole, that hides his diving flood; 
And ſilent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood, 


High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd 


| (His ſea-green mantle waving with the wind) 
| The God appear'd : he turn'd his azure eyes 
| Where Windſor domes and pompous turrets 


riſe! | 


| | Then bow'd and ſpoke; the winds forget to roa, 
And the huth'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore. - 
Hail, facred Peace! hail, long-expeQted days, 


That Thames's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſe! 
Tho? Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 
Tho” foaming Hermus ſwells with tides of 


And harveſts on a hundred realms beftows; 
Theſe now no more ſhall be the Muſe's themes, 
Loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 
Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine ; 

Let barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile train; 

Be mine the bleſſings of a peaceful rei 


Red Iber's ſands, or Iſter's foaming flood: 
Safe on my ſhore, each unmoleſted ſwain 


leave inanimate the naked wall, 


m 


Shall tend the flccks, or reap the bearded grain; 
| The 


”» 


— ——— tree ene 


Grav'd on his urn appear'd the Moon, that guides | 


, . 
From heav'n itſelf tho? ſeven-fold Nilus flows, 


No more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh bloo4 
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And arms employ'd on birds and beaſts alone. 
Behold! th'aſcending villas on my fiddle 

Project long ſhadows o'er the cryſtal tide. | 
Behold! Auguſta's glitt'ring ſpires increaſe, 
And temples riſe, the beauteous works of peace. | 7 0 | 
| $3- TwoCheruſſes to the Tragedy of Brutus. 


And . 4 — ruſh into thy floods, 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her crots diſplay, | 
To the bright regions of the rifing day : 


Or under ſoutherp: ſkies exalt their fails, 


The coral redn, and the ruby glow, 
The pearly ſhell its lucid globe infold, 


Peru once more a race of kings behold, 


2 There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 


And gaſping Furies thirſt for blood in vain. 


Paints the green foreſts and the flow'ry plains, 


| poſed, to ſupply as many wanting in his play. 
- Bonencini, aud performed at Buckingham-houſe. 


mT ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


- The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace wo | 
Of war or blood, but in the ſylvan chace; [. blown, 


The trumpet ſleep, while cheerful horns are 


1 fee, I fee, where two fair cities bend _ 
Their ample bow, a new M hitchall aſcend! _ 


There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 
The warid's great oracle in times to come 
There kings ſhall ſue, and ſuppliant ſtates be ſeen 

Once more to bend before a Britiſh queen. 


Thy trees, fair Windſor! now ſhall leave their 
woods, 5 


Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer ſlames glow round the frozen pole: 


and borne by ſpicy gales! 
ſhall bleed, and amber flow; 


And Phœbus warm the rip'ning ore to gold. 


The time ſhall come, when, free as ſeas or wind, 

VUnbounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind ; 

Whole nations eater with cach ſwelling ride, 
And ſeas but join the regions they divide; 
Earth's diſtant ends our glory ſhall bchold, 


And the new world launch forth to ſeck the old. 
Then ſhips of uncouth form thall ſtem the tide, 
And feather'd people crowd my wealthy fide, 
And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 


Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire! | 


© Oh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace ! from ſhore to | 


ſhore, VVV 
Till Conqueſt ceaſe, and Slav'ry be no more; 
Till the freed Indians in their native groves 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their ſable loves; 


And other Mexicos be roof'd with gold. 
Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 


In brazen bonds ſhall barb'rous diſcord dwell: | 

Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 

And mad Ambition ſhall attend her there: | 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, | 


Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires: 


Perſecution mourn her broken wheel: 
ere Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 


Here ceaſe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days: 


The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verſe recite, | 


And bring the ſcenes of op'ning fate to light: 


| War, horrid war, your thoughtleſs walks invades 
| And ſteel now EIT IN Muſes ſhades, 


Where Peace deſcending bids her olives ſpring, 
And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing, 
Ev'n I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent ſhade with empty praiſe; 
Enough for me, that to the lining ſwains 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains. 


5 Dor, 
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YE ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought ; 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught: 


| Where 2 viſions Plato fir'd, 


And Epicurus lay inſpir'd! | 
In vain your guiltl»{s laurels ſtood 
Vnſpotted long with human blood. 


4 


2 


7 ANTISTROPHE J. ; 
Oh heav'n-born ſiſters! ſource of art! 
* Who charm the ſenſe or mend the heart; 
Who lead fair Virtue's train along, 
Moral Truth and myſtic Song! 
To what new clime, what diſtant ſky, 
Forſaken, friendleſs, ſhall ye fly? 


Ee 3+ | n,, 
When Athens ſinks by fates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſt ; 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoſt ſhore 

Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtranger's gore; 
See Arts her ſavage ſons controul, 
And Athens riſing near the pole! 


: Till ſome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 


And civil madneſs tears them from the land. 


„ © ANTISTROPHE I. ” 
Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the ball! 
Freedom and arts together fall; 
Fools grant whate' er Ambition craves, 
And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 
Oh curs'd effects of civil hate, 
In ev'ry age, in ev'ry ſtate! - | 
Still, when the luſt of tyrant pow'r ſucceeds, 
Some Athens periſhes, ſome Tully bleeds. 


' CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 


SEMICHORUS. 


OH, Tyrant Love! haſt thou poſſeſt 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breaft ? 
Wiſdom and Wit in vain reclaim, 


My humble Muſey in unambitious ſtrains, 


+4 


And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. 


by” + Altered from Shakefpear by the Duke of Buckingham, at whoſe defire theſe two Choruſſes were com- 
They were ſet, many years afterwards, by the famous 


Love, 


Boox Ir, 


Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore > 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 


Boi 


Bl 
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Love, ſoft intruder, enters here; 
But ent' ring learns to be ſincere. 
Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves; 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 


Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame defire, 1 


Which Nature has impreſt? 5 
Why, Nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
7 mild and gen'rous breaſt? 


fe CHORUS. 
| Love's purer flames the Gods a prove 3 ; 
The Gods and Brutus bend to love; 
Brutus for abſent Portia fighs, 
And ſterner Caſſius melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is looſe love? A tranſient guſt, 
Fpent in a ſudden ſtorm of luſt; 
A vapour, fed from wild defire, 
Aw — ſelf-conſuming fire. - 
But H 7 s kinder flames unite, 
Crate us cold Cynthia fi ligh 
aſte as co thia's v 6, 
Productive as the Sun. * 


sEMichokus. 


5 oh, ſource of ev'ry ſocial tye, 
United wiſh, and mutual joy! 
What various joys on one attend, | 
As ſon, as father, brother, huſband, friend ! 
Whether his hoary fire he ſpies, 
While thouſand grateful thou ghts ariſe 3 
Or meets his — s fonder eye; 
Or views his progeny; | | 
What tender —_ ks their turns! 
What home-felt raptures move! 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 


With rev 'rence, hope, and love. 
| CHORUS. 
Hence, vilty j joys, diſtaſtes, farmiles ; 3 


Hence, falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes; 
Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurpriſes ; | 
Fires that ſccrch,.yet dare not ſhine ; 
Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, ED 
_ Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure ; 
Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure ; _ 
| Sacred Hymen | theſe are thine, 


—— 
3 8 4. Ode on Solitude*, Pore. 
2 HAPPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound ; 
5 Content to breathe his native air, | 
In his own ground. | 
Whole herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
— Whoſe flocks ſupply bim with attire, 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 
Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 


Hours, days, and years ſlide ſoft away; 
In health of bedy, peace of mind, 


Quiet by day. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, ke. 
| | Sound ſleep by n 


d 
- | Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ſtri fir; 
| And let me languith into life ! 


| 
3 
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” ; ſtudy and eaſe, | 
Together mix'd ; ſweet recreation! 
Andi — which moſt does pleaſe. 
| With meditation. 


| Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die; - 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
| Tell where I __ 


ry Th Dying creo, Soul. Pore. 


O D E. 


N | VITAL ſpark of heay' nly fone | | 


Quit, oh quit this mortal frame! 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 


ife, 


| 


Hark! they whiſper ; angels fax, 
_ Siſter Spirit come away! 5 
What is this abſorbs me quite? : 
Steals m ſenſes, ſhuts my fight, _ 
{ Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath > 


| Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death? 


The world recedes; it diſappears 

] Heav'n opens on my eyes! my ears 

. With ſounds ſeraphic ring: | 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! 1 ay) 


'10 Grave ! where is thy victory? 


| © Death! where is thy ting? 


$ 6. 4 Efa ay on on Criticiſm. Porz. 


T hard to ſay, if greater want of Kill 
Appear in writing, or in judging ill; 
But, of the two, leſs dang'rous is — - 


I. To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 


| Some few in that, but numbers err in this; 
| Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs, 
A fool might once himſelf alone expoſe; 


| Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. _ 
I. Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
| Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own. 

In Poets, as true Genius is but rare, 


True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's ſhare ; 


Both muſt alike from Heav'n derive their light, | 


Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
And cenſure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, tis true; 

But are not Critjcs to their judgment too ? 

Yet, if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
Moſt have the ſeeds of judgment in their mind: 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm'ring light; 

The lines, tho touch'd but faintly, are drawnri right. 
But as the ſlighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trac'd, 
Is by ill colouring but the more diſgrac d, 
| So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac'd. 
| Some are bewilder'd in the maze of ſchools, 
1 And ſome made coxcombs Nature meant but focls. 
| - | | x 


© This was a very early production of our Author, written at about twelve years old. 


* 


WA 
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In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, Hear how learn'd Greece heruſeful rules indites, 
And then turn Critics in their own defence: | When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights: 
Each burns alike, who can or cannot write, | High on Parnaſfus' top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, 

Or with a Rival's or an Eunuch's ſpite. | And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod; 
All fools have {till an itching to deride, [Held from afar, aloft, th'immortal prize, | 
And fain would be upon the laughing fide, | And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe. | 
If Mevius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpight, Juſt precepts thus from great examples givn, 


There are who judge ſtill worſe than he can write. She drew from them what they deriv'd from 
Some have firſt for Wits, then Pocts paſt, The gen'rousCritic fann'd the Poet'sfire,[ Heav'n. 
Turn'd Critics next, and prov'd plain fools at laſt. And taught the world with reaſon to admire. _ 
Some neither can for Wits nor Critics paſs; Then Criticiſm, the Muſe's hand-maid prov'd, | 
As heavy mules are neither horſe nor aſs, | Todreſs hercharms, and make her more betlov'd : 
Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, num'rous in our iſle, | But following wits from that intention ſtray'd, 
As half-form'd inſects on the banks of Nile; Who could not win the miſtreſs woo'd the maid z 
Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, | Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd ; 
Their generation's ſo equivocal : VʃwT Suretohatemoſtthe men from whom they learn d. 
To tell em would a hundred tongues require, | So modern Pothecaries taught the art, 
Or one vain. wit's, that might a hundred tire, | By Doctors bills, to play the Doctor's part 
But you who ſeek to give and merit fame, | Bold in the practice of miſtaken rules, | 
And juſtly bear a Critic's noble name, Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters · fools. 
Be fure yourſelf and your own reach to know, | Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey; 
How far your genius, taſte, and learning go; | Nortime nor months e'er ſpoil'd fo much as they: 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, Some drily plain, without invention's aid, 
And mark that point where ſenſe and dulneſs meet. Write dul receipts how poems may be made. 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, Theſe leave the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay; 
And wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit. And thoſe explain the meaning quite away. 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, ] You then whoſe judgment the right courſe. 
In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plain | would ſteer, 3 | | 


— 


Thus in the ſoul, while memory prevails, Know well each Antient's proper character: 
The ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; [His Fable, Subject, ſcope in ev'ry page; 
Where beams of warm imagination play, Religion, Country, genius of his age: 
The memory's ſoft figures melt away. Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 
One ſcience only will one genius fit; JCavil you may, but never criticize. 
So vaſt is art, ſo narrow human wit: IBBe Homer's works your ſtudy and delight; 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, - | Read them by day, and meditate by night : 
But oft in thoſe confin'd to ſingle parte. [Thence form your judgment, thence your max 
Like kings, we loſe the conquetts gain'd before, | ims bring, EE TE 5 
Buy vain ambition ſtill to make them more: And trace the Muſes upward to their ſpring, 


Each might his ſervile province well command, | Still with itſelf eompar'd his text peruſe 
Would all but ſtoop to what they underſtand, And let your comment he the Mantuan Muſe. 

Firſt follow Nature, and your judgment frame | When firſt young Maro in his boundleſs mind, 
By her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame ; A work — immortal Rome deſign' d. 


Vnerring Nature, ſtill divinely bright, [Perhaps he ſeem'd above the Critic's law, 
One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, And but from Nature's fountains ſcorn'd to draw: 
Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart; | But whenr'examine ev'ry part he came, 
Alt once the ſouree, and end, and teſt of Art, | Nature and Homer were, he found, the fame. 


Works without ſhow, and without pomp preſides: | And rules as ftrift his labour'd work confine, 
In ſome fair body thus th'informing ſoul © | As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line. | 

Wich ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, | Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem ; 

Each motion guides, and ev'ry nerve ſuſtains; | To copy nature is to copy them. | 


Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides; | Convinc'd, amaz'd, he cheeks the bold defign ; } | 


Itſelf unſeen, but in th*effefts remains. | Some beauties yet no precepts can declare; 
Some, to whom Heav'n in wit has been profuſe, | For there's a happineſs as well as care. | 
Want as much more, to turn it to its uſe; Muſic reſembles Poetry ; in each - | 
For wit and judgment often are at ſtrife, I ůAre nameleſs graces Which no methods teach, 
Tho' meant each other's aid, like man and wife. And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 
*Tis more to guide, than ſpur the Muſe's ſteed; If, where the rules not far enough extend 
Refrain his fury, than provoke his ſpecd : (Since rules were made but to promote their end) 
The winged courſer, like a gen'rous horſe, Some lucky Licence anſwer to the full 
Shows moſt true mettle when you x wary his courſe, | Th'intent propos'd, that Licence is a rule. 
Thoſe rules of old diſcover'd, not devis'd, Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 
Are Nature ſtill, but Nature methodiz'd: | May boldly deviate from the common track. 


Nature, like liberty, is but reſtrain'd Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 
By the lame laws which tirkk herielf ordain'd. | Aud riſc to faults true Critics dare not _ J 
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From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 
And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art; 
Which, without paſſing thro? the judgment, gains 
The heart, and all irs end at once attains. 
In proſpects thus, ſoine objects pleaſe our eyes, 
Which out of nature's common order riſe, 
The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 
But tho! the Antients thus their rules invade 
(As kings diſpente with laws themſelves have | 
| Moderns, beware! or if you muſt offend [ made) | 
Againſt the precept, ne'er tranſgreſs its end 
Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need; 
And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead. 
The Critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, | 
Scizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 
I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous 
thoughts „„ 3 
Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults. 
Some figures monſtrous and miſ-ſhap'd appear, 
Conſider'd fingly, or beheld too near; 0 
Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 
Due diſtance reconciles to form and grace. 
A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 
His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 
But with th'occaſion and the place comply, _ 
Conceal his force ; nay, ſeem ſometimes to fly. 
| Thoſe oft are ſtratagems which errors ſeem; 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. | 
Still green with bays cach ancient Altar ſtands, 
Above the reach of ſacrilegious hands; | 
Secure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 
Deſtructive War, and all-involving Age. 
See fromeach clime the learn'd their incenſe bring! 
Hear, in all tongues conſenting Pæans ring 
In praiſe fo juſt let ev'ry voice be join'd, 
And fili the gen'ral chorus of mankind. 
Hail, Bards triumphant ! born in happier 
Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe! * 
Whoſe honours with increaſe of ages grow, 
As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow ; 
Nations unborn your mighty names ſhall ſound, 
And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found ! 
O may ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 
The laſt the meaneſt of your ſons inſpire ¶ flights; 
(That on weak wings, from far, purſues your 
Clou while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 
To teach vain Wits a ſcience little known ; 
 T'admire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their own! 
Of all the cauſes which conſpire to blind 
Maa's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 
What the weak head with ſtrongeſt bias rules, 
Is Pride, the never failing vice of fools. 
Whatever Nature has in worth deny'd, 
She gives in large recruits of needleſs Pride; 
For as in bodies, thus in fouls, we find [wind : 
What wants in blood and ſpirits, fwell'd with 
Pride, where Wir fails, ſteps in to our defence, 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe. 
once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day. 
Truſt not yourſelf ; but your defects to kribw, 
ake uſe of ev'ry friend—and ev'ry foe. 
A little learning is a dang'rous thing; 


N 


| 


days; 


And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt 
| Bur, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey _ 


Hill pope hl tires our wand'ring eyes, 
epo 


With the ſame ſpirit that its author writ: 


But in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly low, Q 

| That ſhunning faults, one quiet tc:or keep; 
We cannot blame indeed—but we may ſleep, 


Is not th'exaCtneſs of peculiar parts: 


(The world's juſt wonder, and ev'n thine, O 
No fingle parts unequally ſurpriſe; [Rome l) 
All comes united to th'admiring eyes; 


No monſtro 
The whole once 1s bold and regular. 


In ev'ry work regard the writer's end, ö 
Since none can compaſs more than they intend z 
And if the means be juſt, the conduct true, 


Moſt Critics, fond of ſome ſubſeryient art, 
Still make the Whole depend upon a Part: 


. 
As e'er could Dennis, of the Grecian ſtage ; 


„What! leave the Combat out?” exclaims the 


Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian ſpring : 


Les, or we mult renounce the Stagyrite. Knight; 
4 | *. | 5 64 Nat | 


There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely ſobers us again. | 
Fir'd at firſt fight with what the Muſe imparts, 
In fearleſs youth we tempr the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind, 
Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind; 
But more advanc'd, behold with ſtrange ſurprife 
New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience rife! 
So pleas'd at firſt, the tow'ring Alps we try, 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the ſky; 
Th'eternal ſnows appear already paſt, | = 
2 


The growing labours of the lengthen'd way; 


Hills pe 


zer hills, and*Alps on Alps ariſe ! 
A perfect 


dge will read each work of Wit 


Survey the whole, nor ſeek flight faults to find 
Where nature moves, aud rapture warms the. 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, mind; 
The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 


In Wit, as Nature, what affects our hearts 


Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
But the joint force and full reſult of all. 
Thus when we view ſome well proportion'd dome 


| [pear ; 
height, or breadth, or length ap- 


Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be. 


Applauſe, in ſpite of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, 
T'avoid great errors, muſt the leſs commit; 
Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, 
For not to know ſome trifles is a praiſe. 


They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all to one lov'd folly ſacrifice. 5 

Once one a time, La Mancha's Knight, they ſay, 
A certain Bard encount'ring on the way, 3 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 


Concluding all were deſp' rate ſots and fools 
Who durſt depart from Ariſtotle's rules. 

Our Author, happy in a judge ſo nice, ¶ vice : 
Produc'd his play, and begg'd the Knight's ad - 
Made him obſerve the ſubject and the plot, 
The manners, paſſions, unities ; what not? 
All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a Combat in the lifts left out. 
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« Not ſo, by heav'n (he anſwers in a rage) 
« Knights, *{quices, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the 
7 ſtage.” | Oe | 
So vaſt a throng the ſtage can ne'er contain, 
« Then build a new, or act it in a plain,” 
Thus Critics of leſs judgment than caprice, 
Curious, not knowing, not exact, but nice, 
Form ſhort ideas ; and offend in arts 
(As moſt in manners) by a love to parts. 
Some to Conceit alone their taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry line; 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing's juſt or fit ; 
One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. | 
Poets, like painters, thus, unſkill'd to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with ornaments their want of art. 
True wit is Nature to advantage dreſs'd; 
What oft was thought, but ne'er ſowellexpreſs'd ; 
Something, whoſe truth convinc'd at fight we 
That gives us back the image of our mind. | find, 
As ſhades more ſwectly recommend the light, 
So modeſt plainneſs ſets off ſprightly wit. 
For works may have more wit than does em 
As bodies periſh thro! exceſs of blood. {| good, 
Others for language all their care expreſs, 
And value books, as women men, for dreſs : 
Their praiſe is ſtill, —The ſtyle is excellent; 
The Senſe, they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves; and where they moſt 
N abound, DE | | 
Much fruit of ſenſe bencath is rarely found. 
Falſe eloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs, 
Its gaudy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place; 
The face of Nature we no more ſurvey ; 
All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: 
But true Expreſſion, like th'unchanging Sun, 
Clears and improves whate'er it ſhines upon; 
It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 
Expreſſion is the dreſs of thought, and ſtill 
Appears more decent as more ſuitable ; 
A vile conceit in pompous words expreſs'd, 
Is like a clown in regal 2 nds: 
For diff rent ſtyles with difl*rent ſubjects ſort, 


| 


As ſev'ral garbs with country, town, and court. 
Some, by old words, to fame have made pretence; 
Antients in phraſe, mere moderns in their ſenſe : 
Such labour'd nothings, in fo 3 a ſtyle, 
Amaze th'unlearn'd, and make the learned ſmile. 
- Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the play, : bs 
Theſe ſparks, with aukward vanity, diſplay 
What the ſine gentleman wore yeſterday ; 
And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, | 
As apes our grandfires, in ther doublets dreſt. 
In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold; 
Alike fantaſtic, if too new or olct. 
Be not the firſt by whom the new are try'd, 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. 
But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong; 
And ſmooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong: 
In the bright Muſe, tho thouſand charms conſpire, 
Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire; 
Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, | 


_—— 


— 1 - . 
Not mend their minds, as ſume to church repair; 


Perſians and Grecks like turns o 
And the world's victor ſtood ſubdu'd by ſound! 
| The pow'r of muſic all our hearts allow, 


| 


EXTRACTS. 


Tho' oft the ear the open vowels tire; 

| While expletives their feeble aid do join; 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line: 
While they ring round the ſame unvary'd chimes, 
With ſure returns of ſtill expected rhymes ; 


: | Where'er you find“ tlie cooling weſtern breeze, 


In the next line, “it whiſpers thro” the trees: 
If cryſtal ſtreams © with pleaſing murmurs creep,” 
he reader's thlreatenꝰd ( not in vain) with * ſicep.” 


1 hen, at the laſt and only couplet fraught 
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| Theſe equal ſyllables alone require, 


With ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 


A needleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, [alony. 


| Thar, like a wounded ſnake, drags it flow length 
| Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and 


know 


Where Deaham's ſtrength and Waller's ſweet- 
True caſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 
As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance. 
Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 
The ſound muſt ſeem aa echo to the ſenſe : 

Soft is the ſtrain when zephyr gently blows, _ 
And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flow sz 
Bur when loud ſurges laſh the ſounding ſhore, 


The hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like the torrent 


| roar. ___ [throw 
When Ajax ſtrives ſome rock's vaſt weight to 
The line too labours, and the words move flow : 
Not fo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 


| Flies o'er th'unbending corn, and Kims along 


the main. 


Hear how Timotheus“ vary'd lays ſurpriſe, 


And bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe ! 


| While, at each change, the fon of Libyan Jovre 
Now burns with glory, wig then melts with . 


Now hp fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 
Now ſighs ſical out, and tears begin to flow: 
e nature found, 


And what Timotheus was is Dryden now. 
Avoid extremes; and ſhun the fault of ſuch 
Who ſtill are plcas'd too little or too much. 
At ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence; 
That hs s ſhews great pride, or little ſenſe : 


\ | Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 


Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. 
Ver let not each gay turn thy rapture move; 
For fools admire, but men of ſenſe appgve: 
As things ſeem large which we thro? i deſcry, 
Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify,  _ 
Some foreign writers, — our own deſpiſe; 
The antients only, or the moderns prize. 

Thus wit, like faith, by each man is apply'd 
To one ſmall ſc, and all are damn'd 2 ide. 
Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 

And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 
Buwgipens ſpirits in cold northern climes ; _ 
Which from the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, 
Enhights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt ; 
Tho” each may feel encreaſes and decays, 


Nor for the docuinc, but the ugafic there, | 


— — 
— — —ä ——_—— 


And ſee now clearer and now darker days; 


What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow ; 
| And praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line | nefs join, 


CE, 
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Regard not then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the falſe, and value till the true. 
Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town; 
They reaſon and conclude by precedent, 
And own ftale nonſenſe which they ne'er invent. 
Some ar gra authors names, not works, and then 
Nor praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 
That in proud dulneſs joins with quality: 
A conſtant critic at the great man's board, 
To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my lord: 
What woful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 
In ſome ſtarv'd hackney ſonneteer, or me! 
But let a lord once own the happy lines, 
How the wit brightens ! how the ſtyle refines ! 
Before his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault, + 2d 
And each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 
The vulgar thus thro” imitation err; 
As oft the learn'd, by being ſingular; 
So much they ſcorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong : 
So ſchiſmatics the plain believers quit, 
And are but damn'd for having tov much wit. 
Some praiſe at Og what they blame at night; 
But always think the laſt opinion right. 9 
A Muſe by theſe is like a miſtreſs us d; 
This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus d; 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortify'd, 
*Twixt ſenſe and nonſenſe daily — their ſide. 
Aſk them the cauſe; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay; 
And ſtill ro-morrow's wiſer than to-day. 
We think our fathers fools, ſu wiſe we grow ; 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us ſo. 
Once ſchool-divines this zealous iſle o'erſpread ; 
Who knew moſt ſentences was deepeſt read : 
Faith, Goſpel, all ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 
And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted : 
Scotiſts and Thomiſts now in peace remain _ 
Amidſt their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 
If faith itſelf has diff rent dreſſes worn, 
What wonder modes in wit ſhould taketheirturn! 
Oft, leaving what is natural and fit, 
The current folly proves the ready wit; 
And authors think the reputation ſafe, | 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 
Some valuing thoſe of their own fide or mind, 
Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind : 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
hen we but praiſe ourſelves in other men. 
arties in wit attend on thoſe of ſtate, | 
And public faction doubles private hate... 
Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 
n various ſhapes of parſons, critics, beaus; 
But ſenſe ſurviv'd when merry jeſts were paſt ; 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. 
icht he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
*ew Blackmores and new Milbqurns muſt ariſe : 
Nay, ſhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
lus again would ſtart up from the dead. 
Bur kn | merit, as its ſhade, purſue ; | 
* like a ſadow, proves the ſubſtance true: 
Tu. envy'd wit, like Sol c@ips'd, makes known 
u Oppoling body's grofinels, not its own. 


When firſt that ſun too pow'rful beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays; 
But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 

Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend ; _ 
His praiſe is loſt who ſtays till all commend. 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 

And *tis but juſt to let them live betimes. 

No longer now that golden age appears, 
When patriarch-wits ſurviv'd a thoufand years : 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 
And bare threeſcore is all ev'n that can boaſt ; 
Our ſons their fathers failing language ſee 


And ſuch as Chaucer is ſhall Dryden be. 
| So when the faithful pencil has defign'd 


Some bright idea of the maſter's mind, | 
Where a new word leaps out at his command, 
And ready Nature waits upon his hang; 
When the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 

And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light; 
When mellowing years their full perfection 
And each bold figure juſt begins to live, 


Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings. 


I In youth alone its empty praiſe we Boaſt ; 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt : | 
Like ſome fair flow'r the early ſpring ſupplies, 


That gaily blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
What is this wit, which muſt our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy; 


Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe ; [ eaſe, 
»Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun, 
By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone | 

If wit fo much from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe ! - 
Of old, thoſe met rewards, who could excel, 
And ſuch were prais'd who but endeavour'd well : 
Tho” triumphs were to gen'rals only due, 
Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the ſoldiers too. 
Now, they who reach Parnaſſus' lofty crown, 


And while felf-love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the {port of fools: _ 


But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret commend, 


For each ill author is as bad a friend.  _ 
To what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 
Are mortals urg'd thro? ſacred luſt of praiſe ! 
Ah ne'er ſo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, 

Nor in the critic let the man be loſt. 


To err is human ; to forgive, divine! 

But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain 
Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and ſour diſdain, - 
Diſcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 
Nor fear a dearth in theſe flagitious times, 

No pardon vile obſcenity ſhould find, 


But dulneſs with obſcenity muſt prove 


As — ſure, as impotence in love. 


+? . 
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give, 
| The treach'rous colours the fair art betray, | 
| And all the bright creation fades away 


Then moſt our trouble ſtill when moſt admir'd, 
And ſtill the more we give, the more requir'd ; 
Whoſe fame with pains we guard, but loſe with 


Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down; 


Good-nature and good ſenſe muſt ever join; : 


Tho? wit and art conſpire to move your mind; 


* 


* — — 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


In the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and caſe, 


Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with large 


increaſe: 


When love was all an eaſy monarch's care; 


Py 5 0 7 
_ Seldom at council, never in a war, 


Jilts rul'd the ſtate, and ftateſman farces writ ; 


The following licence of a foreign reign 


Did all the Dregs of bold Socinus drain 
Then unbelicving prieſts reform'd the nation, 


— 
W 'n's free 


Aud tau 
Where 1 
diſpute, | 
Left God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute : - 
Pulpits their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 
And vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there 
Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the ſkies ; 
And the preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphemies. 
Theſe monſters, crirics ! with your darts engage; 
Here point your thunder, and p_— your raye! 
Yet ſhun their fault who, ſcandalo 


Nay wits had penſions, and young lords had wit; 
be fair fat panting at a courtier's play, 
And not a maſk went unimprov'd away: 
The modeſt fan was lifted up no more; 

And virgins {mild at what they bluſh'd be 


fore. 


{ly nice, 


Will nceds miſtake an author into vice; 


All ſeem infected that th'infected ſpy, 


As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 

Learn then what moral critics ought to ſhow, 
For *tis but half a judge's taſk to know, 

Tis not enough, taſte, judgment, learning, join; 


In all you ſpeak, let truth and candour ſhine : 


+ That not alone what to your ſenſe is due 


All may allow; but ſcek your friendſhip too. 
Be ſilent always when you doubt your ſenſe; 
And ſpeak, tho” ſure, with ſeeming diffidence. 
Some poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 


Who if once wrong, will needs be always ſo; _ 


But you with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 


And make each day a critique on the laſt. 


'Tis not enough your counſel till be true; 


4 


Blunt truths more miſchief than nice falſehoods 
do: - 
Men muſt 


Without good-brecding, truth is diſapprov'd ; 


That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov'd. 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence ! 


For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe. 


+ With mean complacence ne'er betra 
Nor be ſa civil as to prove unjuſt. | 
| Fear not the anger of the wile to raiſe.; 


Thoſe beſt can bear reproof who merit praiſe. 


Like ſome fierce tyrant in old tapeſtry. 
Fear moſt to tax an honorable fool, | 
W hoſe right it is, uncenfur'd, to be dull; 


Such, without wit, are poets when they pleaſe, 


peak, 


As without learning they ear takꝶ degrees. 
Leave dang'rous truths to unſucceſsful ſatires, 


And flattery to fulſome dedicators; 
Whom, when 


In ſounds and jingling 1 


- 
A were well might critics till this freedomtake, 
But Appius reddeps at each word you | 
And ſtares tremendous, with a threat'ning eye; 


more | The trueſt notions 


| 


'Tis beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 
And charitably let the dull be vain: . 

Your filence there is better than your ſpite ; 
For who can rail ſo long as they can write? 


Still humming on, their drowzy courſe they keep, 


And laſh'd ſo long, like tops, are laſh'd aſleep. 

Falſe ſteps but help them to renew their race, 

As, after ſtumbling, jades will mend their pace, 
What crowds of theſe, impenitently bold, 


yllables grown old, 
Still run on poers in a raging vein, ; 


| Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain; 


Strain out the laſt dull dropping of their ſenſe, 


| And rhyme with all the rage of impotence ! 
ore pleaſant methods of ſalvation; 
ſubjects might their rights 


— 


Such ſhameleſs bards we have; and yet tis 
There are as mad abandon'd critics too. true, 
The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 


Wich loads of learned lumber in his head, 
| With his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 
And always liſt'ning to himſelf appears. 


All books he reads, and all he reads aſfails, 


| From Dryden's Fables down to 8 Tales: 


With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; 
Garth did not write his own Diſpenfary, * 
Name a new play, and he's a Poet's friend, 


| Nay, ſhow'd his faults — but when would Poets 
¶ No place ſo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr'd, [ mend? 
| Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's 


church yard: 


For Fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread. 
Diſtruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 


It ſtill looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; 


But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, 
And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 
| Burſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thund”ring tide. 
But where's the man who counſel can beſtow, 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know ? 
Unbias'd or by favour or by ſpite;  - 
Nor dully prepofſeſs'd, nor blindly right; 
Tho! learn'd, well-bred; and tho well-bred, 
| fincere ; | TY 


Modeſtly bold, and humanely ſevere: 


be taught as if you taught them not, | Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 
And things unknown propos'd as things forgot. : 


And gladly praiſe the merit of a foe? 
| Bleſt with a taſte exact yet unconfin'd; 


| A knowledge both of books and human kind, 
| Gen'rous converſe; a ſoul exempt from pride; 
And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his ſide? 
y your truſt, | 


Such once were Critics ; ſuch the happy few 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew, 
The mighty Stagyrite firſt left the ſhore, 
Spread all his fails, and durſt the deeps explore- 
He fteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 
Led by the light of the Mæonian Star. 
Poets, a race long unconfin'd, and free, - 

| Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, 
| Receiv'd his laws and ſtood convinc'd; *twas fit, 
w ho conqyer'd Nature ſhould prefide o'er Wit 


| 


orace ſtill charms with graceful negligence, 
| And without method-talks us into ſenſe _— 
Wall, like a friend, famiharly convey 

he take W. 


eh praile, the world believes no He who, ſupreme in judgment as in wit, 


Than whey $7 promiſe to give ſcribbling oer. Might bodly cenfure, as he boldly writ; 


( 


- 


Book II. 


Nay, fly to Altars; there they'll talk you dead: 


II. 


Tet 
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vet judg -d with coolneſs, tho”. he ſung with fire; 
His Precepts teach but what his works inſpire. 
Our Critics take a contrary extreme; | 
They judge with fury, but theywritewith phlegm: 
Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong tranſlations 
By wits, than critics in as wrong quotations. 
See Dionyſius Homer's thoughts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from ev'ry line 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleaſe ; 
The ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's eaſe. 
In grave Quintillian's copious work, we find 
The juſteſt rules and cleareſt method join'd.; _ 
Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 
All rang'd in order, and diſpos'd with grace; 
But leſs to pleaſe the eye than arm the hand; 
Still fit for uſe, and ready at command. 
Thee, bold Longinus ! all the Nine inſpire, 
And bleſs their Critic with a Poet's fire. | 
An ardent Judge, who, zealous in his truſt, 
With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt : 
Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws; 
And is himſelf that great Sublime he draws. 
Thus long ſucceeding Critics juſtly reign'd, 
LicenceFepreſs'd, and uſeful laws ordain'd. | 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew; 


From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom, 


Much was believ'd, but little underſtood, 
And to be dull was conſtru'd to be good; 
A ſecond deluge Learning thus o'er run, 
And the Monks finiſh'd what the Goths begun. 
At length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name 
(The glory of the Prieſthood, and the ſhame ! ) 
Stem'd the wild torrent of a barb'rous age, 

And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the ſtage. 

But ſee ! each Muſe in Leo's golden days, 
Starts from her trance, and trims her wither'd bays; 
Rome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his rev'rend head. 
Then Sculpture and her ſiſter-arts revive ; 
Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live ; 
With ſweeter notes each riſing Temple rung; 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. | 
Immortal Vida: on whoſe honour'd brow 
The Poer's bays and Critic's ivy grow : 
Cremona now ſhall ever boaſt thy name : 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 

But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chac'd, 
Their ancient bounds the baniſh'd Muſes palſs'd; 

hence Arts o'er all the northern world advance, 

ut critic-learning flouriſh'd moſt in France 
© rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys ; 
And Boileau ſtill in right of Horace ſways.“ 

ut we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis d, 
1 kept unconquer'd, and unciviliz d; 

* for the liberties of wit, and bold, 

y e ſtill gefy'd the Romans, as of old. 
4. ſomè there were, among the ſounder few *. 
thoſe whe leſs E better knew, 

ho durſt aſſert the juſter ancient cauſe, 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


And Arts ſtill follow'd where her Eagles flew ; | 


And the ſame age ſaw Learning fall, and Rome. | 
With Tyranny then Superſtition join'd; * 
As that the body, this enſlavd the mind : 
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Such was the Muſe, whoſe rules and practice tell, 
« Nature's chief maſter- piece is writing well.“ 


Such was Roſcommon, not more learn'dthangood, 
With manners gen'rous as his noble blood; 


| To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 


And ev'ry author's merit, but his own. | friend, 
Such late was Walſh —the Muſe's judge and 
Who juttly knew to blame or to commend : 


| To failings mild, bur zealous for deſert ; 


The cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart. | 
This humble praiſe, lamented ſhade ! receive; 


This praiſe at leaſt a grateful Muſe may give: 
| The Muſe, whoſe early voice you taught to hag, 


Preſcrib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now, loſt) no more attempts to riſe, 
But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: view 3 
Content, if hence th'unlearn'd their wants may 
The learn'd reflect on what before they knew; 
Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame; | 
Still pleas'd to praife, yet not afraid to blame: 


| Averſe alike to flatter or offend ; 
Not free from faults, nor yet tao vain to mend, 


$ 7. The Rape of the Lock. PoE. 
Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos ; 
Sed jurvat, hoc precibus me tributſſe tuis. 
3 
CANTO L EO 


, WHAT dire offence from am'rous cauſes : 


ſprings, 


Th ee © 
| What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 


I ſing — This verſe to CARYL, Muſe, is due: 

This, ev'n Belinda may vouchſafe to view; 

Slight is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, 

If She inſpire, and He approve my lays. 
Say what ſtrange motive, Goddeſs could compel 


| A well-bred Lord t'aſſault a gentle Belle? 


O ſay what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 
Could make a gentle Belle reject a Lord ? 
In taſks fo bold, can little men engage, 


And in ſoft boſoms dwells ſuch mighty rage? 


Sol thro? white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 


{ And ope'd thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the 1 
. 


Now lap- dogs gave themſelves the rouzing ſha 
And fleeplets lovers, juſt at twelve awake: 


| Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock'd the 


. ground, | | = 
And the preſs'd watch return'd a filver ſound. 
Belinda ſtill her downy pro —_— 
Her guardian Sylph prolong'd the balmy reſt : 
*T was He had ſummon'd to her filent bed 
The morning dream that hover'd o'er her head, 
A vouth more glitt'ring than a birth- night beau 
(That ev'n in ſlumber caus'd her cheek to glow). 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay; 
And thus, in whiſpers, ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay: 
Fairef of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh'd care 


| Of thouſands. bright inhabitants of air 


If &er one viſſon touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught; 
Of airy elves by moonlight. ſhadows ſeen, 


here reſtor'd Wit's fundamental laws; 


git 
* 


The * and the circled green, 


. a f La 
* 


Or 
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Vith golden crowns, and wteaths of heav'nly 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conccal'd, 
To maids alone and children are reveal'd: - 
What tho! no credit doubting wits may give? 

The fair and Innocent ſhall ſtill believe. | 
Know then, unnumber'd ſpirits round thee fly, 
he light militia of the lower ſky : 5 
Nick, tho” unſcen, are ever on the wing, 
| Hang o'er the box, and hover round the ring, 
Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, 
And view with ſcorn two pages and a chair. 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once inclos'd in woman's beautcous mould; 
Thence, by a ſoft tranſition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to thoſe of air. 


fled, 


Think not when woman's tranſient breath is 


That all her vanities at once are dead; 
Succeeding vanities ſhe ſtill regards, 


And tho? the plays no more, o'erlooks the cards. 


Her joy in gildeu chariots, when alive, 

And love of Ombre, after death ſurvive; 

For when the Fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firſt elements their ſouls retire: 
The ſprites of fiery Termagants in flame 


M count up, and take a ſalamander's name. 


Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 
And ſip, with nymphs, their elemental tea. 
The graver prude ſinks downward to a gnome, 

In fearch of miſchief {till on earth to roam. 

The light coquettes in ſylphs aloft repair, 
And ſport and flutter in the fields of air. | 

Know further yet; whoever fair and chaſte | 
| Rejects mankind, is by ſome ſylph embrac'd; 
For ſptfits, freed from mortal laws, with caſe 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe. 

What guards the purity of melting has | 
In courtly balls and midnight maſquerades, 
. Safe from the treach'rous fiend the daring ſpark, 
The glance by day the whiſper in the dark, 
When kind occaſion prompts their warm defires, 
When muſic ſoftens, and when dancing fires ? 

Tis but their ſylph, the wiſe Celeſtials know, 


Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of their 
For life predeſtin'd to the gnomes embrace. 
Theſe ſwell their proſpects and exalt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd, and love deny'd: _ 
Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, I train, 
While peers and dukes, and all their ſweeping 
And garters, ſtars, and coronets, appear, | 
And in foft ſounds, your grace ſalutes their ear. 
Ts theſe that early taint the female ſoul, 
Inſtruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 
Oft, when the world imagine women ſtray, 
The ſylplis thro* myſtic mazes guide their way 
Thro' all the giddy circle they purſue, 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 
Jo one man's treat, but for another's ball ? 


_ CO 


" 


. 


If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? 

With varying vanities, from ev'ry part, 

They ſhift the moving toy-ſhop of their heart; 

Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots ſword- 
| knots ſtrive, 3 


1 Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coaches drive, 


This erring mortals _ may call; 
Oh blind to truth ! the Sy 
Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, 


A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name. 


Late as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 


In the clear mirror of thy ruling ſtar, 
I ſaw, alas! ſome dread event impend, 


Exe to the main this morning ſun deſcend ; 
But Heav'n reveals not what, or how, or where: 


This to difcloſe is all thy guardian can: 

Beware of all, but moſt beware of man ! [ long, 
He ſaid; when Shock, whothought the ſlepttog 

| Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue, 

»Twas then, Belinda, if report fay true, 

Thy eyes firſt open'd on a billet-doux 


{| Wounds, charms, and ardors, were no ſooner 


read, 


| But all the viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 
And now, unveil'd, the toilet ſtands diſplay'd; 


Each filver vaſe in myſtic order laid. 

Firſt rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the coſmetic pow'rs : 

| A heav'nly image in the glaſs appears, 

| To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears ; 
Th'inferior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 
Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of pride. 
Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 
The various off rings of the world appear; 
From each ſhe — culls with curious toil, 


| This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box : 
The tortoiſe here and elephant unite, & _ 
Transform d to combs, the ſpeckl'd andthe white: 
Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 


Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux, 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 
Tho Honor is the word with men below. face, 


The fair cach moment riſes in her charms, 
Repairs her ſmiles, awakens cv'ry grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face; 
Sees by degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, | 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care; 
Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair; 

| Some fold the {lceve, whilſt others plait the gownz 


CANTO II. 
NOT with more glories, in th'ctherea | plain 


Tha iſſuing forth, the rival of lis beams 
Laiflich'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames. 


TT Fn firit rites o'er the purpled main, 


Fair Nymphs, and well-dreſs'd youths, Found her 
But ev'ry eye was fix'd on her alone. [ ſhone: 


On her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſhe wore, 
| Which Jews might Kiſs, and Infidels adore. 


Or virgins viſited by Angel-pow'rs, flow'rs; | When Florioſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 


lphs contrive it all, 


Warn'd by the Sylph, oh, pious maid, beware! 


And decks the Goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 


And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 
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Her lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcloſe, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thoſe: 
Favours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends ; 
Oft ſhe rejects, but never once offends, 
Bright as the ſun, her eyes the gazers ſtrike, 
And, like the ſun, they ſhine on all alike. 

Yet graceful eaſe and ſweetneſs, void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide : 
If to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 
Look on her face, and you'll forget em all. 

This Nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 
Nouriſh'd two Locks, which graceful hung be- 
In equal curls, and well conſpir'd to deck | hind 
With ſhining ringlets the ſmooth 1v'ry neck. 
Love in theſe labyrinths his ſlaves detains, 
And mighty hearts arc held in ſlender chains. 

Lich hairy ſpringes we the birds betray; - 
Slight lines of hair ſurprize the finny prey ; 
Fair treſſes man's imperial race inſnare, 
And beauty draws us with a fingle hair. 

Th'advent'rous Baron the bright locksadmir'd; 
He faw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize aſpir'd. 
Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 

By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; 
For when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, 

Few aſk, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 
For this, ere Phoebus roſe, he had implor'd 
Propitious Heay*n, and ev'ry pow'r ador d; 
But chiefly Love — to Love an altar built 

Of twelve vaſt French Romances, neatly gilt. 

There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves ; 
And all the trophies of his former loves: 
With tender. billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous ſighs to raiſe the fire. 
Then proſtrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain and long poſſeſs the prize. 

The pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray'r; 
The reſt the winds diſpers'd in empty air. 

But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 
The ſun-beams trembling on the floating tides, 
While melting muſic ſteals upon the ſky, 

And ſoften'd ſounds along the waters be, 
Smooth flow he waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda fmil'd, and all the world was gay. 


All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppreſt; | 


Th'impending woe fat heavy on his breaſt, 
He ſummons ftrait his Denizens of air; 
The lucid ſquadrons round the fails repair: 
Soft o'er the ſhrouds atrial whiſpers breathe, 
| That ſeem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the ſun their inſect- wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or ſink in clouds of gold; 

ranſparent fo too fine for mortal ſight, 
Their fluid bodics half diffolv'd in light. 

vole to the wind their airy garments flew, 

hin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dipp'd in the richeſt tincture of the ſkies, 

here light diſports in ever-mingling dyes ; 

hile every beam new tranſient colours flings, 

olours that change when&er they wave their 
© the circle on the gilded maſt, (ſwings, 

uperior by the head, was Ariel plac'd; 

is Purple pinions op'ning to rhe ſun, 


© rais'd his azure wand, and tur begun: | 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, 
Or ſome frail China- jar receive a flaw ; | 


„„ 
Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear: 


| Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and dæmons hear 

Ve know the ſpheres, and various taſks aſſign'd 

| By laws eternal to th'asrial king. 
Some in the fields of pureſt æther play, 

And baſk and whiten in the blaze of day. 


Some guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on high, 


Or roll the planets thro? the boundleſs ik y. 


Some leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light, 


_ | Purſue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 
Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 


Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempeſts oa the wint'ry main, 


| Or o'er the glebe diſtil the kindly rain. 
| Others, on earth o'er human race preſide, | 
| Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 


Of theſe the chief the carc of nations own, 


And guard with arms divine the Britiſh throne, 


Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 


Not a leſs pleaſing, tho? leſs glorious care; 


To fave the powder from too rude » gale, 
Nor let th'impriſon'd eſſences exhale ; 


| To draw freſh colours from the vernal flow'rs; 
To ſteal from rainbows ere they drop in ſhow'rs, 


A brighter waſh; to curl their waving hairs, 


| Affiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their aus 


Nay, oft in dreams, invention we beſtow, 
To change a flounce or add a furbelow. | 
This day black omens threat the brighteſt fair 


| That &er deſerv'd a watchful ſpirit's care; 
Some dire diſaſter, or by force, or ſlight ; 


But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 


Or ſtain her honor, or her new brocade; 
Forget her pray'rs, or miſs a maſquerade; — 
Or loſe her heart, or necklace, at a ball; [ fall. 
Or whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muſt 
Haſte then, ye ſpirits ! to your charge repai- : 
The flutt'ring fan by Zephyretta's care; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign; 


And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 
Do thou, Chriſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite Lock ; 


Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock. 
To fifty choſen Sylphs of ſpecial note, 


We truſt thiimportant charge, the Petticoat: 
Oft have we known that ſefenfold fence to fail, 


Tho? ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of 

Form a ſtrong line about the ſilver bound, [ whale; 

And guard the wide circumference around. 
Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 


His poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 


Shall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon o'ertake his fins, 
Be ſtopp'd in vials, or transfix'd wich pins; 


| Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lie, 
| Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 


Gums and pomatums ſhall his flight reſtrain, 

While clogg'd he beats his filken wings in vain ; 

Or allum ſtyptics with contracting pow'r | 

Shrink his thin eſſence like a ſhrivell'd flow'r : 

Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch ſhall feel 

The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 

In fumes of burning chocolate ſhall glow, 

And tremble at the ſea that froths below | 
| "EW He 


Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 


To taſte awhile the pleaſure's of a court; 
In various talk th'inſtruftive hours they paſt, 
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He ſpoke; the ſpirits from the ſails deſcend ; | 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ; 


Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious and trembling for the birth of Fate, 


-CANTO III. 


Cos by thoſe meads, for erer crown'd 


with flow' rs, [tow'rs, 


| Where Thames with pride ſurveys his riſing 
There ſtands a ſtructure of majeſtic frame, name. 


Which from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its 


Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredoom 0 
The Club's black tyrant firſt her victim dy'd, 


Here thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 


Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 


Doſt ſometimes counſel take, and ſometimes tea. 
Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 


Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt ; . 
One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſh Queen, 


And one deſcribes a charming Indian ſcreen; 


A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. | 


Snuff, or the fan, ſupply each pauſe of chat, 


With ſinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 


Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
The ſun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray; 
The hungry judges ſoon the fentence ſign, 


And wretches hang, that jurymen may dine; 
The merchant from th'Exchangereturns in peace, 
And the long labours of the toilet ceaſe. 


Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 


Burns to encounter two advent'rous knights 
At Ombre ſingly, to decide their doom; 


And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come. 


Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 


Each band the number of the ſacred nine. 


Soon as ſhe ſpreads her hand th'aerial guard 


Deſcend, and fit on each important card : 
Firſt Ariel, perch'd upon a matadore ; 
Then each according to the rank he bore; 


For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Are, as when women, wond'rous fond of place. 


Behold, four kings in majeſty rever d, 


g | With hoary whiſkers and a forky beard; 


And four fair queens whoſe hands ſuſtain a 


flow'r, 


Th'expreſſive emblem of their ſofter pow'r; 


Four knaves in garbs ſuceinct, a truſty band; 

Caps on their heads halberts in their hand; 
And party-colouy'd troops, a ſhin 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The ſkilful nymph reviews her force with care: 


Let Spades bè trumps! ſhe ſaid, and trumps they 


Now move to war her fable matadores, [ were. 
In ſhow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 
Spadillo firſt, unconquerable lord! 


Led off two captive trumps, and {wept th 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 
And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 


Him Baſto follow*'d ; but his fate more hard, 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 


Too ſoon deje 


— * 
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With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 
The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, | 


Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd, | 


The reſt, his many-coloured robe conceal'd. 


Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. [threw, 
E'en mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'er. 


Sad chance of war! now deſtitute of aid, 
Falls undiſtinguiſh'd by the victor Spade ! 
Thus far both arinies to Belinda yield; 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 
Th'imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 


Spite of his haughty mien, and barp'rous pride: 
What boots the regal circle on his head. 
His giant limbs, in ſtate unwieldy ſpread; 


| | That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
| And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe? 


The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace ; 


| Thiembroider'd King who ſhews but half his face, 


And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs combin'd, 


Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. 


Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diforder ſeen, 
With throngs promiſcuous ſtrew the level green. 
Thus when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 

Of Aſia's troops and Affic's ſable ſons, 


With like confuſion diff fent nations fly, 


Of various habit, and of various dye, 

The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall, : 

In heaps on heaps; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 


Hearts. kx 


A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look; 
| She ſees, and trembles at th*approaching ill, 
Juſt in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 
And no (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd State) 


On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate, 


An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: the King, unſcen, 


| Lurk in her hand, and mourn'g his captive 


_ Queen; | 


He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 


The nymph exulting, fills with ſhouts the ſky ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 
O thoughtleſs mortals! ever blind to fate, + 
Sed, and too ſoon elate. « 
Sudden theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day. crowd, 
For lo! the board with cuſs and ſpoons is 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round : 
On ſhining altars of japan they raiſe | 
The filver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze: 
From ſilver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, - 
While China's earth receives the ſmoking tide : 
At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. 
Strait hover round the Fair her airy band; 


| Some as ſhe ſipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd ; 


| Some o'er her lap their careful plumes Giſplay'ss 


Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 
; | Coſſce 


The Rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 


And mow'd down armies in the fights o Loo, 5 


And wins (oh ſhameful chance!) the Queen of 
| At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forſook ; 


And falls like thunder on the proſtrate Ace. 
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Coffee ( which makes the politician wiſe/, 

And ſees thro' all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 

New ſtratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 

Ah ceaſe, raſh youth ! deſiſt ere tis too late, 

Fear the juſt Gods, and think of Scylla's fate! 

Chang'd to a bi, and ſent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Niſus“ injur d hair! 

But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 

How foon they find fit inſtruments of ill ! 


Juit then, Clay iſſa drew, with tempting grace & 
| As thou, {ad Virgin ] for thy raviſli'd Hair. 


A two-edg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe: 
So Ladies, in romance, aſſiſt their Knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with rey'rence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers ends; 
This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 
And o'er the. fragrant teams ſhe bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thouſand ſprites repair, 

A thouſand wings by turns, blow black the hair; 
And thrice they twitch'd the 21 her ear; 
Thrice ſhe look'd back, and thrice the foe dre 
Juſt in that inftant, anxious Ariel ſought [ near. 
The cloſe receſſes of the Virgin's thought; 


He watch'd th' ideas rifing in her mind, 
Sudden he view'd, in ſpite of all her art, 
1 earthly lover lurkigg at her heart. | 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he Wund his pow'r expir'd, 
Reſign'd to fate, and with a figh retir'd. [ wide, 
The Peer now ſpreads the glitt'ring forfex 
T'iucloſe the Lock; now joins it to divide. 
Ey'n then, before the fatal engine clos d, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos'd ; 
Fate urg'd the ſhcers, and cut the Sylph in twain 
(But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again) 
The meeting points the ſacred air diſſever - 
From the fair head for ever, and for ever! 
Then Haſh'd the living lightning from her eyes, 
And ſcreams of horror rend th'affrighted ſkies. 
Not louder ſhrieks to pity ing heav'n are caſt _ 
When huſbands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their 
| laſt ; 5 


Or when ne China veſſels, fall'n from high, | 


In glittering duſt and painted fragments lie ! 
Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine 
(The Victor cry'd) the glorious prize is mine 
W hile Fiſh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a coach and ſix the Britiſh: Fair, 
As long as Atalantis, ſhall be read, 
Or the ſmall pillow grace a Lady's bed, 
| M. hile viſits ſhall be paid on folemn days, 
nen num'rous gax-lights in bright order blaze, 
. hile nymphs 215 treats, or aſſignations give, 
do long my honour, name, and praiſe ſhall live! 
V har Time would ſpare, from Steel receives its 
ate, | 
And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate !: 
Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 
And ſtrike to duſt tho imperial tow'rs of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
nd hew triumphal arches to the ground. feel 
hat wonder then fair Nymph ! thy hairs ſhould | 
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BUT anxious cares the penſive nymph oppreſt ; 
| And ſecret paſſions labouy'd in her breaſt. of 


Not youthful kings in battle ſeiz'd alive, 
Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive, 


Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 


| Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kiſs, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her mantua's pinn'd awry, 
E'er felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 


For, that fad moment, when the Sylphs with-- 
And Ariel, weeping, from Belinda flew, [drew, 
Umbriel, a,duſky, melancholy ſprite, = 

As ever ſully'd the fair face of light, | 

Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 

Repair'd, to ſearch the gloomy cave of Spleen. 
Swift on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 

And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 

No cheer'd breeze the ſullen region knows ; 


The dreaded Eaſt is all the wind that blows. 


Here, in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 
Arfd ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted 
She ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, 


Pain at her fide, and megrim at ner head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in place, 


—— far in figure and in face. 
er 


e ſtood IIl-gature, like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd; 


noons, | 


| Her hand is 1M ; her boſom with lampoons. 
There Affectation, with a ſickly mien, 


Shows in her cheek the roſes of eighteen ; 
Practis'd to liſp, and hang the head afide, 
Faints into airs, and languiſhes with pride; 
On the rich quilt ſinks with becoming woe, 
Wrapt in a gown for ſickneſs and for ſhow. 
The fair ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 
When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe, 
A conſtant vapour o'cr the palice flies; 
Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe; 
Dreadful as hermits dreams in haunted ſhades ; 


Or bright, as viſions ofrexpiring maids. 
Now plaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 


Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Ely ſian ſcenes, | 


| And cryſtal domes, and angels in machines. 


Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry ſide are ſeen, 


| Of bodies chang'd:to various forms by Spleen. © 
Here living tea-pots ſtand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout : | 


A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod walks; 
Here ſighs a jar, and there a gooſe-pye talks; 


Men prove with child, as powerful faney works; | 


And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe paſt the Gnome thro” this fantaſtic band, 
A branch of healing ſplecnwort in his hand: 
ucen ! £45 4M 
Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vapours, and of female wit, 


e conqu' ring force of unreſiſted ſteel ! 


| Who 


give th'hyſteric, or poetic fit; 
Neg N 


by 
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glare, 


With ſtore of prayers, for mornings, nights, and 


Then thus addreſs'd the Pow'r—Hail, wayward 


— 


184 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Boon II. 


On various tempers act, by various ways, | (Sir Plume, of amber ſnuff- box juſtly vain, 
Make ſome take phyſic, others ſcribble plays; | And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 
Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, With earneſt eyes and round unthinking face, 
And ſcnd the godly in a pet to pray. He firſt the ſnufſ- box open'd, then the caſe, 
A Nymph there is that all thy pow'r diſdains, | And thus broke out My Lord, why, what the 


0 And thouſands more in equal mirth maintains, | devil! 1 
= But oh! if e er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, | * Z—4ds | damn the Lock ! fore Gd, you muſt be 
1 Or raiſe —— on a beauteous face, Plague on't ! 'tis paſt a jeſt—nay prithee, pox ! 
f UL ike citron-waters, matrons cheeks inflame, Give her the hair” — he ſpoke, and rapp'd his 
| Or change complexions at a loſing game; | box! _ 5 
Nj If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, It grieves me much (reply'd the Peer again) 

; _ Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, Who ſpeaks fo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain; 
ih Or caus'd ſuſpicion when no ſoul was rude, | But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock I ſwear 


Or diſcompos d the head-drefs of a prude, 


| (Which never more ſhall join its parted hair; 
Or e'er to coſtive lap-dog gave diſeaſe, 


I Which never mote its honours ſhall renew, 
1 | Which not the tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe, | Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
1 Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin; | That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 
9 That ſingle act gives half the world the ſpleen. | This hand, which won it, ſhall for ever wear. 
The Goddeſs, with a diſcontented air, He ſpoke, and ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 

Seems to rejett him, tho? ſhe grants his pray'r. | The long contended honors of her head. "0 
A wondrous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, | But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not ſo; 
Like that where once Ulyſſes held the winds; | He breaks the vial whence the ſorrows flow. 
There ſhe collects the force of female lungs, | Then ſeelthe nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. | Her eyes half languiſhing, half drown'd in tears; 
A vial next ſhe falls 3 fears, | On her heav'd boſom hung her drooping head, 
Soft ſorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. Which, with a ſigh, ſhe rais'd; and thus ſhe ſaid: 
„The Gnome, rejoicing, bears her gifts away, | For ever curs'd be this deteſted day,, 
7 Spreads his black wings, and ſlowly mounts to Which ſnateh'd my beſtgpy fav'rite curl away! 
5 day. 1 I Happy! ak ten times happy had I been, 
Sunk in Thaleſtris' arms the nymph he found, | If Hampton-court theſe eyes had never ſeen! 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid, 
Full oer their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, | By love of courts to num'rous ill; betray'd.. 
And all the Furies iſſu'd at the vent. O had I rather unadmir'd remain'd | 


Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant northern land, 


And herce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. [cry'd | Where the gilt chariot never marks the way; 
O wretched maid! ſhe ſpread her hands, and Where none learn Ombre, none e'er taſte bohea! 
(While Hampton's echoes, wretched maid ! re- | There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
ply'd) | „„ = roſes, that in deſarts, bloom and die. 
Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care | Whatmov'd my mind withyouthful lords to roam? 
#& The bodkin, comb, and eſſence to prepare? | Oh had II ſtay'd, and faid my prayers at home 
For this your Locks in paper durance bound | *T'was this the morning omens ſeem'd to tell, 
For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around ? | Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box 
| For this with ſillets ſtrain'd your tender head, | The tott'ring China ſhook without a wind, I fell; 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead! | Nay Poll ſat mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 
_ Golds! ſhall the raviſhergliſplay your hair, A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of Fate 
While the fogs envy and the ladies ſtare ! In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late 
Honor forbid ! at whoſe unrival'd ſhrine | See the poor remnants of the lighted hairs ; | 
Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. My hands ſhall rend what ev'n thy rapine ſpares: 
Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, Theſe in two ſable ringlets taught to break, 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay ; Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy neck; 


Already ſee you a deyraded toaſt, | The ſiſter- Jock now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its fellow's fate foreſees its own ; | 


And all your honor in a whiſper loſt ! 


How ſhall I, then, your helpleſs fame defend Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands 
»Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! And tempts, once more, thy ſacrilegious hands. 
And ſhall this prize, th'ineſtimable prize, Oh hadſt thou! cruel, been content to ſeize 


Expos'd thro? cryſtal to the gazing eyes, Hairs leſs in ſight, or any hairs but theſe! 
And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, l 


On that rapacious hand for ever blaze? 755 C ANT. O V. 

Sooner ſhall glaſs in Hyde- park Circus grow, SHE ſaid: the pitying audience melt in tears; 
And wits take lodgings in the ſound of Bow ; | But Fate and Jove had ſtopp'd the Baron's ears. 

Sooner let earth, air, ſea, to Chaos fall; In vain Thaleſtris with reproach aſſails; 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, periſh all! | For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 

She faid; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, | Not half ſo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs : | While Anna begg d, and Dido rag'd in w 


1 
| 
| 
| 
i 
f 
| 
| 
| 


ds. 


And ſhe who ſcorns a man muſt die a maid; 
What then remains but well our pow'r to uſe, 


Jove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around, 


And the pale ghoſts ſtart at the flaſh of day 


FT 
- Clapp'd his glad wings, and fat to view the fight: 
Prop'd on their bodkin ſpears, the ſprites ſurvey 
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TT ve Clariſſa, xceful, wav'd her fan; 
_ pages " | Chloe ſtepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown ; 


Silence enſu'd, and thus the nymph began: 
Say, why are beauties prais'd and honor'd moſt, 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and the vain man's toaſt ? 


Why deck'd with all t t land and ſea afford, | 


Why angels call'd, and angel-like ador d? | 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-glov'd 
beaux, e 3 
Why bows the ſide- box from its inmoſt rows ? 
How vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 
Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what _— 3 
That men may ſay, when we the front- box grace, 
Behold the firſt in virtue as in face! 
Oh! if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 
Charm'd the ſmall-pox, or chac'd old age away, 
Who would not — what houſewife's cares 


1 


Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe ? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a ſaint; 
Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fin to paint, 
But fince, alas ! frail beauty muſt decay, 
Curl'd, or uncurl'd, fince locks will turn to grey; 
Since painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade, 


And keep good-humour ſtill whate'er we loſe ? 
And truſt me, dear! good humour can prevail, 
When airs, — fights, and ſcreams, and ſcold- 
ing fail. 5 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
Charms ftrike the ſight, but merit wins the ſoul. 
So ſpoke the dame, but no applauſe enſu'd ; 


Belinda frown'd, Thaleftris call'd her Prude. 


To arms, to arms ! the fierce Virago cries, 
And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies. 
All fide in parties, and begin thattack : - — 
Fans clap, ſilks ruſtle, and tough whalebones 
Heroes and Heroines ſhouts confus'dly riſe, 
And baſs and trehle voices ſtrike the ſkies. 
No common weapon in their hands are found; 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, 
And heav'nly breaſts with human paiſions rage; 
*Gainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 
And all Olympus rings with leud alarms; 
Blue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps re ſound; 
Earth ſhakes her nodding towers, tlie ground gives 


way, 


mphant Umbriel on a ſconce's height 


he growing combat, or afliſt the fray. 
While thro? the preſs enrag'd Thaleſtri flies, 
nd ſcatters death around from both her eyes, 
A beau and wi ing periſh'd in the throng ; 
One dy'd in taphor, and one in ſong. 

O cruel nymph! a living death I bear, 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 
A mourufui glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, 

Thoſe eyes are made fo killing*—was his laſt. 
e on Mæander's flow' ry margin lies 
2 V'expiring Swan, and as he ſings he diet. 


= 


9 


* 


When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſſa down, 


She ſmmil'd to ſee the doughty hero ſlain; 
But, at her ſmile, the beau reviv'd again. * 
Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 

Weighs the mens wits againſt the lady's hair; 

The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide ; 

At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide, 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, | 


| With more than uſual lightning in her eyes : 


Nor fear'd the chief th'unequal fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly ftrength endu'd, 


She with one finger and a thumb ſubdu'd : 


Juſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, 
A charge of ſnuff the wily virgin threw ; 


| The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atom juſt, 


The pungent grains of titillating duft. 


| Sudden, with ſtarting tears each eye o'erflows, 
| And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe. | 


Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 


| (The ſame, his ancient perſonage to deck, 
| Her great-great-grandfire wore about his neck, 


In three ſeal rings; which, after melted down, 
Form'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells the jingled, and the whiſtle blew; © 
Then in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, 


Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears.) 


Boaſt not my fall (he cry'd) inſulting foe! 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low: 
Nor think to die dejects my lofty mind : 


| All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 


| Rather than ſo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, 


| And burn in Cupid's flames - but burn alive. 


Reſtore the Lock ! ſhe cries, and all around 


| Reſtore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a ſtrain 


Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But ſee how oft ambitious aims are croſt, | 
And chiefs contend till all the prize is loſt ! 


The Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with 


pain, : 

In hy place is ſought, but ſought in vain: 
With ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be bleſt, 
So Heav'n decrees ! with Heav'n who can conteſt ? 

Some thought it mounted to the lunar ſphere, 


Since all things loſt on earth are treaſur'd there. 
| | There heroes wits are kept in pond'rous vaſes, 


And beaux in ſnuff-boxes and tweezer-caſes; 
There broken vows,anddeath-bedalms are found, 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound ; 
The courtier's promiſes, and fick man's pray'rs, 
The ſmiles of harlots, andthe tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
m_— butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 

ut truſt the muſe, ſhe ſaw it upward riſe, 
Tho” mark'd by none but quick poetic eyes: 


| (So REme's great founder to the heav'ns wirk- 


drew, 


To Proculus alone confeſs d in view) 


A ſudden ftar, it ſhot thro? liquid air, 


And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
e | Not 


* 
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And hail with muſic its propitious ray: 


Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere! 


Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky 


 Thence to their 1 
And in the breaſts 
_ Moſt fouls, tis true, but peep out once an age, 


on 


| [ vey, 
This the bleſt lover ſhall for Venus take, 7 


And fend up vows from Roſamonda's lake. 


This Partridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs ſkies, 


When next he looks through Galilzo's eyes; | 
And hence th'egregious wizard ſhall foredoom | 
be fate of Louis, and the fate of Rome. 


Then ceafe, bright nymph! to mourn thy ra- 
vidh'd hair, Me 8 


Not all the traces that fair head can boaſt, 
Shall draw ſueh envy as the Lock you loſt. ' 


For, after all the murders of your eye, 


When, after millions ſlain, yourſelf ſhall die; 


When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſer, as ſet they muſt, 


And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt, 


This Lock the Muſe ſhall conſecrate to fame, 


And midſt the ftars inſcribe Belinda's name. 


1 & 8. El to the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady. | 


Pore, 


WHAT beck'ning ghoſt, along the moon- 


light ſhade, 


. Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade ? 
Tis the !-—but why that bleeding boſom gor'd! 


Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword ! 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 

Is it in heav'n a crime to love too well? 
Jo bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 
To act a lover's or a Roman's part? 


For thofe who greatly think, or bravely die? 
Why bade ye elſe, ye pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 


Above the vulgar flight of low defire ? 


Ambition firſt fprung from your bleſt abodes ; 
The glorious fault of angels and of gods : 
es on earth it flows, 


kings and heroes glows. 
Dull fullen pris'ners in the body's cage: 
Ufeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulc - 


Like eaſtern kings, a lazy ſtate they keep, 
And, eloſe confin'd to their own palace, fleep. 


From theſe perhaps (cre Nature bade her die) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early t6 the pitying ſky. 
As into air the purer ſpirits flow, . 
And ſep' rate from their kindred dregs below, 
So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deferter of thy brother's blood! 


| See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 


Theſe cheeks now fading at the blaſt of death; 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 
And thoſe; love · darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
Tus. if Eternal Juſtice rules the ball, 

Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
1 . 


— 
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Not Berenice's Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 
The heav'ns beſpangling with diſhevel'd light. 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies 
And pleas'dy purſue its progreſs thro” the ſkies. 
This the Beau-monge ſhall from the Mall ſur- 


And frequent hearſes ſhall beſiege your gates; 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and, pointing, ſay 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 
Lol theſe were they, whe fouls the Furies ſteel'd, 


Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a = 5 
So periſh all whoſe breaſts ne'er learn'd to 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 
What can atone (oh ever injur'd ſhade!) 


Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? | 


No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 


By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ſtrangers honor'd, and by ftrangers mourn'd? 
What tho” no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances and the public ſhow ? 
What tho? no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor -poliſh'd marble emulate thy face > 
What tho” no ſacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb? | 
Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſt, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaft : 
There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow; 
There the firſt roles of the year ſhall blow; 
While angels with their ſilver wings o'erſhade 
The ground, now ſacred by thy reliques made. 
So peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name; 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 


A heap of duſt alone remains of thee : 


| Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 


Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung, | 


Ev'n he, whoſe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays; 


| Then from his cloſing eyes thy fort ſhall part, 
And ths laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart; 
Life's idle bus'neſs at one gaſp be o'er,  _ 


The muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more! 


| | | | — — 
Dim lights of life, that burn a 1 years, | 


5. The Temple of Fame. Pork. 


Call forth the greens, and wake therifingflow'rs; 
When op'ning buds ſalute the welcome day, 
Ang earth, relenting, fecls the genial ray ; 

As balmy ſleep had charm'd my cares to reſt, 
And love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaft 
(What time the morn myſterious viſions brings 
While purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings) 
A train of phantoms in wild order roſe, pe: 
And join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 


The whole creation open to my eyes: [ſkies 
In air felf-balanc'd hung the globe below, 
Where mountains riſe, and circling oceans flow ; 
Here naked. rocks and empty — 2 were ſeen; 
There tow'ry cities, and the foreſts green by : 
| | ere 


| 


as # | 
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I Rood, methought, betwixt earth, ſeas, and 


f 


And curs'd with hearts unknow ning how to yield. 


Pleas d thy pale glioſt, or gracd thy mournfulbier: 


Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tune ful tongue. 


Book II. 


| On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, - 


glow | 


* 


| How lov'd, how honor'd once, avails thee not; 
To whom related, or by whom begot; | 


IN that ſoft ſeaſon, when deſcending mow'rs 
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Here failing ſhips delight the wand'ring eyes; 
There trees and intermingl'd temples riſe : 
Now a clear fun the ſhining ſcene diſplays, 
The tranſient landſcape now in clouds decays. 
O'er the wide proſpect as I gaz'd around 
Sudden I heard a wild 5 ſound, 
Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murm'ring on th hollow ſhore: 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile betield, 
Whoſetow'ring ſummit ambient clouds conceal'd. 
High on a rock of ice the ſtructure lay, 
Steep its aſcent, and ſlippery was the way; 
The wondrous rock like Parian marble ſhone, 
And ſeem'd, to diſtant ſight, of ſolid ſtone. 
Inſcriptions here of various names I view'd, 
The greater part by hoſtile time fabdu'd ; 
Yet wide was ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And poets once had promis'd they ſhould laſt. 
Some, freſh engrav'd, appear'd of wits renown'd; 
J look*d again, nor could the trace be found. 
Critics I ſaw that other names deface, 
And fix their own, with labour, in their place : 
Their own, like others, ſoon their place reſign'd, 
Or diſappear'd, and left the firſt behind. | 
Nor was the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 
But felt th*approaches of too warm a ſun ; 
For fame, impatient of extremes, decays 
Not more by envy than exceſs of praiſe. 
Yet part no injuries of heav'n'Gould feel, 
Like cryſtal, faithful to the graving ſteel 
The rock's high ſummit, in the temple's 
Nor heat could melt, nor beating ſtorm invade. 
Their names inſcrib'd unnumber'd ages paſt 
From time's firſt birth, with time itſelf ſhall laſt; 
Theſe ever new, nor ſubſect to decays, 
Spread, and grow brighter with the length of 


Gays. 
80 Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of froſt) 
Riſe white in air, and glitter o'er the coaſt ; 
Pale ſuns, unfelt, at diſtance roll away, | 
And on th'impaſſive ice the lightnings play; 
Eternal ſnows the growing maſs ſupply, _ 
Till the bright mountains prop th'incumbent ſky : 
As Atlas fix'd, each hoary pile appears 
The gather'd winter of a thouſand years. 
On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands; 
Stupendous pile ! not rear'd by mortal bands. 
Whate'er proud Rome orfartfal Greece beheld, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. | 
Four faces had the dome, and ev'ry face 
Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace: 
our brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
Salute the dit rent quarters of the ſky. 
Here fabled chiefs „in darker ages born, 
r worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 
ho cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 
he walls in venerable order grace: 
Toes in animated marble frown, 
And legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone. 
Weſtward, a ſumprtous frontiſpiece appear'd, 
n Doric pillars of white marble rear'd, 
rown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 
And ſculpture riſing on the roughen'd gold. 
n ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 
Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhield : 


| 


ſhade, 


| The freezes gold, and gold the capitals : 


— 


187 


There great Alcides, ſtooping with his toil, 
Reſts on his Club and holds th'Heſperian ſpoil : 
Here Orpheus fings ; trees moving to the ſound, 
Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around; 
Amphion there the loud creating lyre 
Strikes, and beholds a ſudden Thebes aſpire ! 
Cythæron's echoes anſwer to his call, 2 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall! 
There might you ſee the length ning ſpires aſcend, 
The domes ſwell up, the wid'ning arches bend, 


The growing tow'rs, like exhalations riſe, 
| And the huge columns heave into the ſkies. 


The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, 
With di'mond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 


There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th* Aſſyrian fame, 


And the great founder of the Perſian name: 
There, in long robes, the royal Magi ſtand ; 
Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling wand : 
The ſage Chaldeans, rob'd in white, appear'd, 
And Brachmans, deep in deſart woods rever'd. 
Theſe ſtopp'd the moon, and call'd ch*unbody'd 
* ſhades | | $ 
To midnight banquets in the glimmering glades; 
And airy ſpectres ſkim before their eyes; Ty 


Made viſionary fabrics round them riſe, 
Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, 


| And careful wateh'd the planetary hour. 


Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood, 1 

| Who taught that uſeful ſcience, 20 be good. 
But on the South, a long majeſtic race 

Of Egypr's prieſts the gilded niches grace, 


| Who meaſur'd earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
| And trac'd the long records of lunar years. 


High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my view, 
Whom ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden harneſs drew: 
His hands a bow and pointed jav'lin hold; 

His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold; 
Between the ſtatues obeliſks were plac'd, 


| And the learn'd walls with hieroglyphics grac'd, 


Of Gothic ſtructure was the northern fide, 
O'erwrought with ornaments of barb'rous pride. 
There huge Coloſſus roſe, with trophies crown'd; 
And Runic characters were grav'd arpnnd, 

There fat Zamolxis with erected eyes; 


And Odin here in mimic trances dies. 
There, on rude iron columns, ſmear'd with blood, 


The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 
Druids and'Bards(their once loud harps unſtrung) 


| 


And youths that ans to be by poets ſung. 


Theſe, and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 
To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 
In ranks adorn' che Temple's outward face; 
The wall in luſtre and effect like glaſs, ' 
Which o'er each object caſting various dyes, ® 


Enlarges ſome, and others multiplies: 


Nor void of emblem was the myſtic wall ; 
For thus romantic Fame increaſes all. 

The Temple ſhakes, the ſounding gates unfold, 
Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold: 
Rais'don a thouſand pillars, wreath'd around 
With laurel foliage, and with eagles crown'd : 
Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, 


CY 


As heav'n with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-living lamps depend in rows. * 
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The ſage Hiſtorians in white 


| Unconquer'd Cato ſhows the wound he tore; 


— r 


Full in the paſſage of each ſpacious gate, 
garments wait; 
Grav' d oer their ſeats the form of Time was found, 
His ſcythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound. 


Within ſtood Heroes, who thro' loud alarms 
In bloody fields purſu'd renown in arms. 


High on a throne, with trophies charg'd, I view'd 


The Youth that all things but himſelf ſubdu'd; 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, 


And his horn'd head bely'd the Libyan God. 


There Cæſar, grac'd with both Minervas, ſhone ; 
at maſter, and his own ; 


Cæſar, the world's 
Unmov'd, ſuperior ſtill in ev'ry ſtate, 

And ſcarce deteſted in his country's fate. 
But chief were thoſe who not for empire fought, 
But with their toils their people's ſafety bought. 
High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood; 
Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood; 
Bold Scipio, faviour of the Roman ſtate ; 


Great in his triumphs, in retirement great ; 


With boundleſs pow'r unbounded virtue join'd, 
His own ſtrict judge, and patron of mankind. 


And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well-taught mind } 


Much ſuff'ring heroes next their honours claim; 


| Thoſe of leſs noiſy, and lefs guilty fame, 
Fair Vurtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe 


Here ever ſhines the godlike Socrates : 


He whom ungrateful Athens could expel, 


At all times juſt, but when he ſign'd the ſhell : 
Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims 
With Ayis, not the laſt of Spartan names: 


An4 Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 
But in the centre of the hallow'd choir, 


Ax pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire ; 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtand, 


Hold the chief honours, and the fane command; 
High on the firſt the _— Homer ſhone; 
Eternal adamant compos'd his throne ; | 


Father of Verſe ! in holy fillets dreſt, 


His ſilver beard wav'd gently o'cr. his breaſt ; 


' Tho! blind, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 
In years he ſcem'd, but not impair'd by years. 


The wars of Troy were round the pillar ſeen : 


Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen; 


Here Hector glorious from Patroclus' fall, 


Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall: 


Motion and life did ev'ry part inſpire, 


| Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire f 
A ſtrong ex 
And here and there diſclos'd a brave neglect. 


preſſion moſt he ſeem'd t' affect, 


A golden column next in rank appear'd, 


On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear d; 
Ffliniſh'd the whole, and labour'd ev*ry part, 


With patient touches of unweary'd art : 
The Mantuan there in ſober triumph fate, 


Compos d his poſture, and his look ſedate ; 


On Homer ſtil] he fix'd a rev'rend eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt majeſty. 
In living ſculpture on the fides were ſpread 


The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dcad ; - 
Eliza ftretch'd upon the fun'ral pyre ; 
Eneas bending with his aged fire : 


Troy flam'd in burning gold, and o'er the throne 
Arms and the Man in golden cyphers ſhone. 
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| A thouſand buſy tongues the 
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Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of ſilver bright, 

With _ advanc'd, and pinions ſtretch'd for 
ight : | 

Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And ſeem'd to labour with th'inſpiring God. 
Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he flings, 
And boldly finks into the ſounding firings. 
The figur'd games gf Greece the column grace; 
Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid race, 


| The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run; 


The fiery ſteeds ſeem ſtarting from the ſtone : 
The champions, in diſtorted poſtures, threat; 
And all appear'd irregularly great. : 
Here happy Horace tun'd th'Auſonian lyre 
To ſweeter ſounds, and temper'd Pindar's fire: 
Pleas'd with Alczus' manly rage, t'infuſe | 
The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Muſe. 
The poliſh'd pillar diff' rent ſculptures grace; 


A work outlaſting monumental braſs. | 
| Here ſmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear; 


The Julian ſtar, and great Auguſtus here. 
The Doves that round the infant poet ſpread 


| Myrtles and bays, hang hov'ring o'er his head. 


Here, in a ſhrine that caſt a dazzling light, 


State fix'd in thought the mighty Stagirite ; 


His ſacred head a radiant Zodiac crown'd, 


And various animals his ſides ſurround ; 


His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view ay 
Superior worlds, find look all nature through. 
With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone ; 


The Roman roſtra deck'd the conſul's throne : 
Sath'ring his flowing robe, he ſeem'd to ftand 


In act to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch'd his hand. 
Behind, Rome's genius waits with civic crowns, 


| And the great Father of his country owns. 


Theſe maſſy columns in a circle riſe, 
O'er which a pompous dome invades the ſkies : 
Scarce to the top I ſtretch'd my aching fight, 
So large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a height. 


Full in the midſt proud Fame's imperial feat 
With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great; 


The vivid em'ralds there revive the eye; 
The flaming rubies ſhow their ſanguine dye, 


| Bright azure rays from lively ſapphires ſtream, 


And lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 

With various-colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 
The-dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the Goddeſs firſt I caſt my fight, 


| Scarce ſeem'd her ſtature ot cubit's height; 


But ſwell'd to larger ſize, the more I gaz'd, 
Till to the roof her tow'ring front ſhe rais'd. 


| With her, the temple ev'ry moment grew; 
And ampler viſtas open'd to my view : 
| Upward the columns ſhoot, the roofs aſcend, 


And arches widen, and long iſles extend. 


Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, 


her feet infold ; 
els bears, 
And thouſand open eyes, and thouſand liſt'ning 


Wings raiſe her arms, and win 


| Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine | ears. 


(Her virgin handmaids) ſtill attend the ſhrine : 
With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd, they ſing; 
For Fame they raiſe the voice, and tune the _ 
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With time's firſt birth began the heav'nly lays, | From the black trumpet's ruſty concave broke 


And laſt, eternal, thro? the length of days. Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke: 
Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, The pois'nous vapour blots the purple Kies, _ 

The trumpet ſounded, and the temple ſhook; | And withers all before it as it flies. [wore, 

And all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, , | A troop came next, who crowns and armour 


From diff rent quarters fill the crowded hall: | And I defiance in their looks they bore: 
Ofvarioustongues the mingled ſounds were heard; For thee (they cry'd) amidſt alarms and ſtrife, 
In various garbs promiſcuous throngs appear'd; | We ſail'd in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 
Thick as the bees, that with the ſpring renew | For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, 
Their flow'ry toils, and fip the fragrant dew, | And ſwam to empire thro? the purple flood. 
When the wing'd colonies farſt tempt the ſky, | Thoſe ills we dar'd, thy inſpiration own; 
O'er duſky fields and ſhaded waters fly, What virtue ſeem'd, was done for thee alone. 
Or ſettling, ſeize the ſweets the bloſſoms yield, Ambitious fools! (theQueenreply'd,and frown'd) 
And a low murmur runs along the field. Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd : 
Millions of ſuppliant crowds the ſhrine attend, | There ſleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend; Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names un- ' 
The poor, the rich, the valiant and the ſage, | known! 8 { ſighr, 
And boaſting youth, and narrative old age. A ſudden cloud ſtraight ſnatch'd them from my 
Their pleas were diffrent, their requeſt the ſame : | And each majeſtic phantom ſunk in night. 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. Then came the ſmalleſt tribe I yet had ſeen; 
Some ſhe diſgrac'd, and ſome with honours Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien. 
Unlike ſucceſſes equal merits found, [ crown'd:; | Great idol of mankind ! we neither clam 
Thus her blind fiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns, The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame 
And, undiſcerning, ſcatters crowns and chains. | But ſafe in defarts from th'applauſe of men, 

Firſt at the ſhrine the learned world appear, | Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen. * 
And to the Goddeſs thus prefer their pray'r: »Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from fight 
Long have we ſought t'inſtruct and pleaſe mankind | Thoſe acts of goodneſs which themſelves requite. 
With ſtudies pale, with midnight vigils blind; O let us ſtill the ſecret joy partake, | 


But thank'd by few, rewarded yet by none, To follow virtue ev'n for virtue's ſake. 
We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne : And live there men who flight immortal fame 
On wit and learning the juſt prize beſtow ; Who then with incenſe ſhall adore our name? 
For Fame is all we muſt expect below. But, mortals ! know, 'tis ſtill our greateſt pride 
The Goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe | Toblaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide. 
The golden trumpet of cternal praiſe : Riſe ! muſes, riſe! add all your tuneful breath ; 
From pole to pole the winds diffuſe the found |} Theſe muſt not ſleep in darkneſs and in death. 
That fills the circuit of the world around; | She ſaid: in air the trembling muſic floats, 


Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud ; And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes ; 
The notes at firſt were rather ſweet than loud: So ſoft, tho? high, fo loud, and yet fo clear, 


By juſt degrees they ev'ry moment riſe, | Ev'n liſt'ning angels lean from heav'n to hear: 
Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the ſkies. | To furtheſt ſhores th'ambroſial ſpirit flies, | 
At ev'ry breath were balmy odours ſhed, Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies, 


Which ſtill grew ſweeter as they wider ſpread; | Next theſe, a youthful train their vows ex- 
Leſs fragrant ſcents th'unfolding roſe exhales, reſs d, | _ [dreſs'd; 
Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. With Eiben crown'd, with gay embroid'ry 
Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train, | Hither, they cry'd, direct your eyes, and ſee 
Thus on their knees addreſs the ſacred fane. The men of pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry; 
Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, | Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays; 
And the beſt men are treated like the worſt, | Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 
Do thou, juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, Courts we frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 
And give each deed th'exact intrinfic worth. | To pay due viſits, and addreſs the Br: 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown'd | In fact, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
(S%d Fame) but hih above deſert renown'd : | But ftill in fancy vanquiſh'd ev'ry maid ; | 


t fuller notes th'applauding world amaze, | Of unknown ducheſſes lewd tales we tell; 
And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. | Yet, would the world believe us, all were well. 
This band diſmiſs'd, bchold another crowd The joy let others have, and we the name; 
"refer the ſame requeſt, and lowly bow'd ; | And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame. | 
he conſtant tenour of whoſe well-ſpent days The queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the ſkies, 
No leſs d:ferv'd a juſt return of praiſe. And at cach blaſt a lady's honour dies. ¶ preſt 


But ſtraight the direful trump of ſlander ſounds; Pleas'd with the ſtrange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers 
Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; | Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt : 6 


oud as the burſt of cannon reads the ſkies, What you (ſhe cry'd) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 
he dire report thro? ev'ry region flies; Slaves to yourſelves, and ev'n fatigu'd with eaſe, 
u ev'ry ear inceſſant humours rung, Who loſe à length of undeſerving days, 
d gath'ring ſcandals grew on ev'ry tongue. | Would you uſurp the loyer's dear-bought praiſe ? 
j To 
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N To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall; Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew, 
3 | The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all. * | ProjeCtors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; 
Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, | And prieſts, and party zealots, num'rous bands 
Loud laughs burſt out, and bitter ſcoffs fly round; | With home-born lies, or tales from foreign lands; 
Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, | Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place; 
Fl And ſcornful hiſſes run thro? all the crowd. And wild impatience ſtar'd in ev'ry = | 
Fi L—lueaſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, | The flying rumours gather'd as they roll'd, 
1 Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne; | Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told; 
1 Or whẽ their glory's dire foundation lay'd And all who told it added ſomething new, 
1 On ſov'reigns ruin'd, or on friends betray d; | And all who _ it made enlargements too; | 
# | Calm thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, | In wy ear it ſpread, on ey*ry tongue it grew. 
Of crooked counſels and dark politics ; | Thus flying eaſt and weſt, and north and ſouth, 
; Of theſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, ' | Newstravell'd with increaſe from mouthto mouth. 
15 And beg to make th' immortal treaſons known. | So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 
Wit The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, With gath'ring force the quick'ning flames ad- 
L 
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With ſparks, that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire. | Till to the clouds their curlingheads aſpire, ſ vance; 
At the dread found pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, And tow'rs and temples fink in floods of fire. 
And ſtartled nature trembled with the blaſt. | When thus ripe lies are to perfeCtion ſprung, 

: This having heard andſeen, ſome pow'runknown | Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 

0 Straight chang' d the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from | Thro' thouſand vents, impatient, forth they flow, 

* 5 the throne. | | And ruſh in millions on the world below; 


I 
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Before my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, | Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 
Its fite uncertain, if in earth or air; | Their date determines, and preſcribes their force; 


Wich rapid motion turn'd the manſion round; | Some to remain, and ſome to periſh ſoon; 
With ceaſeleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound; | Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 
Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors | Around, a thouſand winged wonders fly, [ ſky. 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores ; | Born by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter'd thro? the 
Which ſtill unfolded ſtand, by night, by day, | There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey 


* Pervious to winds, and open ev'ry way. A lie and truth contending for the — | | 
" As flames by nature to the ſkies aſcend, And long 'twas doubtful, both fo cloſely pent, 
1 As weighty bodies to the centre tend, Which firſt ſhould iſſue thro? the narrow vent: 
| 17 As to the ſea returning rivers roll, I ] At laſt agreed, together out they fly, 5 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole; Inſeparable now the truth and lye ; 2 
Hither, as to their proper place, ariſe | The ſtrict companions are for ever join'd, 
All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and ſkies, | And this or that unmix'd, no mortal e'er ſhall find. 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; | While thus I ſtood, intent to ſee and hear, 
Nor ever filence, reſt, or peace is here. | One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my car: 
As on the ſmooth — 2 cryſtal lakes What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſc ? 
The ſigking ſtone at firſt a circle makes, [Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe ? 
The trembling ſurface, by the motion ſtirr'd, »Tis true, ſaid I, not void of hopes I came, 


Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; For who fo fond as yeuthful bards of Fame? 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, | But few, alas ! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 

Fill all the wat'ry plain, and tothe margin dance: | So hard to gain, ſo eaſy to be loſt. | 
Thus ev'ry voice and found, when firſt they break, | How vain that ſecond life in others breath, 


On neighbrring air a ſoft impreſſion make; | Theſtate which wits inherit after death | 
Another ambient circle then they move; | Eaſe, health, and life, for this they muſt reſign 
That, in its turn, impels the next above; | (Unſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine !) 

— Thro? undulating air the ſounds are ſent, | Thegreat man's curſe, without the gains, endure; 
And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. Be envy'd, wretched, and be flatter'd, poor ; 


| There various news I heard of love and ſtrife, | All luckleſs wits their enemies profeſt, 

Of peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and life, | And all ſucceſsful, jealo iends at beſt. 
Of loſs and gain, of famine and of ſtore, Nor Fame I ſlight, nor for her favours call; 

Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore, | | She comes unlook'd for, if ſhe comes at all. 

Of prodigics, and portents ſeen in air, But if the purchaſe coſts fo dear a price 

Of fires and plagues, and ſtars with blazing hair, | As ſoothiug folly, or exalting vice: 


Of turns of fortune, changes in the ſtate, | Oh! if the muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 
The falls of fav'rites, projects of the great, + | And follow ftill where fortune leads the way; 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new : Or if no baſis bears my rifing name, 
„ All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. But the fall'n ruins of another's fame, 
Above, below, without, within, around, Then teach me, Heav'n] to ſcorn the guilty bays, 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, | Drive from my breaſt that wretched luſt of praiſe, 
Who pals, repaſs, advance, and glide away ; Unblemith'd let me live, or die unknown ; 
Hoſts rais'd by fear, and phantoms ef a day: Oh! grant an honeſt fame, or grant me none. 
+ Imitation 
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$ ro. Lmitation of Dr. Seoiſt, POPE. 
IE HAPPY LIFE OF A COUNTRY PARSON. 

ARSON, theſe things in thy poſſeſſing 

4 Are better than the Biſhop's bleiſing. 
A Wife that makes conſerves; a Steed 
That carries double when there's need: 
O&ober Rore, and beſt Virginia, | 
Te+the-Pig and Mortuary Guinea; 
Gazcttes tent gratis down, and frank'd, 
For which thy patron's . thank d; 
A large Concordance, bound long ſince; 
Sermons to Charles the Firſt when Prince: 
A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding; 
A Chry ſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 
The Polyglott—three parts, —my next, 
Howbeit,—likewiſe—now to my text. 
Lo, here the Septuagint,—and Paul, 

To ſum the whole,—the cloſe of all. 

He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Drink with the Squire, and kifs his Wife; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill; 
And faſt on Fridays—if he will: 8 
Toaſt Church and Queen, explain the News, 
Talk with Churchwardens about pews, 
Pray beartily for ſome new Gift, 3 
And hake his head at Doctor S——t. _ 


$ 11. Au Eſay on Man : in Four Epiſtles. PopE. 
To H. St. John, Lord Bolingbroke. _ 
| ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE I. | 
Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect to 
5 the UNIVERSE. 


Of Man in the ab tract. Nat we can judge only 


with regard to our own ſyſtem, being ignorant 
of the relations of ſyſtems and things.— That 
Man is not to be deemed imper fe, but a being 
ſulted to his place and rank in the creation, 
agreeable to the general order of things, and 
conformable to ends and relations to him un- 
kngwn.-—That it is partly upon lis ignorance 


future fate, that all his happineſs in the preſent 
depends. —The pride of aiming at more know- 
ledge, and pretending w more perfection, the 
Cauſe of Man's error and miſery. The impiety 
of putting himſelf in the place of God, and 
Jadging of the fitneſs or unfitneſs, per ſection or 


fations,—The 4501 
final cauſe of the 
perfe tion in the moral world, which is not in 
the natural. Nie unreaſonableneſs of his am- 
Plaints againſt Providence, while on the one 
land he demands the per fections of the Angels, 
and on the other the bodily qualifications of the 
Brutes ; though to poſſeſs any of the ſenſitive 
aculties in a higher degree, evould render him 
mijerable,—That throughout the whole wiſib 
World, an univerſal order and gradation 
the ſenſual and mental 2 1s obſerved, 
Wuck cauſes a ſubordination of creature to 
a ature, and of all — to Man. Tie 
Cadations of ſenſe, inſtinct, thowght, reflection, 


ity of conceiting himſelf the 


of future events, and partly upon the hope of a 


unferjeetion, juftice or iniuſtice, of ms diſpen- 


cation, or expetting that 
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reaſon ; that Reaſon alone counter wails all the 
other faculties. —How much further this order 
and ſubordination of living creatures mar cx 
tend, above and below us; were any part of 

which broken, not that part only, but the whote 
connected creation, muſt be deftroyed.—The ex- 


ö travagance, madneſs, and prſue of ſuck a de 
fire.—The conſequence of all the abſolute ſub- 


milſſion due to Providence, both as to our pre- 
ſent and future ftate. FEE 


EPISTLE I. ly 


| AA E, my Saint John! leave all maener 
| things | NE 


: 11 
To low ambition and the pride of kings. 
Let us (ſince life can little more ſupply 


Than juſt to look about us, and to die) 
Expatiate free o'er all this ſcene of man; 

A mighty maze ! but not without a plan: 

A wild, where weeds and flow'rs promiſcuous 
Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. { ſhoot: 


Together let us beat this ample field, 


3 


Try what the open, what the covert yield“ 
The latent tracts, the giddy heights explore 
Of all who blindly creep, or ſightleſs ſoar ; 


Eye Nature's walks, ſhoot folly as it flies, 
And catch the manners living as they riſe : 


Laugh where we muſt, be candid where we cang 

But vindicate the ways of God to man. Is 
Say firſt, of God above, or man below, _ 

What can we reaſon, but from what we know? 

Of man, what fee we but his ſtation here, 

From which to reaſon, or to which refer * _ 

Throꝰ worlds unnumber'dtho' the God be known, 

»Tis ours to trace him only in our own. - 

He, who thro' vaſt immenſity can'pierce, 

See worlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, 

Obſerve how ſyſtem into ſyſtem runs, ; 

What other planets circle other ſuns, 

What vary'd being peoples ev'ry ſtar, 

May tell why Heav'n has made us as we are. 

But of this frame, the bearings and the ties, 

The ſtrong connections, nice dependencies, 

Gradations juſt, has thy pervading foul 


| Look'd thro”? or can a part contain the whole 3 


ay, muſt be right, as relative to all. 


- 


Is the great cham that draws all to agree, 
And drawn, ſupports, upheld by God, or thee 3 
Preſumptuous man!] the reaſon wouldſt thou find! 
Why form'd fo weak, fo little, and fo blind? 
Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon gueſs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and ho leſs 2 
Aſk of thy mother earth, why oaks are mage 
Taller-and ſtronger than the weeds they ſhade ? 
Or ak of yonder argent fields above, S 
Why Jove's ſatellites are leſs than Jove ? 

Of ſyſtems poſſible, if 'tis confeſt, | 
That Wiſdom Infinite muſt form the beſt, 
Where all muſt full or not coherent be, 

And all that riſes rife in due degree; | 
Then in the ſcale of reas'ning life, 1. plan, . 
There muſt be, ſomewhere, ſuch a rank us man: 
And all the queſtion (wrangle e'er fo long) - 
Is only this, if God has plac'd him wrong? 
Reſpekting man, whatever wrong we call, 


| a g Fg 4 * - | i ? In 
| | | _ 
4 ** by 1 + 0 


As who be 
| Heav'n from all creatures hides the book of 


. 
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In human works, tho? labour'd on with pain, | 


A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain ; 
In God's, one ſingle can its end produce; 

Vet ſerves to ſecond too ſome other uſe ; 

So man, who here ſeems principal alone, 
Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal; 


Tis but a part we ſee, and not a whole. 


| ſtrains . . 
His fiery courſe, or drives him o'er the plains ; 
When the dull ox, why now he breaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now Egypt's god: 
Then ſhall man's pride and dulneſs comprehend 
His actions', paſſions?, being's, uſe and end; 
Vhy doing, ſuff ring, check'd, impell'd; and why 
This hour a ſlave, the next a deitx. 
ect, Heav'n in fault; 


Then ſay not man's im 
ect as he ought: 


Say rather, man's as 
His knowledge m 

His time a moment, and a point his ſpace. 
If to be perfect in a certain ſphere, 


What matter, ſoon or late, or here or there; | - 


The bleſt to day is as completely fo _ 
a thouſand years ago. Fate; 


All but the page preſcrib'd, their preſent ſtate: 
From brutes what men, from men what ſpirits 

Or who could ſuffer Being here helow ? [ know; 
The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 

Had he thy Reaſon, would he ſkip and play? 
Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry food, 
And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed his blood. 
Oh blindneſs to the future! kindly giv'n, 


Who ſees with equal eye, as God of all, 
A hero periſh or a ſparrow fall; 
Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd; | 
And now a bubble burſt, and now a world. 


Hope humbly then ; with trembling pinions 


| ſoar ; | Eh 
Wait the great teacher Death, and God adore. 
What future bliſs he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that Hope to be thy blefling now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the Human breatt : 
Man never Is, but always To be bleft, 
The foul uneaſy, and confin'd from home, 
Reſts and expatiates in a life to come, 
Lo, the poor Indian! whoſe untutor'd mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 
His ſoul proud ſcience never taught to ſtray, 
Far as the ſolar walk, or milky way ; 
Yet {imple nature to his hope has giv'n, 


"ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


ur'd to his ſtate and place; | 


I 
Book IT, 


Call imperfection what thou fancy'ſt ſuch ; 
Say here he gives too little, there too much: 
Deſtroy all creatures for ſupport or guſt, 

Yet cry, If Man's unhappy, God's unjuſt ; 
If Man alone ingroſs not Heav'n's high care, 
Alone made perfect here, immortal there: 


Snatch'd from his hand the balance and the rod, 
oY Re Judge his juſtice, be the God of God. | 
When the proud ſteed ſhall know why man re- 


In Pride, in reas' ning Pride, our error lies; 
All quit their ſphere, and ruſh into the ſkies. 


Pride till is aiming at the bleſt abodes; 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods! 
Aſpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 


Aſpiring to be Angels, Men rebel: : 


And who but wiſhes to invert the laws, 
Of Order, fins againſt th Eternal Cauſe, 
Aſk for what end the heav'nly bodies ſhine? 
Earth for whoſe uſe ?—Pride anſwers, ** *Tis for 


mine: 


« For me kind Nature wakes her genial pow'r, 


| | © Suckles each herb, and ſpreads out ev'ry flow'r; 


Annual for me, the grape, the roſe renew 
« The juice neCtareous, and the balmy dew ; 


« Seas roll to waft me, ſuns to light me riſe; 


My foot-ſtool earth, my canopy the ſkies.” 


But errs not Nature from this gracious end, 
From burning ſuns when livid deaths deſcend, 
When carthquakes ſwallow, or when tempeſts 

ſweep : : „ 
| Towns to one grave, whole Nations to the deep? 
«© No ('tis reply'd) the firſt Almighty Cauſe 


; “ Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws; 
That each may fill the circle mark'd by Heav'n: 


40 Th'exceptions few ; ſome change ſince all be · 


C0 | 
| | © And what created perfect! Why then Man? 


If the great end be human Happineſs, | 
Then Nature deviates; and can Man do leſs ? 
As much that end a conſtant courſe requires 
Of ſhow'rsan ſhine, as of Man's defires ; 


As much eternal ſprings and cloudleſs ſkies, 
As men for ever temp'rate calm and wiſe. [ . | 

Ik plagues or earthquakes break not Heay'n's 

hy then a Borgia, or a Catiline ? 


4 


| Who knows but He,qwhoſe hand the lightning 


| Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the ſtorms, 


Pours fierce Ambition in a Cæſar's mind, 
Or turns young Ammon looſe to ſcou 
kind? SS 


man- 


Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler h&v'n ; | In both, to reaſon right, is to ſubmit. 


Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 
Some happier ifland in the wat*ry waſte, 


Where ſlaves once more their native land behol j 


No fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for gold. 
To Be, contents his natural deſire; 
He aſks n Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire; 
But ttünks, admitted to that equal ſky, 
Hi faithful dog ſhall bear him company. 
Go, wiſer thou! and in thy ſcale of ſenſe, 
Weigh thy Opinion againſt Providence; 


« 


Better for us, 5 it might appear, 
Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 
That never air or ocean felt the wind; 

That never paſſion diſcompos'd the mind. 


But all ſubſiſts by elemental ſtrife; 
nd paſſions are the elements of Life. 
he gen'ral order, ſince the whole began, 
Is kept in Nayyre, and is kept in Man. { ſor, 
w at would Man? Now upward wall he 
And little leſs than Angel, would be more 


3 
* nf . 


E * 8 
8 


off 


For me, the mine a thouſand treaſures brings; 
« For me, health guſhes from a thouſand ſprings; 


e- 
forms, 


llfſprings? 
From pride, from pride, our very reas ning 
Account for moral as for Nat'ral things: : 
| Why charge we Heav'n in thoſe, in theſeacquit? 


1 
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Now looking downwards juſt as griey'd appears | Beaſt, bird, fiſh, inſect, what no eye can ſee, 
To want the ſtrength of bulls, the fur of bears. No glaſs can reach ; from Infinite G thee, 


Made for his uſe all creatures if he call, | From thee to Nothing, On ſuperior pow'rs 

Say what their uſe, had he the pow'rs of all? | Were we to preſs, inferior might on ours; 
Nature to theſe, without profuſion, kind, | Or in the full creation leave a void, + 
The proper organs, proper pow'rs aſſign d; | Where one ſtep broken, the great ſcale's de» 
Each ſeeming want compenſated of courſe, ſtroy'd: | WO 


| Here with degrees or ſwiftneſs, there of force; | From Nature's chain whatever link you ſtrike, 
All in exact proportion to the ſtate ; I Tenth, or ten thouſandth, breaks the chain alike. 


Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. | And, if each ſyſtem in gradation roll 
Each beaſt, each inſect, happy in its own: | Alike eſſential to th'amazing Whole, 

Is Heav'n unkind to Man, and Man alone? | The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 
Shall he alone, whom rational we call. [That ſyſtem only, but the Whole muſt fall, 


Be pleas'd with nothing, if not bleſt with all? | Let earth unbalanc'd from het orbit fly, 
The bliſs of man (could Pride that bleſſing find) | Planets and Suns run lawleſs thro! the ſky ; 


Is not to act or think beyond 3 3* | Let ruling Angels from their ſpheres be hurl'd, 
No pow'rs of body or of foul to ſhare, | Being on Being wreck'd, and world on world; 
But what his nature and his late can bear. _ | Heay'n's whole foundations to their centre nod, 
Why has not man a microſcopic eye ? I And nature trembles to the throne of God, 


For this plain reaſon, Man is not a Fly. All this dread Order break — for whom? for 
Say what the uſe, were finer optics giv n thee 2 EY 5 

J iinſpect a mite, not comprehend the heav'n? | Vile worm i oh Madneſs! Pride ! Impiety  _* 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, What if the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, . 


To ſmart and agonize at ev'ry pore ? Or hand, to toil, 6 ſpir'd to be the head ? 


Or quick effluvia darting thro the brain, [What if the head, the cye, or ear repiſ ed 
Dic of a roſe in aromatic pain? 1 To ſerve mere engines to the ruling Mind? 
If nature thunder'd in his op'ning ears, Juſt as abſurd for any part to claim | 


And ſtunn'd him with the muſic of the ſpheres, | To be another in this gen'ral frame; 

| How would he with that Heav'n had left him ſtill | Juſt as abſurd, to mourn the raſks or pains 
The whiſp'ring Zephyr, and the purling rill! | The great directing Mind of all ordains. 
Who finds not Providence all good and wiſe, All are but parts of one ſtupendous whole, 


* 


Alike in what it gives and what denies? IV hoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul; | 
Far as Creation's ample range extends, That chang'd thro? all, and of ws in all thę ſame 
The ſcale of ſenſual, mental pow'rs aſcends: | Great in the earth as in th'ethereal frame; © 


Mark how it mounts to Man's imperial race, | Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the bree 
From —— myriads in the peopled graſs: | Glows in the ſlars, and bloſſoms in the tree; 
« | 


What modes of ſight betwixt each wide extreme, | Lives thro all life, extends thro” all extent; 
The mole's dim curtain and the lynx's beam : Spreads undivided, operates unſpent ; - 

Of ſmell, the headlong lioneſs between, | Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part 
And hound ſagacious on the tainted green: As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; | 


Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood. | As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 
To that which warbles through the vernal wood? | As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns: 


The ſpider's touch, how exquiſitely fine! To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; 
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line : | He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 
In the nice bee what ſenſe ſo ſubtly true | Ceaſe then, nor Order imperfection name: 


From pois'nous herbs extracts the healing dew ! | Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. 
How Inſtinct varies in the grov'ling ſwine, Know thy own point: This kind, this due degree 
Compar'd half-reas'ning elephant, with thine.? | Of bliadneſs, weakneſs, Heav'n beſtows on thee, 
?T'wixt that and Reaſon, what a nice barrier? ¶ Submit —Ia this, or wy other ſphere, | 


I I 


or ever ſep'rate, yet for ever ear IJ secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: 
Remembrance and Reflection how ally'd; \. Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, 
What thin partitions Senſe from Thought divide! in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
And middle natures how they long to join, All nature is but art unknown to thee; 
et never paſs thinſuperable line! All Chance, Direction, which thou canſt not ſee; 


Without this juſt gfadation could they be N All Diſcord, Harmony 4 2 ; 
I All partial Evil, univerſal 6 
And, ſpite of Pride, in erring Reaſon's ſpite, 


See th One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right. 
© thee? at oh” oth ; | | 
All matter 883 — 8 / ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE 1. 
Above, how high — may go! * | Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpeA 1 
Yd, how wide ! how deep extend below! | Himſelf, as an Individ al. 

aſt chain of being! which from God began; | The br/ine/s of Man not to pry into God, but to ſi nas 
63 Ghezea), human, angel, man, Himſelf. His Dliddle Nature: bis Powrrs and 

| — 0 Traiaæ 


Subjected, theſe to thoſe, or all to thee? 
ow pow'rs of all ſubdu'd by thee alone, 
is not thy Reaſon all theſe powers in one 
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te limits near, yet the * and cvi- 


plac'd on this iſthmus of a middle ſtate, 


He 


Whether he thinks too little or too much: 
Chaos of Thought and Paſſion, all confus'd; 


Frailties. — The Limits of his Capacity. — The 
two Principles of Man, Self-love and Reaſon, 
both neceſſary. — Self-love the ſtronger, 
206. Heir end the ſame. —The Paſſions, and 
their uſe. — The Predominant Paſſion, and its 
force. —lts Neceſſity, in directing Men to differ- 
ent Purpoſes. —lts providential Uſe, in fixing 
our Principle, and aſcertaining our Pirtue— 
Virtue and Vice joined in our mixed Nature; 


dent. What is the Office of Reaſon. — How | 
odious Vice in itſelf, and how we decerve our- 


Ives into it. Mat, however, the Ends of Nor this a 
Each works its end, to move or govern all: 
And to their proper operation ſtill, 


Providence and general Good are anſtvered in | 
eur Paſſions and Imperfeftions.—How uſefully 
| theſe are diſtributed to all Orders of Men. — 
How uſeful they are to Sxciety— And to Indi- 
 widuals — In every ſtate, and every age of 
- e e 
ES SE i 4: © | 
KNOW then thyſelf, preſume not God to ſcans 
The proper ſtudy of Mankind is Man. | 
A being darkly wiſe, and rudely great : 
With too much knowledge for the Sceptic ſide, 
With too much weakneſs for the Stoic's pride, 
een; in doubt to act or reſt; 
In doubt to deem himſelf a God or Beaſt; 
In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer, 
Born but to die, and reas'ning but to err; 
Alike in iguorance, his reaſon ſuch, . 


Still by himſelf abus'd or diſabus'd; 

Creatd half to riſe, and half to fall; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all 
Sole judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurl'd: 
The glory, jeſt, and riddle. of the world! 
Go, wond'tous creature! mount where Science 

| „ | $7 
Go, meaſure earth, weigh air, and ſtate the tides; 
Inſtruct the planets in what orbs to run, 

Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 
Go, ſoar with Plato to thiempvreal ſphere, 
To the firſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fair; 
Or tread the mazy round his follow'rs trod, 
And quitting ſenſe, call imitating God; 
As Zaſtern priefts in giddy circles run, 

And turn their heads to imitate the Sun, 
o, tcach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule — 

Then drop into thyſelf, and be a fool 
Superior beings, when of late they ſaw 

A mortal Man unfold all Nature's law, 

Admir'd ſuch wiſdom in an earthly ſhape, 

And ſhew'd a Newton as we ſhew an Ape. 
Could he, whoſe rules the rapid Comet bind, 

Deſcribe or fix one movement of his Mind ? 

M ho faw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 

Explain his own beginning, or his end? 

Alas, what wonder! Man's ſuperior part | 

Uncheck'd may riſe, and climb from art to art; 

Nut when his own great work is but begun, 


But greedy That, its object would devour; 
This taſte the honey, and not wound the flow'r: 
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Firſt ſtrip off all her equipage of Pride ; 
and | DeduCt but what is Vanity or Dreſs, 
Or Learning's Luxury, or Idleneſs ; 
Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, 
Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain; 
Expunge the whole, or lop 
Of all our vices have created Arts; 

Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, 
Which ſery'd the paſt, and muſt the time to come} 


Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 


Active its taſk, it prompts, impels, inſpires. 


| Self-love, ſtill ſtronger, as its object's nigh ; 
| Reaſon's at diſtance, and in — he :- -- 
That ſees immediate good by preſent ſenſe ; 
| Reaſon, the future and the conſequence. 

| Thicker than arguments, temptations throng ; 


Let ſubtle ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight, 


5 r like Fools, at war about a name, 
I Have 
Self- love and Reaſon to one end aſpire; 


| Our greateſt evil, or our greateſt good. 


( 


Self-love to * and Reaſon to ar va. 3 


Aſcribe all Good ; to their improper, Ill. 


Reaſon's gomparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but for that, no action could attend; 


Attention, habit, and experience gains; 


| But ſince not ev'ry good we can divide, 
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'excreſcent parts 


Two Principles in human nature reign ; 


od, nor that a bad we call, 


Self-love, the ſpring of motion, acts the ſoul; 


And, but for this, were active to no end: 


To draw nutrition, propagate and rot : 
Or, meteor-like, flame lawleſs thro? the void, 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf deſtroy d. 
Moſt ſtrength the moving principle requires; 


Sedate and quiet the comparing lies; 
Form'd but to check, delib' rate, and adviſe. 


The action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend, 
Reaſon ſtill uſe, to Reaſon ſtill attend. 


At beſt more watchful this, but that more ſtrong. 


Each ſtrengthens Reaſon, and Self- love reſtrains. 


More ſtudious to divide than to unit; 
And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaſon ſplit, 
With all the raſh dexterity of wit. | 


ull as oft no meaning, or the ſame, 


Pam their averſion, Pleaſure their deſire; 


Pleaſure, or wrong or rightly underſtood, 


Modes of Self- love the Paſſions we may call: 
*Tis real good, or ſeeming; moves them all 


And Reaſon bids us for our own provide; 
Paſſions, tho” ſelfiſh, if their means be fair, 
Lift under Reaſon, and deſcrve her care; 
Thoſe, that imparted, court a nobler aim, | 
Exalt their kind, and take ſome Virtue's name. 
In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaſt 

Their Virtue fix d; 'tis fix'd as in a froſt ; 
Contrafted all, retiring to the breaſt ; 
But ſtrength of mind is Exerciſe, not Reft : 
The riſing tempeſt puts in act the ſoul ; 


W hat Reaſon weaves, by Paſſion is undonc. | | Parts it may ravage, but preſerves the wpole, . 
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On life's vaſt ocean diverſely we fail, 
Reaſon the card, but Paſſion is the gale ; 
Nor God alone in the ſtill calm we find; 
He mounts the ſtorm, and walks upon the wind, 
Paſſions, like elements, tho' born to fight, 
Yet mix'd and foften'd, in his work unite : 
' Theſe 'tis enough to temper and employ; . 
But what compoſes Man, can Man deſtroy 
Suffice that Reaſon keep to Nature's road, 
Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleaſure's ſmiling 
train; 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain. 
Theſe mixt with art, and to due bounds confin'd, 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind: 
The lights and ſhades, whoſe well accorded ſtrife 
Give all the ſtrength and colour of our life. 
Pleaſures are ever in our hands or eyes; 
And when in act thev ceaſe, in proſpect riſe : 
Preſent to graſp, and future ſtill to find, 
The whole employ of body and of mind. 
All ſpread their charms, but charm not all alike ; 
On difT'rent ſenſes diff rent objects ſtrike 
Hence diff'rent Paſſions more or leſs inflame, | 
As ſtrong or weak the organs of the frame; 
And hence one maſter Paſſion in the breaſt, 
Like Aaron's ſerpent, ſwallows up the reſt, 


| 


As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, | 


Receives the lurking principle of death; 

The young diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at length, 

Grows 2 - growth, and ſtrengthens with his 
ength: | N | 

So, caſt and mingled with his very frame, 

The mind's diſcale, its ruling paſſion came; 

Each vital humour which ſhould feed the whole, 

Soon flows to this, in body and in foul : _ 

Whatever warms the heart, or fills th: head, 


As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, | 


Imagination plics her dang'rous art, 

And pours it all upon the peccant part. 
Nature its mother, Habit is its nurſe; 
it, ſpirit, faculti-s, but make it worſe z 

Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and pow”r 3 


As heav'n's bleſt beam turns vinegar more ſour. | 


We, wretched ſubjects, tho' to lawful ſway, 
In this weak queen, ſome fav'rite till obey : 
Ah! if the lend not arms, as well as rules, 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are fools ? 

each us to mourn our nature, not to mend; 
ſuarp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend ! ; 

r from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 

hag choice we make, or juſtify it made; 

roud of an eaſy conqueſt all along, vo 

e but removes weak paſſions for the ſtrong : 

59, When ſmall humours gather to a gout, 
Ane doctor fancies he has driv'n them out. 
* nature's road mult ever be preferr'd; 
„Lalon is here no guide, but ſtill a guard; 

, hers to rectify, not overthrow, 

w« treat this pathon more as friend than foe; 
NT Pow'r the ſtrong direction ſends, 
ike my ral men impels to ſev'ral ends: 

Thi: wi mg winds, by other paſſions toſt, 
ves them conſtant to a certain coaſt, 
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Let pow'r 2 gold or glory pleaſe, . 
Or (oft more ſtrong than all) the love of eaſe; 
Thro' life 'tis follow?'d, ev'n at life's expence; 
The merchant's toil, the ſage's indolence, 
The monk's humility, the hero's pride; 


| | All, all alike, find Reaſon on their fide. 


Th'Eternal Art educing good from ill, 
Grafts on this paſſion our beſt principle : 
'Tis thus the Mercury of Man is fix'd, 


Strong grows the Virtue with his nature mix'd; = 


The droſs cements what elſe were too refin'd, 
And in one int'reſt body acts with mind. 
As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 
On ſavage ſtocks inſerted, learn to bear; 
The ſureſt Virtues thus from paſſions ſhoot, 
Wild Nature's vigour working at the root. 


| What corps of wit and honeſty appear 


From ſpleen, from obſtinacy, hate, or fear! 


See Anger, zeal and fortitude ſupply ; 
_ | Ev'n Av'rice, prudence; Sloth, guar ngar 4 


Luſt, thro” forfie certain ſtrainers, well refin'd, 

Is gentle love, and charms all womankind; 

Envy, to which th'ignoble mind's a ilave, 

Is emulation in th'learn'd or brave 

Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name, 

But what will grow on Pride, or grow on 
Shame. VVV . 
Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride) 

The virtue neareſt to our vice ally'd : | 

Reaſon the bias turns to good from ill, 

And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will, 

The fiery foul abhorr'd in Catiline, 


| In Decius charms, in Curtius is divine: 


The ſame ambition can deſtroy or fave, 
And makes a patriot as it makes a knave, 

This light and darkneſs in our chaos join'd, 
What ſhall divide? The God within the mind. 
Extremes in Nature equal ends produce 
In man they join to ſome myſterious uſe ; 


{| Tho? each by turns the other's bound: invade, 


As, in ſome well wrought picture, light and thade, 

And oft ſo mix, the diff” rence is too nice ® 

Where ends the Virtue or begins tne Vice. 
Fools l who from hence into the notion fall, 

That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 

If white and black blend, ſoften, and unite 


IA thouſand ways, is there no black and white? 


Aſk your own heart, and nothing is ſo plain; 


| Tis to miſtake them coſts the time and pain. 


Vice is a monſter of ſo frightful mien, 


| As, to be hated, needs but to be ſcen ; 


Yet ſeen too oft; familiar with her face, 
We firſt endure, then pity, then embrace. 


But where th'Extreme of Vice, was ne'er agreed: _ 
| Aſk where's the North ? Ar York, "tis on the | 


Tweed; | | 


[In Scotland, at the Orcades ; and there, 


At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 
No creature owns it in the cit degree, | 
But thinks his neighbour further gone than he ; 
Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath its very zcne, 
Or never feel the rage, or never own.; 


What happier nature ſhrinks at with. affright, 


The hard inhabitant contends is right. 


| Oz Virtuous 


: 
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Feu in th' extreme, but all in the degree: 


Tis but by parts we follow good or ill; 
For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it ſtill; 
Each individual ſeeks a ſev'ral goal; 


That counterworks each folly and caprice ; 
That diſappoints th'eſſect of ev'ry vice; 
That, happy frailties to all ranks apply d: 


The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankind. 
| Bids each on other for aſſiſtance call, 1 
Till one Man's weakneſs grows the ſtrength of 
Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer ſtill ally 


Not one will change his neighbour with himſelf. 


The rich is happy in the plenty givin; | 
The poor contents him with the care of Heav'n; 
| See the blind beggar dance, the cripple ſiug, 


» The ſtarbing chemiſt in his golden views 


Each want of Happinets by Hope ſupply'd, 
And each vacuity of ſenſe by Pride: 


In folly's cup ſtill laughs the bubble, Joy; 
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Virtuous and vicious ev'ry Man muſt be; 


The rogue and fool, by fits, is fair and wiſe ; 
And ev'n the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe. 


But Heaven's great view is One, and that the | 
| Whole : | | 


Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride, 
Fear to the ſtateſman, raſhneſs to the chief, 


To kings preſumption, and to crowds belief: 
That, Virtue's ends from vanity can raiſe, 
Which ſeeks no int'reſt, no reward but praiſe; 


And build on wants and on defects of mind, 


Heav'n forming each on other to depend, 
A maſter, or a ſervant, or a friend.. 


AI. 


The common iut'reſt, or endear the tie. 


Yet from the ſame we learn in its decline, 


Thoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe int'reſts to reſign; | 


Taught half by Reaſon, half by mere decay, 
To welcome death, and calmly paſs awav. 
Whate'er the Paſſion, knowledge, fame, or 
5 | 


The learn'd is happy nature to explore; 
The fool is happv that he knows no more 


The ſot a hero, lunatic a king; 
Supremcly bleſt; the poet in his Muſe. 

See ſome ſtrange comfort ev*ry ſtate attend, 
And pride beftow'd on all, a common friend : 
See ſcme fit paſſion ev'ry age ſupply ; 

Hope travels thro', nor quits us when we die. 
Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 

Pleas'd with a rattle, tickPd with a ſtraw: 

Some livelier plaything gives his vouth delight, 

A little louder, but as empty quite: 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage, 
And beads and pray'r-books are the toys of age: 
Pleas'd with this bauble ill, as that before; 

Till rir'd he ſleeps, and life's poor play is o'er. 

Meanwhile Opinion gilds with varying rays 

Thoſe painted clouds that beautify our days ; 


Theſe build as faſt as knowledge can deſtroy 


Ong proſpect loft, another fill we gain; 


XTRAC TS, 


Ev'n mean Self- ore becomes by force divine, 
The ſcale to meaſure others wants by thine. 

| See ! and confeſs, one comfort ſtill muſt riſe; 
Tis this, Tho' Man's a fool, yet God is wile, 


0 * 


„in of Political Societies. Origin of Mo- 
narehr.Pulriareſhul Government. Origin of 


| cial and public Good. —Refloration of true Re- 


| To theſe we owe true friendihip, love fincere, | lig ion and Groernment on their firfl Principle. 


Each home; felt joy that life inherits here,; —Mixt Cevernmefit. —Vurious Forms of cach, 


See plaſtic Nature working to this end ; 
Attract, attracted to the next in place, 
See matter next with various life endu'd, 


| Prefs ro one centre ſtill, the gen'ral Good. 
Is See dying vegetables life ſuſtain, 


Connedts each being, greateſt with the leaſt; 


All ferv'd, all ferving ; nothing ſtands alone; 
| The chain holds an, and where it ends unknown 


| For him as kindly * the ſlow'ry lawn: 


Bobx II. 


ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE 111. 5 
Of the Nature and State of Man, with reſped to 
„%% 4. Vo TR ER 
The whole Univerſe one ſyſtem of Society. No. 
thing made ruliolly for itſelf, nor yet wholly for 
another. —The happineſs of Animals mutual. 
| Reaſon or Inſtinct operate alike to the good of 
_ each Individual. Reaſon or Inflinf& operate 
alſo to Society in all animals. —How far So- 
ciel carried by inflinft. — Hex much farther by 
Reaſon. —Of that which is called the State of 
Nature. —Reafun inſiructed by Inſtintt in the 
Irvention of Arts, and in the Forms of Society, 


true Religion and Government, from the (ume 
principle of Love. Origin of Superſtition and 
Tyrains, from the 2 principle of Far. 


The Influence of Self-love operating to the fo- 


: and the truc end of all. 1 


EPISTLE II. 


HERE then we reſt: The Univerſal Caueſ 
Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.“ 
In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 
The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, 
Let this great truth be preſent night and day; 
But moſt be preſent, if we preach or pray. : 
Look round our World ; behold the chain of 
Combining all below and alt above. [Love 


The fingle atoms each to other tend; _ 


Form'd and itnpell'd its neighbour to embrace! 


See life diſſolving vegctate again : 
All forms that periſh other forms ſupply 
(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die) 
Like bubbles on the ſea of Matter borne, 
They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 
Nothing is foreign; Parts relate to whole; 
One all- extending, all- preſerving Soul 


Made Beaſt in aid of Man, and Man of Beaſt; 

| Has God, thou fool! work'd ſolely for thy 
Thy joy, thy paſtime, thy attire thy food ?[ good/ 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 


Is it for thee the lark aſcends and fings? 


And not a vanity is giv'n in vain. 


| 


Joy tunes his voice, joy ele vates his wings. 
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Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat? 
Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the note. 
The bounding ſteed you pompouſly beſtride, 
Shares with his lord the — and the pride. 
Is thine alone the ſeed that ftrews the plain? 
The birds of heav'n ſhall vindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harveſt of the golden year? 
part pa , and juſtly, the deſerving ſteer : 
The hoy, that plows not, nor obeys thy call, 
Lives on the labours of his lord of all. 
Know, Nature's children ſhall divide her care; 
The fur that warms a monarch warm'd a bear. 
While Man exclaims, See all things for my uſe!” 
« Sce man for mine!” replies a pamper'd gooſe. 
And juſt as ſhort of reaſon he muſt fall, 4 
Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 
Grant that the pow'rful ſtill the weak cofitroul ; 
Be Man the Wit and Tyrant of the whole: 
Nature that Tyrant checks; he only knows, 
And helps another creature's wants and woes. 
Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above. 
Smit with her varying plumage, ſpare the dove ? 
Admures the jay the inf. 's gilded wings? 
Or hears the hawk when Philomela fings ? 
Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods. 
To beaſts his paſtures, and to fifth his floods; 
For ſome his int'reſt prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleaſure. yet for more his pride : 
All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
Th'extenſive bleſſing of his luxury. 
That very life his learned hunger craves, 
He faves from famine, from the ſavage faves; 
Nay, feaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, 
And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt; 


Which ſees no more the ſtroke, or feels the pain, | 
| Another love ſucceeds, another race, 
A longer care Man's helpleis kind demands; 


Than favour'd Man by touch cthereal ſlain. 
The creature had his feaſt of life before; 
Thou too muſt periſh when thy feaſt is o'er ! 
To each unthinking being, Heav'n a friend, 
Gives not the uſeleſs knowledge of its end: 
To Man imparts it; but with ſuch a view 
As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too: 
The hour conceal'd, and ſo remote the fear, 
Death ftill draws nearer, never ſeeming near. 
Great ſtanding miracle! that Heav'n affign'd 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 
Whether with Reaſon or with Inſtinct bleſt, 
Know, all enjoy that pow'r which ſuits them beſt; 
To bliſs alike by that direction tend, 5 
And find the means proportion'd to their end. 
Say, where full Iuſtinct is th'unerring guide, 
What Pope or Council can they need beſide? 
Caſon, however able, cool at beſt, „ 
Cares nat for ſervice, or but ſerves when preſt, 
Stays till we call, and then not often near ; 
ut honeſt I nſtinct comes a volunteer, 
are never to o'crſhoot, but juſt to hit; | 
ON ſtill — 2 or ſhort in human Wit; 
urc by quick Nature happineſs to gain, 
Which heavier Reaſon — at 2 
is too ſerves alwavs, Reaſon never loag; 
ac muſt go right, the other may go wrong. 
then the acting and comparing pow'rs 
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Each Virtue in each Paſſion takes its turn; 


| Mem'ry 
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And Reaſon raiſe o'er Inſtinct as you can; 


In this *tis Gud directs, in that 'tis Man. 
VM ho taught the nations of the ſield and wood 


To ſhun their poiſon, and to chooſe their food ? 
Preſcient, the tides or rempeſts to withitaad, * 
Build on the wave, or arch beneath their fand ? 


| Who made the ſpider parallels deſign, 


Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line? 


| Who bid the ſtock, Columbus- like, cxplore 


Heav*ns not his own, and worlds unknown before? 

Who calls the council, ſtates the certain day, 

Whoforms the phalanx, and who poiuts the way? 
God, in the nature of each being, founds 

Its proper bliſs, and ſets its proper bounds: 

But as he fram'd a Whole, the whole to bleſs, 

On mutual Wants built mutual Happincis: 

So from the firſt, eternal order ran, 

And creature link'd to creature, man to man. 


| Whate'er of life all-quick'ning æther kceps, 


Or breathes thro? air, r ſhoots beneath the 


decps, 


Or pours profuſe on earth, one nature feeds 


Ihe vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſeeds. 


Not man alqhe, but all that roam of v ood, 
Or wing the ſky, or roll along the flood, 
Each loves itſelf, but net itſelf alone; 


Each ſex defires alike, till two are one. 


Nor ends the pleaſure with tlie fierce embrace; 


| They love themſelves, a third time, in their race. 
| Thus beaſt and bird their common charge at- 


tend; 


| The mothers nurſe it, and the fires defend ; 
The young diſmits'd to wander earth or air, 


There no the Inſtiuct, and there ends the care; 
The linK*$iiſolves, each ſeeks a freth embrace, 


That longer care contracts more laſting bands: 
Reflection, Reaſon, ſtill the ties improve, 

Ar once extend the int'reft, and the love: 

With choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn; 
And ſtill new needs, new helps, new habits riſe, 
That grafts benevelence on charities. 280 


Still as one brood, and as another roſe, 


Theſe nat'ral love maintain, habitual thoſe: 
The laſt ſcarce ripen'd into perfect Man, L 
Saw helpleſs him from whom their life began; 
and forecaſt juſt returns engage; 


That pointed back to youth, this on to age; 


| While pleaſure, gratitude, and hope, combin'd. 
Still ſpread the int'reſt, and preſerv'd the kind. 


Nor think, in Nature's State they blindly trod; 
The State of Nature was the reign of God, 
Self-love and ſocial at her birth began, 


Union the bond of all things, and of Man. _ 
Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid; 


Man walk'd with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhale; 
The ſame his table, and the fame his bed; 

No murder cloath'd him, and no murder fed. 
In the ſame temple, the reſounding wood, 


| All vocal beings hymn'd their equal Gol ; 


The ſhrine with gore unſtain'd, with gold undreſt, 


LE ln cheir nature, which are two in ours; 


; 


} Unbrib'd, 


unbloody, ſtood the blaeleſs prict : 
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| Murders their ſpecies, and betrays his own, 


And ev'ry death its own avenger breeds; 
The fury paſſions from that blood began, 
And turn'd on Man a fiercer ſavage, Man. 


To copy Inſtinct then was Reaſon's part; | 
Thus then to Man the voice of Nature ſpake— 
Go, from the Creatures thy inſtructions take: 

« Learn from the birds what food the thickets 


| Learn from the beaſts the phyſic of the field 4 


« Learn of the mole to plow, the worm to weave; 


„The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees; 
% How thoſe in common all their wealth beſtow, 
% And Anarchy without confuſion know; 


Their ſep'rate cells and properties maintain. 


Laws wiſe as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 
In vain thy Reaſon finer webs ſhall draw, 
% Entangled Juſtice in her net of Law, 


„Still for the ſtrong too weak. the weak too ſtrong. 
Vet go! and thus o'er all the creatures ſway, 


e And for thoſe arts mere Inſtin& could afford, 


Cities were built, Socicties were made: 
Here roſe one little ſtate; another near 
Grew by like means, and join'd, thro? love or fear. 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 
And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend ? 
What Warcouldraviſh,Commerce could beſtow, 


PDiffuſing bleſſings, or averting harms) 


5 


Hecav'n's attribute was Univerſal Care, 
And man's prerogative to rule, but ſpare, 


Ah how unlike the man of times to come 
Of half that live the butcher and the tomb; 
Who, foe to Nature, hears the gen'ral groan, 


But juſt diſeaſe to luxury ſucceeds, 


See him from Nature riſing flow to Art! 


« yield; 
« Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 


« Lcarn of the little Nautilus to fail, 


Spread the thin oar, amd catch the driving gale. | 
_ « Here too all forms of ſocial union find, 
% And hence let Reaſon, late, inſtruct mankind: 


« Here ſubterranean works and cities ſee ; 
« There towns atrial on the waving tree. 
% Learn each ſmall People's genius, policies, 


« And theſe for ever, tho' a Monarch reign, 


& Mark what unvary'd laws preſerve each ſtate, 


« And right, too rigid, harden into wrong; 


46 Thus let the wiſer make ths reſt abey : 


« Be crown'd as Monarchs, or as gods ador'd.” 
Great Nature ſpoke ; obſervant Man obey'd ; 


And he return'd a friend who came a foe. 

Converſe and Love mankind might ſtrongly draw, 

When Love was Liberty, and Nature Law. 

Thus ſtates were form'd ; the name of king un- 
: known, _ 5 | 

Till common int'reſt plac'd the ſway in one, 

»T was Virtue only (or in arts or arms, bi 


The ſame which in a Sire the Sons obey'd, 
A Prince the Father of a People made. 

Till _ by Nature crown'd, each Patriarch 
. ate 


King, prieſt, and parent, of his growing ſtate ; | 


On him, their ſecond Providence, they hung ; 
Their law his eve, their oracle his tongue. 
He from rhe wond'ring furrow call'd the food, 


- Draw forth the monſters of th'abyſs profound, 


hom they rever'd as God, to mourn as Man: 
| Then, looking up from fire to fire, explor'd 


| Or plain tradition that this All begun, 

| Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon ; 

|] The worker from the work diſtinct was known, 

| And fimple Reaſon never ſought but one : 

1 Ere Wit oblique had brought that ſteady light, 
| Man, like his Maker, ſaw that all was right; 


| Force firſt made Conqueſt, and that Conqueſt, 


She, midſt the lightning's blaze, and thunder's 


| Then ſacred ſeem'd th'ethereal vault no more; 
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Or fetch th'aerial eagle to the ground. 
Till drooping, ſick'ning, dying they began, 


One Firſt Father, and that firſt ador d. 


To Virtue, in the paths of Pleaſure trod, 

And own'd a Father when he own'd a God. 
Love all the faith, and all th'allegiance then; 
For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 

No ill could fear in God; and underſtood 

A Sov'reign being but a ſov'reign good, 
True faith, true policy, united ran; | 
That was but love of God, and this of Man. 
Whofirſt taught ſouls enſlav'd, and realms un- 
 Th'enormous faith of many made for one; | done, 
That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 
T'invert the world, and counterwork its Cauſe? 


Till Superſtition taught the Tyrant awe, [ Law; 
Then ſhar'd the Tyrany, then lent it aid, 
And Gods of Conqu'rors, Slaves of Subjects made: 


| found, 5 [the ground, 
When rock' d the mountains, and when groan d 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 
To Pow'r unſeen, and mightier far than they: 
She, from the rending earth, and — ſkis, 
Saw Gods deſcend, and fiends infernal riſe : ' 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt abodes : 
Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods; 
Gods partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 
Whoſe attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Luſt; 
Such as the ſouls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 
Zeabthea, not charity, became the guide ! 
And hell was built on ſpite, and heav'n on pride. 


Altars grew marble then, and reck'd with gore: 
Then firſt the Flamen taſted living food. 
Next his grim idol ſmear'd with human blood; 
With Heav'n's own thunders ſhook the world be · 
| And play'd the God an engine on his foe. [low, 

So drives ſelf-love, thro? juſt, and thro unjuſt 
To one man's pow'r ambition, lucre, luſt : 
The ſame ſelf. fore, in all, becomes the cauſe 
Of what reſtrains him, government and laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 
What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel ? 
How ſhall he keep, what, fleeping or awake, 

A weaker may ſurpriſe, a ſtronger take? 
His ſafety muſt his liberty reſtrain : | 
All join'd to guard what each defires to gain. 
Forc'd into virtue thus, by ſelf-defence, 
Ev'n kings learn'd juſtice and benevolence . 
Self-love forſook the path it firſt purſu'd, 
And found the private in the public good. 
"Twas then the ſtudious head or gen'rous m1! 


"Taught to command the fire, controuLthe flood, 


Follow'r of God, or friend of human kind, 
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Poet or patriot, roſe but to reſtore | | 
The faith and moral Nature gave before; 


Reſum'd her ancient light, not kindled new; 1 


If not God's image, yet his ſhadow drew: 
Taught pow'r's due uſe to people and to kings, 
Taught nor to ſlack, nor ſtrain its tender ſtri 
The leſs or greater, ſet fo juſtly true, 


Till jarring int'reſts of themſelves create 
Th'according muſic of a well-mix'd ſtate. 
Such is the world's great harmony, that ſprings 
From order, union, full conſent of things 
Where ſmall and great, where weak and mighty, 
l „ hah 
To ſerve, not ſuffer, ſtrengthen, not invade; 
More pdw*rful each as needful to the reſt, 
And, in proportion as it bleſſes, bleſt ; 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beaſt, man, or angel, ſervant, lord, or king. 
For forms of government let fools conteſt ; 

Whate'er is beſt adminiſter'd is beſt : 

For modes of faith, let graceleſs zealots fight ; 
His can't be wrong whole life is in the right 1 
In faith and hope the world will diſagree, 

But all mankind's concern 1s charity: | 


All mruſt be falſe that thwart this one great end; | 


And all of God that bleſs mankind, or mend. 
Man, like the gen'rous vine, ſupported lives: 
The ſtrengrh he gains is from th'embrace he gives. 

On their own axis as the planets run, 

Vet make at once their circle round the ſun ; 
So two conſiſtent motions act the ſoul ; | 
And one regards itſelf, and one the whole, 

Thus God and Nature link'd the gen'ral frame, 
And bade ſelf- love and ſocial be the ſame. 


ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE 1 

Of the Nature and State of Man, with reſpect to 
„ r 
Falſe Notions of Happineſs, Philoſophical and Po- 
pla. — It is the End of all Men, and atiain- 
able by all—God intends Happineſs to be equal ; 


and to be fo, it muſt be focial, ſince all particu- | 


lar Happineſs depends on general, and fince he 
governs by general, not particular Laws —As 
it is neceſſary for Order, and the peace and 


welfare of Society, that external goods fhould be | 


'  wnequal, Happineſs is * to conſiſt in theſe, 
ut notwithſtanding that inequality, the ba- 
lance of Happineſs among mankind is kept even 
by Providence, by the tæuo Paſſions of Hope and 
Far lat the Happineſs of Individuals is, as 
far as is conſiſtent <cith the conſtitution of this 
world; and that the Good Man has here the 
ad vantage — The error of imputing to Virtue 

_ what are only the calamities of Nature or of 
Fortune—The folly of expecting that God ſhould 
alter his general Laws in favour of particu- 
dars — That zue are not judges who are good ; 
but that whoever they are, they muſt be happi- 
eft — That eternal goods are not the proper re- 
Twards, but often inconſiſtent quith, or deſfiruc- 


ngs;. 


That touching one muſt ſtrike the other too; | | i 


199 
—Honours—Nobility—Greatneſs—Fame—St- 
perior Talents—With pictures of human inſcli- 
city in Men poſſeſſed of them all Dat Virtue 
only conflitttes a Happineſs, whoſe object is uni- 
verſal, and whoſe proſpett eternal — That the 
ber ſection of Virtue ond Happineſs conſiſts in a 
conformity to the Order of Providence here, aud 
a Reſignation to it here and hereafier, 

. Ir I: 
O HAPPINESS ! our being's end and aim ! 

Good, Pleaſure, Kaſe, Content! whate'erthy name: 

That ſomething ſtill which prompts th eternal 


For which we bear to live, or dare to die; ſigh, 
Which ſtill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies | 


| O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wiſc. 


Plant of celeſtial ſeed J if dropt below, 


_ | Say, in what mortal foil thou deign'ſ to grow? 


Fair op'ning to ſome Court's propitious ſhine, 
Or deep with di'monds in the flaming mine? 


| Twin'd with the wreaths Parnatfian laurels yield, 
_ | Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field? 


[ toil, 


| Where grows? where grows it not? if vain our 


We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil ; 
Fix'd to no ſpot is Happineſs ſincere; 
"Tis nowhere to be found, or ev'rywhere : 


Tis never to be bought, but always free, {thee. 


And fled from monarchs, St. John! dwells with - 
Aſk of the learn'd the way? The learn'd are 
ow a 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind ; 
Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in caſe; 


| Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment theſe ; 


Some, ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain; 
Some, ſwell'd to gods, confeſs ev'n virtue vain ; 
Or indolent, to each extreme they fall, | 
To truſt in ey*ry thing, or doubt of all. 
Who thub define it, ſay they more or leſs. 
Than this, that happineſs is happineſs > 
Take Nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 
All ſtates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well; 
And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe, 
Equal is common ſenſe and common cate. 
Remember Man, the univerſal cauſe 
“ Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws;“ 
And makes what Happineſs we juſtly call, 
Subſiſt not in the good of one, but all. . 
There's not a bleſſing individuals find, | 
But ſome way leans and heaykens to the kind 
No bandit fierce, no ran wad with pride, 
No cavern'd hermit reſts ſelf-ſatisfy'd : py 
Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: | 
Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 
All pleafures ficken, and all glories fiak : . 
Each has his ſhare; and who would more obtain, 
Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 
Order is Heav*n's firſt law; and this confeſt, 
Some are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, 
| More rich, more wiſe; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenie. 
Heav'n to mankind impartial we confeſs, 


tive of, Virtue — That even x a can make no 
Man happy without Virtue: Inflanced in Riches 


det in their happineſs ; 


4 But 
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| 3 ; ok! 
| Put mutual wants this happineſs increaſe; | As that the virtuous ſon is ſtill at eaſe 4 
ih All nature's diff rence keeps all nature's peace. When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe Rewards 
hi Condition, circumſtance, is not the thing; | Think we, like ſome weak prince,th'EternalCauſe No JPYs" 
i Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king. | Prone for his fav'rites to reverſe his laws. 2 
I! In who obtain defence, or who defend, Shall burning Etna, if a ſage requires, 22 
j Tv him who is, or him who finds a friend: Forget to thunder, and recal her fires? 22 
0 Heay'n breathes thro! ev ry member of the whole On air or ſea new motions be impreſt 3 — 
ö One common * as one common ſoul. Oh blameleſs Bethel ! to relieve th breaſt Judges 2 
0 ut fortune's gifts, if each alike poſſeſt, Ls | When the looſe mountain trembles from on hig ox 
j - And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt? | Shall gravitation ceaſe, if you go by 2 Ugh, Oh foo! 
9 If chen to all men happineſs was meant, Or forme ald temple, nodding to its fal. The ove 
i God in externals could not place content. | For Chartres' head reſerve the hanging wall 3 Whole | 
i Fortune her gifts - variouſly difpoſe, But ſtill this world (fo fitted for the knave) ys 
[1 And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe; | Contents us not. A better ſhall we have ? _ 
it But Heav'n's juſt balance equal will appear, 1A kingdom of the juſt then let it be: — 
0 | While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear : | But firſt conſider how thoſe juſt E 
ö Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe; The good muſt merit God's peculiar care 4. 
| But future views of better, or of worſe. But who, but God, can tell us who the * > The col 
| Oh ſous of earth! attempt ye till to riſe, one thinks, on Calvin Heav'n's own S it fell o 
| By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies? | Another, deems him inſtrument of hell 3 ITY | "OO 
Mi Heav'n ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, If Calvin feels Heav'n's bleſſing, or its rod | , 
1 And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe. This cries, there is; and that, there is no God. oy * y 
ft 2 Know, all the good that individuals find, What ſhocks one part will edify the reſt, * 
1 Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, | Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be biet. w. — 
thy Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, | The very beſt will variouſly incline, - Th, F 
10 Lie in threg words, Health, Peace, and Competence; | And what rewards your virtue, puniſh mine. St — 
j But health conſiſts with temperance alone; Whatever 1s, is right.— This world, tis true ” *__ 
1 And peace, oh virtue ! peace is all thy n. Was made for Cæfa.—but for Titus wo; Borſt 
4 The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain; | And which more bleſt ? who chain'd his country 1 ; 
i — theſe leſs taſte them as they worſe obtain. | Or he whoſe virtue ſigh'd to loſe a day * fay, Bi 8 
| — in urſuit of profit „ « But ſometimes virtue ſtarves, while AY — 4 
i 'of oriſk the moſt, that take wrong means or right? What then? Is the reward of virtue bread ? Got if 
o 2 or virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, That, vie may merit, 'tis the price of toil 1 H Se. 
3 ich meets contempt, or which compaſſion firſt? | The knave deſerves it when he tills the ſoil. 3 
44 —_ all th'advantage proſp'rous vice attains, | The knave deſerves it when he tempts the main, e, 
; 1 6 ut what virtue flies from and diſdains: | Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain, Wh Y 
10 2 — — 2 4 2 —— good man may be weak, be indolent; Fe + 
46 | , which is, to paſs for Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 
|. =- blind to truth, and God's Whole ſcheme —— But grant him id, — — is o'er Hy 6 — 
Fil Vho fancy bliſs to vice, to virtue woe ! | * No—ſhall the good want health, the want H 
1 Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, | pow'r?“ mY 8 any 
F 1 | Beſt knows the bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. | Add health and pow'r, and ev'ry earth] thing — ; 
| But fools, the good alone, unhappy call, Why bounded pow'r ? why private ? 2 ho 0 = 
15 : ta — 8 3 * chance to all. d © SEE * 2 
+. 7 alkland dies, the virtuous and the juſt! | Nay, wh external for internal gin? | , 
14 See god ike Turenne proſtrate on the duſt |! [Whyis — man a god, n ? 15 lef 
144 5 = rap Ae garbage the martial _—_ ! | | iy aſk and reaſon thus, will ſcarce conceive - All ly 
14 9 their virtue, or contempt of life? [4 gives enough, while he has mo give; ö 
bi 2 was it virtue, more tho' Heav'n ne er gave, Immenſe the . immenſe . . ws 
14 7 22 Digby ! ſunk thee to the grave? | ____ what part of nature will they ſtand ? Bur C 
"Wa | = N * made the ſon expire, | har nothing eacrkly gives, or can deftroy, Tix ah 
4 Wh, 4 2 8 and honour, lives the fire ? The ſoul's calm ſunſhine and the heart-felt joy Who u 
| . ... y drew Marſcilles' good biſhop purer breath, Is virtue's prize: A better would you fix? Ts but 
1 | hen Nature ficken'd, and each gale was death? Then give — a coach and fix, | h | 
4 g — "_ fo long (in life if long can be) | Juſtice a conqu'ror's ſword, or truth a gown Or Fail; 
7 I = _ cav*n 2 parent to the poor and me? Or public ſpirit its great cure, a crown. 4 Like ge 
j ; | ” 9 makes all phyſical or moral ill? Weak, foolith man ! will Heav'n reward us there Like S 
11 2 * n here wanders will. With the ſame traſh mad mortals wiſh for here? Wha 
bd — w : x in; if rightly underſtood, | The boy and man an individual makes, A thin 
1k 2 pd al 1 4. univerſal good, | Vet figh'ſt thou now for apples and for cakes? Juſt wh 
| 2 2 4 mits, or nature lets it fall, Io, like the Indian, in another life The far 
We; 7 8 till man improv'd it all. Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife; Al tha 
That ri e. 15 of Heav'n complain, | As well as dream ſuch trifles are affign'd, In the 
een vas Geſtroy'd by Cain, As toys and empires for a godlike mind. To all 
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wards, that either would to virtue bring 

1 — be deſtructive of the thing; 
low oft by theſe at fixty are undone 

The virtues of a ſaint at twenty-one ! 
To whom can riches give repute, or truſt, 
Content, or pleaſure, but the good and juſt ? 
Judges and ſenates have been bought for gold; 
Eſteem and love were never to be fold. = 
Oh fool ! to think God hates the worthy mind, 
The lover and the love of human kind, [clear, 


| Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year! 
Honour and ſhame from no condition riſe ; | 
Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in men has ſome ſmall diff*rence made; 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade : 
The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 
The friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd. 


« cowl ?”? | Fa 
Ju tell you, friend! a wiſe man and a fool. 
You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
Or, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow : 
The reſt is all but leather or prunella. [ſtrings, 
Stuck o'er with titles, and hung round with 
That thou may'ſt be by kings, or whores of kings, 
Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race, 
In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece: 
But by your fathers worth if your's you rate, 
Count me thoſe only who were good and great. 
Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 
Has crept thro' ſcoundrels ever ſince the flood, 
Go! and pretend your family is young; 
Nor own your fathers have been fools fo long. 
What can ennoble ſots, or ſlaves, or cowards ?_ 
Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards. lies? 
Look next on greatneſs; ſay where greatneſs 
« Where, but among the heroes and the wile ?” 
Heroes are much the ſame, the point's agreed, 
From Macedonia's madman to the Swede ; 
The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find 
Or make an enemy of all mankind ! 
Not one looks backward, onward ſtill he goes; 
Yet nc'er looks forward further than his noſe. 
No leſs alike the politic and wiſe; 
All fly flow things, with cireumſpective eyes: 
len in their looſe unguarded hours they take, 
Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 
ut grant that thoſe can conquer, theſe can cheat, 
Tis phraſe abſurd to call a villain great: 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 
Ts but the more a fool, the more a knave. 
Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains, 
Like good Avrelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. 
Whar's fame ? A fancy'd life in others breath; 
A thing beyond us, ev'n before our death. 
Juſt whar you hear, you have, and what's unknown 
The fame (my Lord) if Tully's, or your own. 
A.l that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the ſmall circle of our foes or friends; 
To ell beſide, as much an empty ſhade 
An Eugene living, as a Cæſar dead; 
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Whoſe life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience | 


What differ more (you cry) than crown and 


Alike or when, or where, they ſhone or ſhine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. ; 
A wit's a feather, and a chief a rod ; | 
An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can fave, 


_ | As juſtice tears his body from the * 


When what t'oblivion better were reſign'd, 
Is hung on high, to poiſon half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true deſert; 
Plays round the head, — but comes not to the 
| Rn: 5 
One ſelt-approving hour whole years outweighs 


Of ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas ; 


And more true joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 5 
Than Cæſar with a ſenate at his heels. 


In parts ſuperior what ad vantage lies? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wiſe? 


Tis but to know how little can be known z 

To fee all others faults, and feel our own : 

| Condemn'd in bus'nets or in arts to drudge, 
Without a ſecond, or without a judge. . 

Truths would you teach, or ſave a ſink ing land) 

All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand, 

Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view 

Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 

Bring then theſe blefſings to a ftrift account; 
| Make fair deduCtions ; fee to what they mount: 


How much of other each is ſure ro coſt; 
How each for other oft is wholly loſt; 

How inconſiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 
How ſometimes life is riſqu'd, and always eaſe : 
Think, and if ſtill the thiugs thy envy call, 
Say, wouldſt thou be the man to whom they fall 
| To ſigh for ribbands, if thou art fo filly, Fg 

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy: 
Is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life? | 

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus* wife! 

If parts allure thee, think how Bacon ſhin'd, 

The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt of mankind: 
| Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 

See Cromwell, damu'd to everlaſting fame? 
If all, united, thy ambition call, fo 
From ancient fiory learn to ſcorn them all. 
There, in tbe rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and great, 
See the falſe ſcale of happineſs complete © 
| In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay, 

How happy thoie to ruin, theſe betray, 
Mark by what wretched ſteps their glory grows, 
From dirt and ſea-weed as proud Venice roſe ; 

In each how guilt and greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the hero funk the man: 


| Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, 
| But ſtain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for gold: 


| Then ice them broke with toils, or ſunk in eaſe, 
Or infamous for plunder'd provinces, # 
Oh wealth ill-fated ! which no act of fame 
Er taught to thine, or ſanctify'd from ſhame |! 
What greater bliſs attends their cloſe of life ? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wife, 

The trophy'd arches, itory'd halls invade, 

And haunt their ſſumbers in the pompous ſhade, 

Alas | not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 
Compute the morn and ev'ning to the dav; 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A tale, that blends ther glory with their hame ! 

as | | Kuow 
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_ « Virtue alone is happineſs below.” 


The joy unequall'd, if its end it gain; 
And if it loſe, attended with no yu . 


Since but to wiſh more virtue, is to gain. 


For him alone hope leads from goal to goal, 


Aud Hevn beholds its image in his brealt 


202 ELEGANT 


Know then this truth—(cnough for man to 
[ know) 
The only point where human blifs ſtands ſtill, 
And taſtes the good without the fall to ill; 

Where only merit conſtant pay receives, 
Is bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 


Without ſatiety, tho? e'er ſo bleſs d, Correct with ſpirit, eloquent with eaſe, 
| And but more reliſh'd as the more diftreſs'd : | 
The broadeſt mirth unfechng folly wears, : 


Leſs pleaſing far than virtue's very tears: 


Good, from each object, from each place acquir'd, 
For ever exercis'd, yet never tir d 

| Never elated while one man's oppreſs'd ; 
| Never dejected while another's bleſs'd ; 


And where no wants, no wiſhes can remain, | 
See the ſole bliſs Heav'n could on all beſtow ! 
Which who but feels can taſte, but thinks can 
know : 1 5 8 
Vet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 


The bad muſt miſs, the good, untaught, will find; 


Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, 


But looks thro? nature, up to nature's God: 
Purſues that cham which linksth'immenſe deſign, 
Joins heav'n and earth, and mortal and divine; 


Sces that no being any bliſs can know, 

But touches ſome above, and ſome below; 
Learns, from this union of the riſing whole, 
The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human ſoal; 
And knows where faith, law, morals, all began, 
All end, in love of God and love of man. | 


And opens ſtill, and opens on his foul; 
Till lengthen'd on to faith, and unconfin'd, 
It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. 
He fees why nature plants in man alone 


Hope of known blifs, and faith in bliſs unknown: 
Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind | 
Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 


Wile is her preſent ; ſhe connects in this 
His greateſt virtue with his greateſt bliſs ; 


At once his own bright proſpect to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt. e 
Self- love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 
SGires thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing thine, 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart? 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part : 


Graſpthe whole worlds of reaſon, life, and ſenſe, 
In one cloſe ſyſtem of benevolence : 


Happier as kinder, in whate'er degree, 
And height of blifs but height of charity. 


© God loves from whole to parts: but human ſoul 


Nuſt riſe from individual to the whole. 
gSelf love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, | 


As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 
The centre mov'd, a circle ſtrait ſucceeds ; 
Another fill, and ſtill another ſpreads ; 

Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 


His country next; and next all human race; 


Wide and more wide, th'o'erflowings of the mind 
Take ev'ry ereature in, of ev'ry kind; 
Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 


| To man's low paſſions, or their glorious ends, 


| | To fall with dignity, with temper riſe ; 
_ | Form'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer 
From grave to gay, from Ii 


When ſtateſmen, heroes, kings, in duft repoſe, 


4 


|'$ 14. Moral Efays. Is Four Bites. Port, 
| To Sir Richard Temple, L. Cobham. 


| | ES, you deſpiſe the man to books confin'd, 


| Tho? what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance 
| Some gen'ral maxims, or be right by chance. 


| There's ſome peculiar in each leaf and grain, 


] Next, that he varies from himſelf no leſs; 


| The optics ſexing, as the objedts ſeg 


EXTRACTS, Boox If 


| | Come then, my friend] my genius ! come alongʒ 
| Oh maſter of the poet, and the fong! 
And while the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſcends, 


Teach me, like thee, in various nature wile, 


lively to ſevere 5 


Intent to reaſon, or polite to pleaſe. 
Oh ! while along the ſtream of time thy namg 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame, 
Say, ſhall my little bark attendant fail, 
Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale? 


Whoſe ſons fhall bluſh their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philofopher, and friend 
That, urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuneful art, 


For wit's falſe mirror held up nature's light; 
Shew'd erring pride, whatever 7s, is right; 
That reaſon, paſſion, anſwer one great aim; 
That true ſelf- love and ſocial are the ſame; 
That virtue only makes our bliſs below; 
And all our knowledge is, ourſelves to know. 


| 


þ 


EPISTLE 1. 


Who from his ſtudy rails at human kind; 


The coxcomb bird, fo talkative and grave, 
That fram his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and 
| Tho' many a paſſenger he rightly call, [Knave, 
You hold him no philoſopher at all. | 
And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, 
Men may be read, as well as books, too much. 
To obſervations which ourſelves we make, 

We grow more partial for th'obſerver's ſake; 
To written Wiſdom, as another's, leſs : [Guebs, 
Maxims are drawn from Notions, theſe from 


| Same unmark'd fibre, or ſome varying vein ; 
Shall only Man be taken in the groſs ? 

Grant but as many ſorts of mind as moſs: _ 
That each from other differs, firſt confeſs: 


Add Nature's, Cuſtom's, Reaſon's, Paſſion's ſtrife, 

And all Opinion's colours caſt on life. 
Our depths whofathoms, or our ſhallows finds, 

Quick whirls, and ſhifting eddies of our minds! 

On human actions reaſon tho' you can, 

It may be Reaſon, but it is not Man: 

His Principle of action once explore, 

That inſtant tis his Principle no more. 

Like following life, thro' creatures you diſſect, 

You loſe it in the moment you detect. 

Yet more; the difPrence is as great between 


Al 


From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 


Boox 
All Ma 
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Or Fan 
Contrad 
| Nor ' 
It hurri 
In vain 
When 
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Is thus 
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Still fit 
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All kn 
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All ſee 


When 
While 

But 
Tho' f 


All ſee 'tis vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe. 


Boo II. DIDACTIC, D 


All Manners take a tincture from our own; 
Or come diſcolour'd thro? our Paſſions ſhown. 
Or Fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, _ 
Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand dyes. 
Nor will Life's ſtream for obſervation ſtay ; 
Tt hurries all too faſt to mark their way: 
In vain ſedate reflections we would make, 
When half our knowledge we mult ſnatch, not 
Oft in the Paſſion's wild rotation toſt, [ take, 
Our ſpring of action to ourſelves is loſt: 
Tir'd, not determin'd, to the laſt we yield; 


And what comes then is maſter of the field, 


As the laſt image of that troubled heap, _ 
When Senſe ſubſides, and Fancy ſports in ſleep 
(Tho' paſt the recollection of the thought) 
Becomes the ſtuff of which our dream is wrought, 
Something as dim to our internal view, 
Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do, - 
True, ſome are open, and to all men known; 
Others ſo very cloſe, they're hid from none: 
(So darkneſs ſtrikes the ſenſe no leſs than light) 
Thus gracious Chandos is beloy'd at fight: 
And ev'ry child hates Shylock, tho? his foul 
Still ſits at ſquat, and peeps not from its hole. 


At half mankind when gen'rous Manly raves, 
All know 'tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves. 


When univerſal homage Umbra pays, 


When flatt'ry glares, all hate it in a queen, 
While one there is whocharms us with his ſpleen. 
But theſe plain characters we rarely find: 
Thoꝰ ſtrong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind: 
Or puzzling contraries confound the whole; 
Or affectations quite reverſe the foul, _ 
The Dull, flat Fal ſehood ſerves for policy: 
And in the Cunning, Truth itſelf's a lie. 
Unthought-of frailties cheat us in the wiſe; 
The fool lies hid in inconſiſtencies. 
See the ſame man in vigour, in the gout; 
Alone, in company; in place, or out; 
Early at bus'neſs, and at hazard late; 
Mad at a fox-chace, wiſe at a debate 
Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball; N 
Friendly at Hackney, faithleſs dt W hitchall. 
Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 
Thinks, who endures a knave is next a knave, 
Save juſt at dinner—then prefcrs, no doubt, 
A rogue with ven'ſon to a ſaint without. 
Who would not praiſe Patricio's high deſert, 
His hand unſtain'd, his uncorrupted heart, 
His comprehenſive head | all int'reſts weigh'd, 
All Europe fav'd, yet Britain not betray d. 
He thanks you not, his pride is in picquette, 
Newmarker-fame, and judgmenc at a bett. 


_ | Suppreſs them, or miſcall them policy? 


ESCRIPTIVE, &. 203 


| | A din ot ging | gone as ſoon as found; | 


Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground. 
In vain the ſage, with rętroſpective eye, 
Would from th apparent What conclude che Why, 


Infer the motive from the deed, and ſhew, 
That what we chanc'd was what we meant to da. 
| Behold ] if Fortune or a miſtreſs frowns, | 
Some plunge in buſineſs, others ſhave their crowns: 
To eaſe the foul of one oppreſſive weight, 
This quits an empire, that embroils a tate; 
The ſame aduſt complexion has impell'd - * 
Charles to the convent, Philip to the field. 

Not always actions ſhew the man; we find 
Who does a kindneſs is not therefore kind: 
Perhaps proſperity becalm'd his breaſt; - 
Perhaps the wind juſt ſhifted from the eaſt : 

| Not therefore humble he who ſeeks retreat, 


—_— — 


| Pride guides his ſteps, and bids him ſhun the great, 


Who combats bravely is not therefore brave; 
He dreads a dcath-bed like the meaneſt ſlave: 
W ho reaſons wiſely is not therefore wiſe; 
His pride in reas'ning, not in acting, lies. 
But grant that actions beſt diſcover man; 
Take the moſt ſtrong, and ſort them as you can. 

The few that glare, each character muſt mark; 
You balance not the many in the dark. 
What will you do with ſuch as diſagree? 5 
Muſt then at once (the character to ſave) 

The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave ? 

Alas! in truth the man but chang'd his mind; 
Perhaps was ſick, in love, or had not din'd. 
Aſk why from Britain Cæſar would retreat? 
| Czfar himſelf might whiſper he was bear. + 


_ | Why, riſk the world's great empire for a punk? 


Cæſar perhaps might anſwer, he was drunk. 

| But, ſage hiſtorians ! *tis vour taſk to prove 

One action conduct; one, heroic love. 
'Tis from high life high characters are drawn; 

A ſaint in crape is twice a faint in lawnz © 

A judge is juſt, a chanc'llor juſter ſtill ; 

A gownmaa learn'd; a biſhop what you will; 


Wie, if a miniſter; but, if a king, {rhiig! 


More wiſe, more learn'd, more juſt, more ev'ry 
Court-Virtues hear, like gems, the higheſt rate, 

Born where Heav'n's influence ſcarce can penc- 

In life's low vale, the ſoil the virtues like, | trate : 

They pleaſe as beauties, here as wonders ſtrike. 

Tho? the fame ſun, with all diffuſive rays, 

Bluſh in the roſe, and in the di'moad blaze, 

| We prize the ſtronger cffort of his pow'r, 

And juſtly ſet rhe gem above the flowꝰ'r. 

| *Tis education forms the common mind; 

Juſt as the twig is bent the tree's inclin d. 


What made (ſay Montagne, — or more ſage | Boaſtfdl and rough, your firſt fon is a ſquire; 


Charron!) _ 
o a warrior, Cromwell a buffoan ? 
A perjur'd prince a leaden faint revere, 
A vodleſs regent tremble at a ſtar? * 
The throne a bigot keep, a genius quit, 
Faithleſs thro? piety, and dup'd thro? wit? 
urope a woman, child, or dotard rule, 
And juſt her wiſeſt monarch made a fool? 
Know, God and Nature only are the fame: 


* Man, the judgment ſhoots at flying game; 


The next a tradeiman, meek, and much a liar ; 
Tom ftruts a ſoldier, open, bold, and brave; 
Will ſacaks a ſcriv'ner, an exceeding knave : 
Is he a churchman ? then he's fond of pow'r; J 
A quaker? ily ; a preſbyterian? ſour; 


A A ſmart free-thinker ? all things in an hour. 


Aſk mens opinions: Scoto now fhall tell 
How trade increaſes, and the world goes well; 
Strike off his penſion, by the ſetting ſun, 
And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. + 


That 
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Thar onv free-thinker, a fine talker once, 
hat turns him now a ſtupid filent dunce ? 
Some God, or Spirit, he has lately found ; 
Or chanc'd to meet à miniſter that frown'd. 
__ Judye we by nature? Habit can efface, 
Int'reſt oercome, or policy take place: 
| By actions? thoſe uncertainty divides: 

| By paſſions ? theſe diſſimulation hides : E; 
Opinions? they till take a wider range: 
Find, if you can, in what vou cannot ch 


Manners with fortunes, humours turn with 


climes, 
| Tenets with books, and vrineipies w ith times. 


Search then the ruling pathon : There, alone, 
The wild are conſtant, and the cunning known; 


The fool conſiſtent, and the falſe fincere z 
Prieſts, princes, women, no diffemblers here. 
This clue once found, unravels all the reſt, 


The proſpect clears, and Wharton ftands confeſt. 


Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our days, 

W boſe ruling paſſion was the Tuft of praiſe: 
Born with whare'er could win it from the wiſe, 
Women and fools muſt like him, or he dies: 
Tho! wond'ring ſenates hung on all he ſpoke, 
The Club muſt hail him, Maſter of the Joke. 
Shall parts to various aim at nothing new? 
He'll thine a Tully and a Wil mot t. 
Then turns repentant, and his God adores 


With the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores; 
 _ Enouyh if all around him bur admire, 
And now the Punk applaud, and now the Friar. 


Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 
And wanting nothing but an honeſt heart; 
Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt; 
And moſt contemytible to ſhun conteinpt; 
His patſion ill ro cover gen'ral praiſe, 
His hte, to forfeit it a thouſand was; 
A conſtant bounty which no friend has malle; ; 
A anvel tongue, which no man can perſuade; 
A fool, with more of wit than half mankind, 
Too rath for thought, for action too reſin'd: 

A tvrant to the wife his heart approves; 

A rebel to the very king he loves; 

He dies, fd outcaſt of each ehurch and fare, 
Aud, harder fill! flagitious, yer not great. 


Ak you why Wharton broke thro? ev'rv rule 
„was all for fear the knaves ſhould call hun! 
Nature well known, no e remain, fool!“ 


(Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 
Yet in this ſearch the wiſeft mav miſtake, 
If ſecond qualities for firſt thev take. | 
| When Catiline by rapine ſwell'd his ſtore; 
When Cæſar made a noble dame a whore; 
In this the luſt, in that the avarice 
Were means, not ends; ambition was the vice; 
That very Ceſar, born in Scipio's days, 
Had aim'd, like him, by chaſtity, at praiſe. 
Lucuiſus, when frugality could charm, 

Had roaſted turnips in the Sabin farm. 
In vain th'obſerver eves the builder's toll ; 

Bur quite miſtakes rhe ſcaffold for rhe pile. 

In_this one pathon man can ſtreneth eajoy, 

As firs give vigour juſt when they deſtrov. 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient band, 
Yet tames not this; it ſtucs to our lait lai:d. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


¶ Conſiſtent in our follies and our fins, 


| As fober Laneſp'row dancing in the gout. 
| Has made the father of a nameleſs race, 
By his own fon, that paſſes by unbleſs'd : 


Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 


The doctor call'd; declares all help too late: 
Mercy! cries Helluo, mercy on my ſoul! 


For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 


IOW ere the laſt words that poor Narciſſa ſpoke) 


| © If—where I'm going—l could ſerve vou, Sir? 


| And figh'd) * my lands and tencments to Ned.” 


| Such in thoſe moments as in all the paſt, | 
«04 0 ſaue %e 2 Heav'n ! * ſhall be your ? 


wo NOTHING fo true as what vou once let fall, 


Book 


Com 


Book II. 


Here honeſt Nature ends as ſhe begins. Dip in 
Old politicians chew on wiſom paſt, Chuſe 
And totter on in bus'neſs to the laſt ; Catch, 


Ruf: 
Attrac 
Agrecs 
As Sap 
Or Sap 
With? 
So moi 
Shine, 
How 
The fr 
To het 
And g. 
Sudden 
But ſp: 
All eye 
All eyc 
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Sighs © Te 
A park 
All bat 


As weak, as earneſt; and as gravely out, 
Behold a rev'rend fire, whom want of grace 
Shoy'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely prefs'd | 


And envies ev'ry ſparrow that he fees. | 
A ſalinon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 


& Is there no hope ?—Alas ! then bring the jowl.“ 

The frugal erone, whom praying prieſts attend, 
Still ſtrives to fave the hallow'd taper's end; 
Collects her breath as ebbing life retires, 


Odious! in woollen! *twould a faint provoke! 


No, let a charming chintz and Bruſſels lace 
* Wrapmv cold limbs, and ſhade my lifeleſs face: 


© One would not fure be frightful when one's — 
dead Tis to 

[And Betty —give this check a little red.” . _ N 
The Courtier, fnouth, who forty years had Ls eir! 
| An humble ſervant to all human kind, [ thin'd A . 
Juſt brought out this, when ſcarce his tongue Her 1 


could ſtir, 


Leſs v. 
Strange 
Was je 
Vet ne 
As why 


I give and I deviſe (old Euclio ſaid, 


Your money, Sir? —“ My money, Sir! what all? 
Why, —if I muſt—(rhen wept) [ give it Paul,” 
The manor, Sir *—* The manor ' hold,” hecry'd, 
Not that, — I cannot part with that and dy d. 
And you, brave Cobham, to the lateſt breath, 
Shall feel your ruling paſſion ftrong in death: 


g EPISTLE I. 
To a Lady. 1 
of the Chara&ers of Women. | 


Mloſt women have no characters at all.” 122 
latter too ſoft a laſting mark to bear, © Gow 1 
And beſt diſtinguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair. rows: 

| How many pictures of one nvmph we view, Chaſte 
All how unlike cach other, all how true ! A teem 
Arcadia's Counteſs, here, in ermin'd pride, Whar | 
Is there, Paſtora, by a fountaia fide. Her he 
Here Fannia, leering on her own good man; Suck t! 
And there, a naked Leda with a fwan. She tin 
Let then the fair one beautifully cr | What! 
In Magdalene's loofe hair an ifred. eve, Calar - 
Or dreſt in ſmiles of ſweet Cecilia thine, | As Hel 
With ſimp' ring angels, palm, and harps divine; he nc 


Whether the charmer finger it or faint it, 
If folly grow romantic, 


mult paint it, 
Come 
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Come then, the colours and the ground pre | Critiqu'd your wine, and analyz'd your meat: 
Dip in the rainbow, trick her off in alr ; [ pare; Yer on plain pudding deign'd at home to eat, 
Chuſe a firm cloud, before it fall, and in it So Philomedè, lect'ring all mankind | 
Catch, ere ſhe change, the Cynthia of this minute. On the ſoft paſſion and the taſte refin'd, 
Rufa, whoſe eye, quick — o'er the Park, Th'addrefs, the delicacy ſtoops at once, 


Attracts each light gay meteor of a ſpark, | And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. | 

Agrecs as ill with Rufa ſtudying Locke, | Flavia's a wit, has too much ſenſe to pray; 

As Sappho's di'monds with her dirty finock; | To toatt our wants and withes is her way; 

Or Sappho at her toilet's greaſy taſk, Nor aſks of God, but of her ſtars, to give 85 
With Sappho fragrant at an ev'ning maſk: [The wighty bleffing, (while we live, to live.” 
So morning inſects, that in muck begun, Then all for death, that opiate of the ſoul ! 

Shine, buzz, and flyblow in the ſetting ſun. Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bowl. 


How ſoft is Silia ! fearful to offend; Say, what can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind? 
The frail one's advocate, the weak one's friend! | A ſpark too fickle, or a ſpouſe too kind. 
To her, Caliſta prov'd her conduct nice; | Wiſe wretch! with pleaſures too refin'd to pleaſe, 
And good Simplicius aſks of her advice. With too much ſpirit to be e'er at eaſe; 


Sudden, ſhe ſtor ms! ſhe raves! You tip the wink, With too much quickneſs ever to be taught; 


But ſpare your cenſure; Silia does not drink. | With too much thinking to have common 
All eyes may ſee from what the change aroſe; - thought; _ 5 80 . 
All eyes may ſee—a pimple on her noſe. | You purchaſe Pain with all that Joy can give, 
Papillia, wedded to her am'rous ſpark, And die of nothing but a rage to live. _ 


Sighs for the ſhades — How charming is a park!" | Turn then from wits; and look on Simo's 


A park is purchas'd, but the fair he ſees C 

All bath'd in tears Oh odious, odious trees !' No aſs ſo meek, no aſs fo obſtinate. 

Ladies, like variegated tulips, ſhow, Or her that owns her faults, but never mends, 
"Tis to their changes half their charms we owe; | Becauſe ſhe's honeſt, and the beſt of friends. 
Fine by defect, and delicately weak, _ Or her, whoſe life the church and ſcandal ſhare, 


Their happy ſpots their nice admirer take. For ever in a paſſion, or a pray'r. | 
Tas thus Calypſo once each heart alarm'd, | Or her, who laughs at hell, but (like her Grace) 
Aw'd without virtue, without beauty charm'd; | Cries, ? Ah how charming, if there's no ſuch 
Her tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her eyes; Or who in ſweet viciſſitude appears [ place! 
25 Leſs wit than mimic, more a wit than wife; Of mirth and opium, ratifie and tears, | 
Strange graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe had, | The daily anodyne, and nightly draught, 
Was juſt not ugly, and was jutt not mad; To kill thoſe foes to fair ones, time and thought ; 
| Yet ne'er ſo ſure our paſſion to create, Woman and fool are too hard things rf; 
7 As when ſhe touch'd the brink of all we hate. For true no-meaning puzzles more than wit. 
| Narciffa's nature, tolcrably mild, But what are theſe to great Arofla's mind 
To make a waſh would hardly ftery a child! Scarce once herſelf, by turns all womankind ! 
Has cv'n been prov'd to grant a lover's pray'r, Who, with herſclf, or others, from her birth 
And paid a tradeſinan once, to make him ſtare! | Finds all her life one warfare upon ag» 


Gave alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim, | Shines in expoſing knaves, and painting fools, 
And made a widow happy for a whim! _ Vet is whate'er ſhe hates and ridicules. E 
ö Why then declare good-nature is her ſcorn, No thought advances, but her eddy brain 
When 'tis by that alone ſhe can be borne ? Whiſks it about, and down it goes again. 
We pique all mortals, yet affect a name? Full fixty years the world has been her trade; 
fool to pleaſure, yet a ſlave to fame: | The wiſeſt fool much time has ever made. 
Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, | From lovelets youth to unreſpected age, 
ow drinking citron with his Grace and Chartres : | No paſſion gratify'd, except her rage, 
Now conſcience chills her, and now paſſion burns; | So much the fury ſtill out-ran the wit, 
nd atheiſin and religion take their turn; The pleaſure miſs d her, and rhe ſcandal hit. 
very heathen in the carnal part, „ | Who breaks with her provokes revenge from 
Vet ſtill a fad zv0d Chriſtian at her heart. | Bur he's a bolder man who dares be well. LH. at; 
See Sin in ſtate majeſtically drunk; | Her ev'ry turn with violence purſu'd, | 
round as a pcereſs, prouder as a punk; | No more a ſtorm her bate than gratitude : 
haſte to her huſband, frank to all beſide, To that each paſſion turns, or ſoon or late; 
\ teeming miſtreſs, but a barren bride. | Love, if it makes her yield, muſt make her hate: 
hat then? Let blood and body bear the fault, | Superiors! death! and equals! what a curſe! 
ler head”; untouch'd, that noble ſeat of thought; | Bur an inferior not dependant! worſe. 
Suck this day's doctrine—in another fit Offend her, and ſhe knows not to forgive ; 
due uns with poets, thro' pure love of wit. Oblige her, and ſhe'll hate you while you live: 
V hat has not tir'd her boſom, or her brain? But die, and ſhe'll adore you—Then the buſt 
| Cxlar and Fail-boy, Charles and Charlema'ne. And temple riſe—then fall again to duſt. | 
T; Hellug, late 22 of the feaſt, | Laſt night her lord was all that's good and great; 
; lic noſe of Haut-gour, and the tip of taſte, A knave this morning, and his Will à cheat. 
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By ſpirit robb'd of Pow'r, by warmth of friends, 
By wealth of follow'rs ! without one diſtreſs 


Or wanders, Heav'n directed, to the poor. 


Some flying ſtroke alone can hit em right: 
For how ſhould equal colours do the knack? 


Nature m her then err'd not, but forgot. 


Burt never, never, reach'd one gen'rous thought. 
Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour; 
Content to dwell in decencics for ever. 
So very reafonable, fo unmov'd, EE. 
As never vet to love, or to be lov'd. 5 
She, while her lover pants upon her breaſt 
Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt; 


Obſerves how much a chintz excecds mohair ! 
| _ Forbid it Heav'n, a favour or a debt 
She e'er thould cancel—but ſhe may forget. 
Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloe's ear; 
But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hcar, 


But cares not if a thouſand are undone. 
Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead? 


| Chloe—is prudent—Would you too be wiſe ? 


* o 
11 
j 

4 
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To draw the naked is your true delight. 
That robe of quality fo ſtruts and ſwells, 


Thè'exacteſt traits of body or of mind. 
We owe to models of an humble kind. 
3 — to ſtrip there's no compelling, 
"TY 
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strange! by the means defeated of the ends, 


Sick of herſelf, thro? very ſelfiſhneſs ! 

Atoſſa, curs'd with ev'ry granted pray'r, | 
hildleſs with all her children, wants an heir. 
o heirs unknown deſcends th*unguarded fore, 


Pictures, like theſe, dear Madam, to defign, 


Ak no firm hand, and no unerring line; 1 


Some wand'ring touches, ſome reflected light, 


— 


Camelcons who can paint in white and biack? 
« Yet Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot,” | 


With ev'ry pleaſing, ev'ry prudent part, 
© Say, what can Chloe want? She wants a heart. 
She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought ; 


A . 


And when ſhe ſces her friend in deep detpair, 


Of all her dears ſhe never ſlander'd one, 


8 


She bids her footman put it in her head. 


Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 
One certain portrait may (I grant) be ſeen, 
Which Heav'n has varnith'd out, and made a 

ueen; | | 


The —_ ever! and deſcrib'd by all 


Tis well—but artiſts! who can paint or write, 


None ſee what parts of nature it conceals: 


om a handmaid we muſt take an Helen. 

From Peer or Biſhop *tis no caſy thing 
To draw the man who loves his God, or King: 
Alas ! I copy (or my draught would fail) 
From honeſt Mah'met, or plain Parſon Hale. 

But grant, in public, Men ſometimes are ſhown, 
A Woman's ſeen in private life alone: 
Our bolder talents in full light diſplay'd; 
Your virtues open faireſt in the ſhade. 
Bred to diſguiſe, in public 'tis you hide; 
There,nonediſtinguiſh 'twixt your ſhame or pride, 
Weakneſs or delicacy ; all fo nice, 


And, unobſerv'd, the g 


EXTRACTS. 
In Men we various ruling paſſions find; 

In Women, two almoſt divide the kind; 
Thoſe, only fix'd, they firſt or laſt obey, 
The love of pleaſure and the love of ſway. 
That, Nature gives; and where- the leſſon 
7) Ls Ek 
Is but to pleaſe, can pleaſure ſeem a fault? 


| Experience, this; by Man's oppreſſion curſt, 


They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firſt, 
Men, ſome to bus'nefs, ſome to pleaſure take; 
But ev'ry Woman is at heart a rake: 5 


I Nen, ſome to quiet, ſome to public ſtrife; : 


But ev'ry Lady would be queen for life. 
Yer mark the fate of a whole ſex of queens! ! 


As leaves them ſcarce a ſubject in their age: 
For foreign glory, foreign joy they roam; 
No thought of peace or happineſs at home. 
But wiſdom's triumph is well timed retreat, 
As hard a ſcience to the fair as great 


Beauties, like tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, 
| Yet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone. | 


Worn out in public, weary ev'ry eve, 


5 1 Nor leave one ſigh behind them when they die. 
Plcafſures the tex, as children birds, purſue; 


Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catch, to ſpoil the toy at moſt, 
To covet flying, and regret when loft: _ 


At laſt, to follies youth could ſcarce defend, 


It grows their age's prudence to pretend; 


| Atham'd to own they gave delight before, 


Reduc'd to feign it when they give no more: 


As hags hold Sabbaths, leſs for joy than ſpight, 


So theſe their merry, miſerable night; 

Still round and round the ghoſts of beauty glide, 

And haunt the places where tlieir honour dy'd. 
See how the world its veterans rewards : 

A youth of frolics, an old age of cards; 

Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end, | 

| Young without lovers, old without a friend; 


| | A fop their pathon, but their prize a ſor, 
Wich truth and goodneſs, as with crown and ball. 

Poets heap virtues, painters gems at will, 
And ſhew their zeal, and hide their want of ſkill. 


Ahve, ridiculous, and dead, forgot SE 
Ah! friend ! to dazzle let the vain deſign ; 


That charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues the 
ring, MOR Mm 


| Flaunts and goes down an unregarded thing : "oY 
Iso when the Sun's broad beam has tir'd the 


| fight, | | . 
All mild aſcends the Moon's more ſober light; 
Serene in virgin modeſty ſhe ſhines, 

rms orb declines. | 
Oh ! bleſt with temper, whofe unclouded ray 


Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day ; 


She who can love a ſiſter's charms, or hear 
{ Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear 


She who ne'er anſwers till a huſband cools ; 
Or, if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe rules; 
Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
Yet has her humour moſt when ſhe obeys: 
Let fops or fortune fly which way they will; 
Diſdains all loſs of tickets, or codille ; | 
Spleen, vapours, or ſmall-pox, above them all, 


That cach may ſeem a virtue or a vice. 


And miſtreſs of herſelf, o' china fall. 


And 
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Pow'r all their end, but beauty all the means: 
In youth they conquer with ſo wild a rage, 


To raiſe the thought, and touch the heart be thine! 
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et, believe me, good as well as ill, 
— at beſt a contradiction ſtill. | 
Heav'n, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can, 
Its laſt beſt work, but forms a ſofter man; | 
icks from each ſex, to make the fav'rite bleſt 
Vour love of pleaſure, our deſire of reſt: 
Blends, in exception to all gen ral rules, 
Your taſte of follies with our ſcorn of fools : 
Reſerve with frankneſs, art with truth ally d, 
Courage with ſoftneſs, modeſty with pride; 
Fix'd principles, with fancy ever new; 
Snakes all together, and produces—Y ou, e 
Be this a Woman's fame; with this unbleſt, 
Toaſts live a ſcorn, and queens may die a jeſt. 
This Phoebus promis'd (I forget the year) 
When thoſe blue eyes firſt open'd on the ſphere; 
Aſcendant Phoebus watch'd that hour with care, 
Averted half your parents ſimple pray'r ; 
And gave you beauty, but deny'd the pelf _ 
That buys your ſex a tyrant o'er itſelf, 
The gen'rous God, who wit and gold refi 
And ripens ſpirits as he ripens mines, 
Kept droſs for ducheſſes, the world ſhall know it, 
To you gave ſenle, good-humour, and a Poet. 


1 


EPISTLE III. 
To Allen, Lord Bathurſt. 


P. WHO ſhall decide, when doctors diſagree, - 
And ſoundeſt caſuiſts doubt, like you and me? 
You hold the word, from Jove to Momus giv'n, 
That man was made the ſtanding jeſt of Heav'n 
And gold but ſent to keep the fools in play; 

For ſome to heap, and ſome to throw away. 
But I, who think more highly of our kind 
(And ſurely, Heav'n and I are of a mind) 
Opine, that Nature, as in oy bound, 
Deep hid the ſhining miſchiet under groun 
But when by man's audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival to its ſire, the ſun ; 

Then careful Heav'n ſupply'd two ſorts of men 
To ſquander theſe, and thoſe to hide agen. 

Like doctors thus, when much diſpute has paſt, 
We find our tenets juſt the ſame at laſt, 
Both fairly owning, riches in effect, 

No grace of Heav'n, or token of th'elect; 
Gir'n to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the devil: 


beſtows; | 
Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows. 

: P. But how unequal it beſtows, obſerve, 
b.thus we riot, while, who ſow it ſtarve : 
What Nature wants (a phraſe I muſt diſtruſt) 

Xtends to luxury, extends to luſt : 
ivtul J grant, it ſerves what life requires; 
* dreadful too, the dark aſſaſſin hires. 
rade it may help, ſociety extend: 
ut lures the pirate, and corrupts the friend. 
Id raiſes armies in a nation's aid: | 
7 P. But bribes a ſenate, and the land's betray d. 
Prin may heroes fight, and patriots rave, 
* *$01ET. gold ſap on from knave to knave. 


1 


d: 1 


5 What ſay you? B. 8a 


Meat, fire, and cloaths. B. Wh 
B. What Nature wants, commodious gold 
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Once, we confeſs, beneath the patriot's cloak, _ 
From the crack'd bag the dropping guinea ſpoke, 


Aud, jingling down the back- ſtairs, told the crew, 


Old Cato 1s as great a rogue as you.” “ 
Bleſt paper-credit ! laſt and beſt ſupply! ! 
Thar lends corruption lighter wings to fly! _. 
| Gold, imp'd by thee, can compaſs hardeſt things, 

imp d by : 7 
Can pocket ſtates, can fetch or carry kings; 
A ſingle leaf ſhall waft an army o'er, 


Or ſhip off ſenates to ſome diſtant ſhore ; 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, ſcatter to and fro 


Our fates and fortunes, as the wind ſhall blow : 
Pregnant with thouſands flits the ſcrap unſeen, 
And filent ſells a king, or buys a queen. 7 
Oh ! that ſuch bulky bribes as all might ſee, 
Still, as of old, incumber'd villany ! | 5 
Could France or Rome divert our brave deſigns 
With all their brandies, or with all their wines, 
What could — more than knights and ſquires 
| confound, ES, | 
Or water all the quorum ten miles round} 
Aſtateſmanꝰs ſlumbers howthis ſpeechwould ſpoil! 
« Sir, Spain has ſent a thouſand jars of oil; 
Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door: 
A hundred oxen at your levee roar.” 
Poor avarice one torment more would find 
Nor could profuſion ſquander all in kind. 
Aſtride his cheeſe Sir Morgan might we meet; 
And Worldly crying coals from ſtreet to ſtrect; 
Whom, with a wig ſo wild, and mien fo maz'd, 


| Pity miſtakes for ſome poor tradeſman craz'd. 


Had Colepepper's whole wealth been hops and 


ogs, | . 

Could he ümſelf have ſent it to the dogs ? 1 
His Grace will game: to White's a bull be led, 
With ſpurning heels and with a butting head. 
To White's be carry'd, as to ancient games, 
Fair courſers, vaſes, and alluring danes. 
Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he ſweep, - 
Bear home fix whores, and make his lady weep 2 
Or ſoft Adonis, fo perfum'd and fine, | 
Drive to St. James's a whole herd of ſwine ? 

| Oh filthy check on all induſtrious ſkill, | 
To ſpoil the nation's laſt great trade, Quadrille! 
Since then, my Lord, on ſuch a world we fall, 


y? Why take it, gold 


＋ 


and all. | : LY... 
P. What riches gives us, let us then inquire: 
at more. P. Meat, 

| cloaths, and fire. VVV 
Is this too little? would you more than live? 
Alas ! 'tis more than Turner finds they give. 


Alas I *tis more than (all his viſions paſt) 


Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laſt ! - 
What can they give? to dying Hopkins, heirs; 
To Chartres vigour; Japhet, noſe and ears ? 
Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow? 

In Fulvia's buckle caſe the throbs below? 

Or heal, old Narſes, thy obſcener ail, 

With all th'embroid'ry plaſter'd at thy tail? 
They might (were Harpax not too wiſe to pend) 
Give Harpax ſelf the bleſſing of a friend; N 
Or find ſome doctor that would ſave the life 
Of wretched Shy lock, ſpite of Shylock's wife : 

| But 


— 
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The wretch he ftarves'—and pf¹iν denies: _ 
But the good Biſhop, with a mecker air, 
_ Admits, and leaves them Providence's care. 


To live on ven'ſon when it fold fo dear. | 
Aſt you why Phryne the whole auction buys? 


Congenial ſouls ! whoſe life one av'rice joins, 
And one fate buries in th'Aſturian mines. 
feluch-injur'd Blunt! why bears he Britain's 


Aud judyes job, and biſhops bite the town, 
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But thouſands die, without or this or that ; | 
Die, and endow a college, or a cat! 
To tome, indeed, Heav'n grants the happier fate, | 


'Teenrich a baſtard, or a fon they hate. part? 


Perhaps you think the poor might have their 


Bond damns the poor, and hates them from his 


heart: 


The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, | 


That ev'ry man in want is knave or fool: 
God caunot love (ſays Blunt, with tearleſs eyes) 


Yet, to be juſt to thoſe poor men of pelf, 


Each docs but hate his neighbour as himſelf; 
Damn'd to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The ſlave that digs it, and the ſlave that hides. 
B. Who ſuffer thus, mere charity ſhould own, | 


Auſt act on motives pow'rful, tho' unknown. 
F. Some war, ſome plague, or famine they foreſee, 
Some revelation hid from you and me. _ 


Why Shylock wants a meal the cauſe is found; 


He thinks a loaf will riſe to fifty pound. 
What made Directors cheat in South-Sea year ? 


Phryne foreſees a general exciſe. 
Why the and Sappho raiſe that monſtrous ſum ? 
Alas! thev fear a man will coſt a plum. 

Wiſe Peter ſees the world's reſpect for gold, 


And therefore hopes this nation may be ſold: 
_ Glorious ambition! Peter ſwell thy ſtore, _ 
And be what Rome's great Didius was before. 


The crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To jutt three millions ſtinted modeſt Gaye. 
But nobler ſcenes Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary realms, and worlds of gold. 


hate? | : 


At length corruption, like a gen'ral flood 
(So long by watchful miniſters withſtood) 


Shall deluge all; and av'rice creeping on, 


Spread like a low - born miſt, and blot the ſun; 
cStateſman and patriot ply alike the ſtocks, 
© Pecrets and butler ſhare alike the box, 


© And mighty dukes pack cards for half a crown. 
« Sce Britain ſunk in luere's tordid charms, 
And France reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's 


© arms !? brain, 


Twas no court badge, great Scriv'ner! fir'd thy 
Nor lordly luxury, nor city gain: 


No, 'twas thy righteous end, aſham'd to ſee 


Senates degen' rate, patriots diſagree, 
And nobly wiſhing party- rage to ceaſe, 


To buv both ſides, and give thy country peace. 


All this is madneſs.” cries a ſober ſage: 


Aut who, my friend, has reaſon in his rage? 


The ruling patlion, be it what it will, 

The ruling pathon conquers reaſon ſtill. 
Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſey we can flame, 
Than ev'n that pathon, if it has no aim; | 


| 


' 


XTRACTS, 


For tho? ſuch motives folly you may call, 
The folly's greater to have none at all. [fends, 


And diffrent men directs to diffrent ends. 
© Extremes in nature equal good produce 
Extremes in man concur to gen'ral uſe.” 


| Bids ſeed- time, harveſt, equal courſe maintain, 
Thro' reconcil'd extremes of drought and rain; 


Sees but a backward ſteward for the poor; 

This year a reſervoir, to keep and ſpare ; 

The next, a fountain, ſpouting thro” his heir, 

In laviſh ſtreams to quench a country's thirſt; 
And men and dogs ſhall drink him till they burſt, 
— Old Cotta ſham'd his fortune and his birth, 
Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: 
What tho? (the uſe of barb'rous ſpits forgot) 


His kitchen vy'd in coolneſs with his grot? 


1} His court with nettles, moats with creſſes ftor'd, 


With ſoups unbought and ſallads bleſt his board? 
If Cotta liv'd on pulſe, it was no more 2 
Than bramins, ſaints, and ſages did before ; 
To cram the rich was prodigal expence ; 


Silence without, and faſts within the wall; 
No rafter'd roofs with dance and tabor found, 


| No noontide bell invites the country round : 

| Tevants with ſighs the ſmokeleſs row'rs ſurvey, 
And turn th'unwilling ſteeds another way: 
Benighted wanderers, the foreſt o'er, 

- {| Curſe the ſav'd candle, and unop'ning door; 


While the gaunt maſtiff growling at the gate, 
Affrights the beggar, whom he longs to cat. 


| | | Es” } N. o his ſon, he mark'd this overſight, 
A Willard told him in theſe words our fate: 


then miſtook reverſe of wrong for right. 
gut what to follow is a taſk indeed.) 
Vet ſure, of qualities deſerving praiſe, 
More go to ruin fortunes than to raiſe. 


Fill the capacious *{quire and deep divine 


| Yet no mean motives this profuſion draws, 


His oxen periſh in his country's cauſe; 
*Tis George and Liberty that crowns the cup, 


The woods recede around the naked ſeat, 

The $Sylvans groan—no matter—for the fleet: 

+ Next goes his wool—to clothe our valiant bands} 
| Laſt, for his country's love, he ſells his lands. 


reward his toils, 
Britain, that pays her patriots with her ſpoils? 
| In vain at court the bankrupt pleads his cauſe; 
His thankleſs country leaves him to her laws. 
The ſenſe to value riches, with the art 


pope. _ 
And ſhall not Britain n 


T'enjoy them, and the virtue to impart, 


Boox II. 
Hear then the truth : © Tis Heav'n —— | 


Aſk we what makes one keep, and one beſtow? 
That Pow'r who bids the ocean ebb and flow ; 


Builds life on death, on change duration ſounds, 
And gives th' eternal wheels to know their rounds, 

Riches, like infects, when conceal'd they lie, 
Wait but for wings, and in their ſeaſon fly. 
Who fees pale Mammon pine amidſt his ſtore, 


And who would take the poor from Providence) 
Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good old ball, = 


| (For what to ſhun will no great knowledge need; 


W hatilaughter'd hecatomhz, what floods of wine, 
And zeal for that great houſe which eats him up- 


To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 
Aad heads the bold train-bands, and burns 8 
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Wealth in the groſs is death; but life diffus'd, | 


| What all fo wiſh, 
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Not meanly, nor ambitiouſly purſu'd, | 

Not ſunk by ſloth, nor rais'd by ſervitude ; 

To balance fortune by a juſt expence, 1 
ſoin with economy, magniſicence 

With ſplendour, charity; with plenty, health 
Oh teach us, Bathurſt! yet unſpoil'd by wealth ! 


That ſecret rare, between th'extremes to move, 


Of mad good-nature, and of mean ſelf- love. 
B. To worth or want well weigh'd be bounty 
- -"* JEW Do ee 
And calc or emulate the care of Heav'n; 
(Waoſe meaſure full o'erflows on human race) 
Mend Fortune's fault, and juſtify her grace. 


As poiſon heals, in juſt proportion us'd : | 
In heaps, like ambergris, a ſtink it hes; 
But well diſpers'd, is incenſe to the ſkies. 
P. Who ſtarves by nobles, or with nobles eats? 
The wretch that truſts them, and the rogue that 
cheats. | Ton 5 
Is there a lord who knows a cheerful noon 
Without a fidler, flatt'rer, or buffoon ? 
Whoſe table, wit, or modeſt merit ſhare, 
Unelbow'd by a gameſter, pimp, or player? 
Who copies your's, or Oxford's better part, 


To caſe th'oppſeſs d, and raiſe the ſinking heart? | 
Where'er he ſhines, oh fortune gild the ſcene, 


And angels guard him in the golden mæan! 
There Engliſh bounty yet awhile may ſtand, 


And honour linger ere it leaves the land. | 


But all our praiſes why ſhould lords engrofs ? 
Riſe, honeſt Muſe ! and ſing the Man of Roſs : 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes thro? her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's ſultry 
brow? | 5 25 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, | 
But clear and artleſs, pouring thro? the plain 
Health to the ſick, and folace to the ſwain. 
Whoſe cauſeway parts the vale with ſhady rows? 
Whoſe ſeats the weary traveller repoſe ? | 
Who taught that heav'n- directed ſpire to riſe? | 
The Man of Roſs,” each liſping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'erſpread ! 
The Man of Roſs divides the weekly bread : 
e fecds yon alms-houſc, neat, but void of ſtate, 
Where age and want fit ſiniling at the gate; 
un portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans bleft ; 
The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
5 any fick ? the Man of Roſs relieves, | 
reſeribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
5 there a variance ? enter but his door, | 
ak'd are the courts, and conteſt is no more. 
A paring quacks with curſes fled the place; 
nd vile attornies, now an uſeleſs race. 
hrice happy man ! enabled to purſue 
0 ut want the pow'r to do! 
Wi , what ſums that gen'rous hand ſupply ? 
5 mines to {well that boundleſs charity? 
— 7 debts and taxes, wife and chüldren 
clear, | | 


This man polelt—five hundred pounds a year 


n 


20g. 
| Bluſh, grandeur bluſh ! proud courts withdrav | 


your blaze | 


| Ye little ſtars! hide your diminſh'd rays. 


B. And what! no monument, inſcription, ſtone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoſt unknown? _ 

P. Who builds a church to God, and not to fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name: 
Go, ſearch it there, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiſtory; _ 


_| Enough, that virtue fill'd the ſpace between; 
| | Prov'd by the ends of being to have been. 


When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 


| The wretch, who living ſav'd a candle's end! 


Should'ring God's altar a vile image ſtands, 
Belies his features, nay extends his hands; 
That live-long wig which Gorgon's ſelf might 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian ſtone. [ own, 
Behold what bleſſings wealth to life can lend! 
And ſee what comfort it affords our end. 


On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with ſtraw, - 
With tape-ty'd curtains, never meant to draw, 


| | The George and Garter dangling from that bed 


Where tawdry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 
Great Villers lies—alas ! how chang'd from him 
That life of pleaſure, and that ſoul of whim! _ 


| Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 


The bow'r of wanton Shrewſbury and love; 
Or juſt as gay, at council, in a ring 
Of mimic ſtateſmen, and their merry King. 


| No wit to flatter left, of all his ſtore ! 
| No fool to lau 


gh at, which he valued more. 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame, this lord of uſeleſs thouſands ends. 
His Grace's fate ſage 8 foreſee, 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, — Live 
BL * 5 5 
As well his Grace reply'd, © Like you, Sir John? 
© That I can do, when all I have is gone.” | 
Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe ? 5 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs' d; 
Ariſe and tell me, was thy death more bleſs' d? 


| Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, 


For very want; he could not build a wail. 
His ouly daughter in a ſtranger's pow'r, 

For very hy ; he could not pay a dow'r, 
A few grey hairs his rev'rend temples crown'd, 
Twas very want that fold them for two pound. 
What ev'n deny'd a cordial at his end, | 
Baniſh'd the doctor, and expell'd the friend ? 
What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 
Yet numbers feel the want of what he had! | 
Cutler and Brutus; dying, both exclaim, 


| * Virtue! and wealth! what are ye but a name!“ 


Say, for ſuch worth are other worlds prepar'd? 


Or are they both in this their own reward 2 


A knotty point! to which we now proceed. 
But you are tir'd— I'll tell a tale—E. Agreed. 
P. Where London's column, pointing at the ſkies, ' 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies 
There dwelt a citizen of ſober fame, | 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name 


SY Religious, | 


In the worſt inn's worſt room, with mat half hung, 
The floors of plaſter, and the walls of dung, | 


And fad Sir Balaam curſes God and dies. 


| * «24. 
Joins willing woods, and varies ſhades from ſha? 
| | Now 


ol 
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Now breaks, or now direfts, th'intending lines; 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deſigns. 
till follow ſenſe, of ev'ry art the foul, 
Parts anſwering parts ſhall hae into a whole; 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance, 
Start ev'n from difficulty, ſtrike from chance; 
Nature ſhall join you, time ſhall make it grow 
A work to wonder at—perhaps a Stow. 
Without it, proud Verſailles ! thy glory falls; 
And Nero's terraces deſert their walls: 5 
The vaſt parterres a thouſand hands ſhall make, 
Lo! Cobham comes, and floats them with a lake: 
Or cut wide views thro* mountains to the plain, 
You'll wiſh your hill or ſhelter'd ſeat again. 
Ev'n in an ornament its place remark, 
Nor in an hermitage ſet Dr. Clarke. 
Behold Villario's ten years toil complete; 
His Quincunx darkens, his Eſpaliers meet; | 
The wood ſupports the plain, the parts unite, 
And ſtrength of thade contends with ſtrength of 
light; 5 5 
A * glow the bloomy beds diſplay, 
Bluſhing in bright diverſities of day, | 
With ſilver-quiv'ring rills meander'd o'er—.: - 
Enjoy them, you! Villario can no more; g 
Tir'd of the ſcene parterres and fountains yield, 
He finds at laſt he better likes a fiel. 
Thro' his young woods how pleas'd Sabinus 
Pres” os DO Wt oo 
= Or fat aclighted in the thick'ning ſhade, * 
With annual joy the redd'ning ſhoots to greet, 
Or ſee the ſtretching branches long to meet! 
His ſon's fine taſte an op'ner viſta loves, 
Foe to the dryads of his father's groves; 
One boundleſs green, or flouriſh'd carpet views, 
With all the mournful family of yews; 
The thriving plants, ignoble broomſticks made, 
No ſweep thoſe alleys they were born to ſhade. 
At Timon's villa let us paſs a day, [away! 
Where all cry out,— * What ſums are thrown 
do proud, ſo grand; of that ſtupendous air, 
doft and agreeable, come never there. 
Greatneſs, with Timon, dwells in ſuch a draught 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought, 
To compaſs this his building is a town, 
His pond an ocean, his parterre a down : 
Who but muſt laugh, the maſter when he ſees, 
A puny inſect, ſhiv'ring at a breeze! = 
Lo, what huge heaps of littleneſs around ! 
he whole, a labour'd quarry above ground. 
Two Cupids {quirt before: a lake behind 
mproves the keenneſs of the northern wind. 
is gardens next your admiration call; 
On ev'ry fide you look, behold the wall! 
o pleaſing intricacies intervene, | 
No artful wildneſs to perplex the ſcene; 
rove nods at grove, alley has a brother, 
And half the platform juſt reflects the other. 
e ſuſſ'ring eye inverted nature ſees, : 
"ces Cut to ſtatues, ſtatues thick as trees; 
ih here a fountain never to be play'd; 
nud there a ſummer-houſe that knows no ſhade 
tre Amphitrite ſails thro' myrtle bow'rs; 
Ther . 
© Jadiators ht, or die in flaw'rs; 
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| Smit with the migh 


| Juſt at his ſtudy-d 


And gaping Tritons ſpew to waſh 


| Who plants like 
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Unwater'd ſee the drooping ſea-horſe mourn ; 
And ſwallows rooſt ja Nilus' duſty urn. 
My lord advances with majeſtic mien, 
pleaſure to be ſeen ? 
But ſoft by regular approach—not yet — 
Firſt thro? the length of yon hot terrace ſweat; | 
And _ up ten ſteep ſlopes you've dragg'd your 
_— : -. | * 9 5 

; oor he'll bleſs: your eyes. 

His ſtudy ] with what authors is it ſtor'd ? 
In books, not authors, curious is my lord; 
To all their dated backs he turns you round; 
Theſe Aldus printed, thoſe Du Sueil has bound, 


Lo, ſome are vellum, and the reſt as good 


For all his lordſhip knows, but they are wood, 
For Locke or Milton 'tis in vain to look; * 
Theſe ſhelves admit not any mbdetn book. 
And now the chapel's ſilver bell you hear, 
That ſummons you to all the pride of pray'r: 
Light quirks of muſic, broken and uneven, 
Make the ſoul dance upon a jig to heav'n. 
On painted ceilings you devourly ſtare, | 
Where ſprawl the ſaints of Verrio or Laguerre,, 
Or gilded clouds in fair expanſion lie, 5 
And bring all Paradiſe before your eye. 
To reſt, the cuſhion and ſoft dean invite, 
Who never mentions hell to ears polite. | 
But hark! the chiming clocks to dinner cally 


| A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble hall :, 


The rich buffet well colour'd ſerpents grace, 
your face. 
Is this a dinner? this a genial room? _ 


No, 'tis a temple and a hecatomb. 


A ſolemn ſacrifice, perform'd in ſtate; 

You drink by meaſure, and to minutes eat. 
So quick retires each flying courſe, you'd ſwear, 
Sancho's-dread doctor and his wo were thereg 
Between each act the trembling ſalvers ring, 
From ſoup to ſweet-· wine, and God bleſs the King; 
In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz'd in tate, ER 


| And complaiſantly help'd to all I hate, U 


Treated, caretz'd, and tir'd, I take my leave, 

Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve; 

I curſe ſuch laviſh coſt, and little ſkill, 

And ſwear no day was ever paſt ſo ill 
Vet hence the poor are cloth'd, the hungry fed 


Health to himſelf, and to his infants bread 


The lab'rer bears: what his hard heart denies, 


His charitable vanity ſupplies. 


Another age ſhall ice the golden ear 


| Imbrown the ſlope, aud nod on the parterre, 


Deep harveſt bury all his pride has plann'd, 
And laughing Ceres reaſſume the land, 
Who then ſhall grace; or who improve the 


ſoil ? | 8 1 1 | 

Bathurſt, or who builds like 

'Tis uſe alone that ſanctifies expence, [ Boyle. 
And ſplendor borrows. all her rays from ſenſe. 
His father's acres who enjoys in peace, | 
Or makes his neighbours glad, if he increaſe : 


| Whoſe cheerful] tenants bleſs their yearly toil, 


Vet to their lord owe more than to the foil ; 
Whoſe ample lawns are not aſham'd to feed 
The milky heifer ang deſerving feed z 3 

1 hoe 
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. Whoſe riſing foreſts, not for pride or ſhow, | 
But future buildings, future navies, grow: 
Let his plantations ſtretch from down to down, 
Firſt ſhade a country, and then raiſe a town. 
| You too proceed! make falling arts your care, 
_ Erect new wonders, and the old repair; 
Janes and Palladio to themſelves reſtore, 
And be whate'er Vitruvius was before: 
Till kings call forth th'ideas of your mind 
(Proud to accompliſh what ſuch hands deſign'd) 
Bid harbours open, public ways extend, 
Vid temples, worthier of the god, aſcend ; | 
Bid the broad arch the dang'rous flood contain, 
The mole projected break the roaring main; 
Back to his bounds their ſubject ſea command, 
And roll obedicnt rivers thro! the, land; | 
Theſe honours, peace to happy Britain brings; 
Theſe arc imperial works, and worthy Kings. 


$ 15. Epiſlle to Mr. Addi on, occaſiomed by his 
Dialog nes on Medals, Port, 
| GEE the wild waſte of all devouring years 2 


How Rome her own fad ſepulchre appears, 
With nodding arches broken temples ſpread ! 
The very tombs now vaniſh'd like their dead ! 
Imperial wonders rais'd on nations ſpoil'd, 
Where, r= with ſlaves, the groanipg martyr 
toil'd: 9 | | = 
Huge theatres, that now unpeopled woods, 
Now Arain'd a diſtant country of her floods: 


Fanes, which admiring gods with pride ſurvey, | 


Statues of men, ſcarce leſs alive than they ! 
Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of mould'ring age, 
Some hoftile fury, ſome religious rage, 
Barbarian blindneſs, Chriſtian zcal conſpire, 
And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. __ 
Perhaps, by its own ruins fav'd from flame, 
Some bury'd marble half preſerves a name; 
That name the Jearn'd with fierce diſputes pur- 
And give to Titus old Veſpaſian's due. [ ſue, 
__ Ambition figh'd : ſhe found it vain to truſt 
The faithileſs column and the crumbling buſt *. 
Huge motes, whotc ſhadow ſtretch'd from ſhore 
C 
Their ruins periſh'd, and their place no mere! 
Convinc'd, ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign, 
And all her triumphs ſhrink into a coin. 
A narrow orb each crowded conqueſt. keeps ; 
Beneath her palm here ſad Judea weeps. _ 
Nom ſcantier limits the proud arch confine, 
And ſcarce are ſeen the proftrate Nile or Rhine; 
A ſmall Euphrates thro' the picce is rolbd, 
And little eagles wave their wings in gold. 


„„The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 


Throꝰ elimes and ages bears each form and name; 
In one ſhort view ſubjected to our eye, 


Gods, emp'rors, heroes, ſaves, beauties, lie. 


Wich ſharpen'd ſight pale antiquaries pore; 
Ttyinfcription value, but the ruſt adore. 
This the blue varniſh, that the green endears, 
The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years 1 
To gain Peſcennius one employs his 8 3 
One graſps à Cecrops in extatic dreams. 


” 
— ; 
- - 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


ER 


Who gain'd no title, and who loſt no friend; 


| | I» 16. ; Epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthnot, being the. Prologue 


| Tye up the kn cker, ſay I'm. fick, I'm dead. | 


- 


And Curio, reſtleſs by the fair one's fide, 
Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 
Theirs is the vanity, the learning thine : 


| Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhine; 
Her gods and godlike heroes riſe to view, | 
| And all her faded garlands bloom anew. 


Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regard engage; 
Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poetic rage: 


And art reflected images to art. 


* 


Then future ages with delight ſhall ſee 


Or in fair ſcries laurell'd bards be ſhown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addiſon. p 
Then ſhall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 
On the caſt ore, another Pollio, thine ; 

With aſpect open ſhall erect his head, 
And rund the orb in laſting notes be read, 

| * Statetman, yet friend to truth! of ſoul ſincere, 
© In action faithful, and in honour clear; 
Who broke no promiſe, ſerv'd no private end; 


| © Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd; Ok 
And prais'd, unenvy'd, by the Muſe he lov'd.“ 


* 


to the Satiren. Pop. 


| F. QHUT, ſhut the door, good John! fatigu'd I 
| faid ;, „„ | 
The Dog-ſtar rages !, nay, 'tis paſt a doubt, 
All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus, is let out: 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand. 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
\ "What walls can guard me; or what ſhades 
* can hide ? F 
They pierce my thickets, thro' my grot they glide; 
By land, by water, they renew the charge; 
They ſtop the chariot, and they board the barge 
No place. is ſacred, not the Church is free; 
Ev'n Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me ! 
Then from the Mint walks forththe man of rhyme; 
Happy to catch me. juſt at dinner-time! . 
Is there a parſon, much bemus'd in beer, 
A maudlin pocteſs, a rhyming peer, 
A clerk, foredoom'd his father's ſoul to croſs, 
{| Who pens a ſtanza when he ſhould engrols ? 


nd. 


C 


Withdefp'rate charcoal round his darken'd walls? 
All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble rain, 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. * 
Arthur, whoſe giddy ſon neglects the laws, 
Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſc: 


| And curſes wit, and poctry, and Pope. 3 


Poor Cornus ſees his frantic wife elope; 


Friend 
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Poor Vadius, long with learned ſpleen devour'd, 
Can taſte no pleaſure ſince his ſhield was {cour'd; 


Oli when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame? 
| In living medals fee her wars enroll'd, 
And vanquiſh'd realms ſupply recording gold > 
| Here, riſing bold, the patriot's honeſt face; 
| There, warriors frowning in hiſtoric braſs : 


How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree; 


Is there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, ſcraulꝰ 
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1 fit with fad civility, I read 


Dare you refuſe him? Curl invites to dine; 


| 4. Good friend, forbear ! you deal in dang'rous 


Mut with it, Dunciad ! let the ſecret paſs, 


Friend to my life! (which did not you prolong, 
The world had wanted many an idle ſong) 
What drop or noſtrum can this plague remove? 
Or which muſt end me, a fool's wrath or love? 
A dire dilemma ! either way I'm ſped ; 
If foes; they write; . if friends, they read me dead. 
Sciz'd and ty*d down to judge, how wretched I ! 
Who can't be filent, and who will not lye: 
To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace; 
And to be grave, exceeds all pow'r of face; 


With honeſt anguiſh, and an aching head; 
And drop at laſt, but in unwilling ears, 
This ſaving counſel, © Keep your piece nine years.” 
Nine years ! cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 
Lull'd by. ſoft zephyrs thro? the broken pane, 
Rhymes erc he wakes, and prints before term ends, 
Obkp'd by hunger, and requeſt of friends: 
The piece, vou think, is incorrect? why take it, 
I'm all ſubmiſſion, what you'd have it, make it.” 
Three things another's modeſt/wiſhes bound; | 
My friendſhip, and a prologue, and ten pound. 
Pitholeon ſends to me: · You know his Grace: 
] want a patron; aſk him for a place.” 
Pitholeon libell'd me but here's a letter 
* Informs you, Sir, t'was when he knew no better. 


« He'll write a journal, or hell turn divine. 
; Bleſs me ! a packet.—* 'Tis a ſtranger ſues, 
A virgin tragedy, an orphan muſe.” | 
If I diſlike it, Furies, death and rage!“ 
If I approve, Commend it to the ſtage.” 
There (thank my ftars) my whole commiſſion 
Ine players and I are, luckily, no friends. [ ends, 
Fir'd that the houſe reject him, © *Sdeath, I'll 
F | 
* And ihame the fools—Y our int*reſt, Sir, with 
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 
s Not, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retouch.” 
All my demurs but double his attacks 
Ar laſt he whiſpers, * Do, and we go ſnacks.” 
Glad of a quarrel, ſtrait I clap the door, 
Sir, let me ſee your works and you no more.” 


"Is "ung, when Midas“ cars began to ſpring | 


(Midas, a ſacred perſon and a king) 

His very miniſter who ſpy'd them firſt, 

And is not mine, my friend, a ſorer caſe, 
hen ev'ry coxcomb perks them in my face? 


things; 
I'd never name queens, miniſters, or kings; 
deep cloſe to ears; and thoſe ler aſſes prick, 
Tis nothing. Nothing, if they bite and kick ? 


hat ſecret to each fool, that he's an af: 
e truth once told (andwherefore ſhould we lie?) 
he queen of Midas ſlept. and fo may I. 

: You think this cruel : take it for a rule 


[ Lintot.? | 
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Who ſhames a ſeribbler? break one cobweb thro', 
He ſpins the ſlight, ſelf-pleaſing thread anew ; 
Deſtroy his fib or ſophiſtry, in van, 
The creature's at his dirty work again, 
Thron'd on the centre of his thin deſigns, | 
Proud of a vaſt extent of flimſy lines!  -—- 
Whom have I hurt! has poet yer, or peer, 
Loſt the arch'd eycbrow, or Parnaſſian ſneer? 
And has not Colly till his lord and whore? 


| His butcher's Henly, his free-maſon's Moor. 


Does not one table Bavius ſtill admit? 


Still to one biſhop Philips ſeem a wit? Coffend: 
Still Sappho— 4. Hold, for God's ſake you'll 


No names be calm learn prudence of a friend: 
E too could write, and I am twice as tall; [all. 


| But foes like theſe—P. One flatt*rer's worſe than 


Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right,, 
It is the ſlaver kills, and not the bite. Op 
A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 
Alas ! tis ten times worſe when they repent. - 
One dedicates in high heroic proſe, | 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes ; - | 
One from all Grub-ſtreet will my fame defend, 
And, more abufive, calls himſelf my friend: 
This prints my Letters; that 3 a bribe; 
And others roar aloud, Subſcribe, ſubſcribe!' 
There are, who to my perſon pay their court; 


1 cough like Horace, and, tho' lean, am ſhort. 
| Ammon's great fon one ſhoulder had too high; 


Such Ovid's noſe; and, Sir! you have an eyc'— | 


Go on, obliging creatures, make me ſee 


All that diſgrac'd my betters met in me. 
Say for my comfort, languiſning in bed, 
« Juſt ſo immortal Maro held his head; 
And when I die, be ſure you let me know 
Great Homer dy'd three thouſand years ago. 
Why did I write ? what fin to me unknown 
Dipt me in ink, my parent's, or my own? _ 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
0 'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 
I left no calling for this idle trade, | 


| No duty broke, no father diſobey'd : 


The Muſe but ſerv'd to caſe ſome friend, not wife, 
To help me thro” this long diſeaſe, my hfe ; 


| To ſecond, Arbuthnot ! thy art and care, 
And teach the being vou preſerv'd to bear. 
(Some ſay his queen) wasforc'd toſſ peak, or burſt, | 


But why then publiſh ? Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walſh, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natur'd Garth inflam'd with early praiſe ; 
And Congreve lov*d; and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The:courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read ; 


| Ev'n mitred Rocheſter would nod the head; 


And St. John's ſelf (great Dryden's friends be- 
With gpen arms receiv'd one poet more. fore) 
Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv'd ! 
Happier their author, when by theſe beloy'd ! * 
From theſe the world will judge of men and books, 
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 
Soft were my numbers; ha could take offence 


creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 

Th peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break, 
ou unconcern'd can't hear the mighty crack: 
it, box, and gall'ry in convulfions hurt'd, 


While pure deſcription held the place of ſenſe Þ ; 


Like gentle Fanny's was my flow'ry theme,” 
A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſtream, © 
Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 


Thou ſtand it unſhook amidſt a burſting world. 


— 


I wiſh'd the man à inner, and fat itil. 
| 
P 3 Vet 
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Yet then did. Detinit rave in firious fret; 
1 never anſwer'd, I was not in debt. 

If want provok'd,. or madneſs made them print, | 
I wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 
Did ſome more ſober critic come. abroad ; _ 
If wrong, I ſmil'd ; if right, I kifs'd the rod. 
Pains, reading, ſtudy, are their juſt pretence; 

And all they want is ſpirit, taſte, and ſenſe. 

Commas and. points they ſet exactly right; 
And 'twere a ſin to rob them of their fte. 

Yet ne'cr one ſprig of laurel grac'd thelc ribalds, 

From flaſhing . down to pidling Tibalds : 
Each wight ho reads not, and butſcans and ſpells, 
Fach word · catcher, that lives on ſyllables, 
Ev'n ſuch ſmall critics ſome regard may claim, 
Preſerv'd in Milton's or in Shakeſpear's name. 
Pretty! in amber to abſerve the forms 

Of hairs, or ſtraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! 
The things we know are neither rich nor rare, 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry, I excus'd them too; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 

A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find; 
Aut each man's ſecret ſtandard in his mind, 
That caſting-weight pride adds to emptineſs, 

This, who can gratify ? for who can gueſs? 
Ihe bard whom pilfer'd paſtorals renown, 
\Vho'turns a Perſian tals for half a crown, 

Juſt writes to make his barreneſs appear, [a year; 

And ftrains, from hard-bound brains, eight lines 
He, who ſtill wanting, tho? he lives on theft, 

Stcals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing left : 

And he, who now to ſeuſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 

And he, whoſe fuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, 
It is not poetry, but proſe run mad: | 
All rhefe, my modeſt Satire bade tranſlate, 


And own'd that nine ſuch pocts made a Tate. 
How did they fume and ſtamp, and roar and chafe! 


And fwear. not Addiſon himſelf was ſafe. 
Peacc to all ſuch ! but were there one whoſe fires 
True genius kindles, and fair fame inſpires ; 

Pleſt wich cach talent and each art to pleaſe, 
And born to Write, converſe, and live with caſe: 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother ncar the throne, 

View him with ſcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate. for arts that caus'd himſelf to riſe; 
Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And without tacering, tcach the reſt to ſncer; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ftrike, 
Juſt hint a fault, and heitate diſlike ; | 
Alike reſerv'd to blame or to commend, 

A tim'rous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend; 
Dreading ev*n fools, by flatterers befieg'd, 
And fo obliging, that he nc'er oblig'd; 

Like Cato, give his little ſenate Jaws, 

And fit attentive to his own applauſe ; 

While wits and Templars ex'ry ſentence raiſe, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe. _ 
Wha but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be ? 
Wha would not weep, if Atticus were he? 


What tho' my name ſtood rubric on the walls, 
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| To fetch and ny 
N 


Sat full-blown Bufo, puff'd by ev'ry quill ; 


| Maintain a poet's dignity and caſe, 
| And ſee what 


Tis alf in vain, deny it as I 
No, ſuch a genius never can lie ſtil} > 


V. 
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Or ſmoking forth, a hundred hawkers load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad - 
1 ſought no homage from the race that write; 
I kept, like Afian monarchs, from their fight : 


| Poems I heeded (now berhym'd fo long) 


No more than thou, great George] a birthday ſong, 


| T ne'er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 


To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe ; 
Nor, like a puppy, dangled thro? the town, 
ſing-ſong up and down ; 
Nor at rehearſals ſweat, and mouth'd, and cry'd, 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide; 
But ſick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 


| To Bufo left the whole Caftalian ſtate. 


* 


Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 


Fed with ſoft dedication all day long, . 
Horace and he went hand and hand in ſong. 
His library (where buſts of poets, dead, | 


And a true Pindar ſtood, without a head) 155 5 


Receiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh'd race, 
Who firſt his judgment aſk'd, and then a place: 
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his feat, 


| And flatter'd ev'ry day, and ſome days eat: 

Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 

He paid ſome bards with port, and ſome with praiſe; 
To ſome a * 5 


rehearſal was afhgn'd; _ 
And others (harder ſtill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder!) came not nigh; 


Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye: 


But ſtill the Great have kindneſs in reſerve ; 
He help'd to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. 

May ſome choice patron bleſs each grey gooſe- 
May ev'ry Bavius have his Bufo ftill ! [quill 1 
So when a ſtateſman wants a day's defence, 


| Or envy holds a whole week's war with ſenſe, 


Or ſimple pride for flatt'ry makes demands, 

May dunce by dunce be whiſtled off my hands! 

Bleſt be the Great ! for thoſe they take away, 

And thoſe they left me ; for = left me Gay; 
| | 


Left me to ſee neglected genius bloom, 


| NeglcCted die, and tell it on his tomb: 


Of all thy blameleſs life the ſole return, 
My verſe, and Qucenſb'ry weeping o'er thy urn. 
Oh let me live my own, and die fo too! 
(To live and die is all I have to do:) 


friends,and read what books I 
Above a patron, tho' I condeſcend 
Sometimes to call a miniſter my friend. 


pleaſe: 


I Was not born for Courts or great affairs : 


I pay my debts, believe, and ſay my pray'rs ; 
Can fleep without a poem in my head; 
| Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead. + 
Why am I aſk'd what next ſhall ſee the light? 
Heay'ns ! was I born for nothing but to write? 
Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 
Have I no friend to ſerve, no ſoul to ſave? [doubt 


„I found him cloſe with Swift“ ! Indeed! no 


1 


| (Cries prating Balbus) ſomething will come our 


will; 


And then for mine, obligingly miſtakes 


Pr plaſter'd poſts, with claps, in capitals ? 


| 


The firit lampoon Sir Will or Babe makes, i 
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Poor guiltleſs II and can I chuſe but ſmile, | Laugh'd at the loſs of friends he never had, | 

When ev'ry coxcomb-knows me by my ſtyle? | The dull, the proud, the wicked, aud the mad ; 
Curſt be the verſe, how well foc'er it flow, + | The diſtant threats of vengeance on his head,” 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe, _| The blow unfelt, the tear he never thed ; 


Give virtue ſcandal, innocence a fear, The tale reviv'd, the lye fo oft o erthrown, 

3 Or from the ſoft- ey d virgin ſteal a tear! | Thiimputed traſh yd dulneſs not his -w; 

8 But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, The morals blacken'd when the writings ſcape, 
Inſults fall'n worth, or beauty in diftrefs, The libell'd perſon, and the pictur'd ſhape; 
Who loves a lye, lame ſlander helps abdyt, | Abuſe on all he low'd, or lov'd him, ſpread ; 

: Who writes a libel, or who copies out; IA friend in exile, or a father dead; On 

d, That fop, whoſe pride affects a patron's name, | The whiſper, that to greatneſs ſiill too near, 

2 Yet abſent, wounds an author's honeſt fane; | Perhaps, yet vibrates on his ſov'reigu's ear— 
Who can your merit ſelfiſhly approve, | Welcome for thee, fair virtue! all the paſt: 
And ſhew the ſenſe of it without the love; For thee, fair virtue! welcome ev'n the laſt ! 
Who has the vanity to call you friend; | A. But why inſult the poor, affront the great? 


Yet wants the honour injur'd, to defend; | P. A knave's a knave to me, in ev'ry ſtate : 
Who tells whate'er you think, whateer you ſay, Alike my ſcorn, if he ſucceed or fail, 
And, if he lye not, muſt at leaſt betray:  , | Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail, 
tf the dean and ſilver bell can ſwear, F. A hireling ſeribb'ler, or a hircling peer, 
Wh 


ad ſees at Canons what was never there; | Knight of the poſt corrupt, or of the ſhire ; 
eads, but with a luſt to miſapply, If on a pill , Or near a throne, 


Make ſatire a lampoon, and fiction lye. He gain his prince's ear, or loſe his own, _ 
t, A laſh like mine no honeſt man ſhall dread, Vet ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
| But all ſuch babbling blockheads in his ſtead. Sappho can telEFou hþw this man was bit: 
Let Sporus tremble—A. What ? that thing of This dreaded far'ri nnis will confeſs _ 
lc; Sporus, that mere white curd of afs's milk? [filk, | Foe to his pride, but friend to his diſtreſs: 
Satire or ſenſe, alas - can Sporus feel? | So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door, 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wlicel ! Has drank with Cibber, nay has rhym'd for Moor. 
c P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, | Full ten years ſlander'd, did he once reply? _ 
This painted child of dirt, that ſtinks and Rink : | Three thouſand ſuns went down on Welſted's lye. 
Whoſe buzz the witty and the fair annoys, Jo pleaſe a miſtreſs, one aſpers'd his life; 
Yet wit ne'er taſtes, and beauty ne'er enjoys: He laſh'd him not, but let her be his wife : 
ſe- So well-bred ſpaniels civilly delight Let Budgel charge low Grubſtreet on his quill, 
11 In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. And write whate'er he pleas'd, except his will; 
Eternal ſiniles his emptineſs betray, | Let the two Curls of town and court, abuſe 
, As ſhallow ftreams run dimpling all the way. His father, mother, body, ſoul, and muſe. 
Whether in florid impotence he ſpeaks, Yet why ? that father held it for a rule, 
Is! And,as the prompter hreathes, the puppet ſqueaks; | Tt: was a fin to call our neighbour fool! 
, Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad, | That harmleſs mother thought no wife a whore : 
7 Half froth, half venom, ſpits himſelf abroad | Hear this, and ſpare his family, James Moor ! 
In puns, or politics, or talep, or lies, Unſpotted names, and myimoratle long! 
Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rhymes, or blaſphemies. | If there be force in virtue, or in fong. ' | 
| His wit all ſee-faw, between that and this ; J | Of gentle blood (part thed in Bonour's cauſe, 
rn. Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs; > | While yet in Britain honour had applauſe) 1 
=; And he himſelf one vile antitheſis. | Each parent ſprung—A. What fortune, pray ?— _ 
Amphidious thing ! that acting either part, . 8 — 
| The trifling head, or the corrupted heart, And better got, than Beſtia's from the throne. 
iſe: Fop at the toilet, flatt'rer at the board, Born to no pride, inheriting no ſtrife, 
| ow trips a lady, and now ftruts a lord. Nor marrying diſcord. iy a noble wife, 
ve's tempter thus the Rabbins have expreſt, Stranger toewil and religious rage, 3 | 
cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt. The good man walk'd innoxious thro” his age. 
i cauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, | No courts he ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, | 
| It that can creep, and pride that licks the duſt, | Nor dar'd an oath, nor hazarded a lye. 
| Not fortune's worſhipper, nor faſhion's fool, | Unlearn'd, he knew no ſchoolman's ſubtile art; 
ht? Not luere's madman, nor ambition's tool., | No language, but the lanyuage of the heart. 
e? ot proud, nor ſervile; be one poet's praiſe, By nature honeſt, by experience wiſe, 
1 hat, if he plcas'd, he pleas'd by manly ways. | Healthy by temp'rance and by excrciſe; 
ubt hat flatt'ry, ev'n to kings, he held a ſhame, | His life, tho? long, to ſickneſs paſt unknown, 
no nd thought a lye in verſe or proſe the ſame. | His death was inftant, and without a groan. 
uk. That not in fancy's maze he wander'd long, O grant me thus to live, and thus to dic !. 4 
ur ſtoop'd to eur; and moraliz'd his ſong : Who ſprung from kings ſhall know lefs joy than I 
nat not for fame, but virtue's better end, O friend ! may each domeſtic bliſs be thine | 
T: ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, | Be no unpleaſing melancholy mine: 
| Lhe damning critic, half-approving wit, Me, let the tender office long engage, 
00% e coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; | Ta rock the cradle of repoſing age; 
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With lenient- arts extend a mother's breath, 
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Make languor ſmile, and ſmooth the bed | | 
| | ed of death ; | 
. 
; | cep A while One parent from the ſKy 1 Lik 2 Il Ifh | p Oe eyhole his brother; | C Id I 
it On cares like theſe, if length of days attend, II - in all elſe, as one egg to another. oy : 
CESS [-- 
[ Preſerve him ſocial, cheerful, and ſerene, In ch ght Shippen, or as old Montagne: Unplac 
| And juſt as rich as when he ſerv'd Ia them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen a, 
| A. Whether that blefſi rv'd a queen. | The ſoul ſtood forth, nor kept a th ht withi I ws 
4 Thus far was right — bel y'd or givn, | In me what ſpots (for how 1 = — Hear th 
1 e S belongs to Heav'n. Will prove at leaſt the medium muſt 3 Yes, wl 
1 5 eee RON e In this impartial glaſs, my Muſe intends 1 8 Shall w 
9 17. Satires and Epiſtles of Horace imitated. POPE. | Fair to expoſe myſelf, my foes, my friends; 92 To virt 
i iF. 2 Publiſh the preſent age; but where my 3 The we 
9 . 555 e e Is vice too high, reſerve it for the —_— Know, 
1 0 My foes ſhall wiſh my life a longer date, _ 
i P.rPHEREare(l ſcarce can think it, but ami te nd ev'ry friend the leſs lament my fate. 22 
| a So — > utam wid) | head and heart thus flowing — my quill Chiefs « 
| > ds; ems too bold; | re! 
„ om oo 
Th | — ing ſaid of Chartres much too rough. Like go 21 Kraft ant, or both between, And he 
| 1 Fan are weak, another's e d lay; | In moderation — in an honeſt mean; Nov fo 
Fin _ ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. | While Tories 8 „ Or tam 
10 rous by nature, of the rich in awe, S me big, and Whigs a Tory. Almoſt 
1 to council learned in the law : „ but I'm too diſcreet | Envy 
: Ton give 7 like a friend both ſage and free, I only 2 2 _ = at-all I meet; No pim 
2 ” ; on (you uſe) without a fee. | Thieves, — — — 5 i With e. 
A 0 bogs 1 ded; | re ek 8 To hel 
ESD Doo 
Fools ruth CR 1 wake of wage, | But touch me, and G alter — And w 
TY 33 head, and fo I write. n = 9 miſter fo fore. = Scribbl 
* - _ : — do a worſe thing for your life. | Slides into verſe gon — — This is 
hy y A - we — ume 88 a wife: | Sacred to ridicule his n 8 
| dur point DET , ng, = % 
Lettuce and i wh; 1 And the ſad burth | . 
Bur talk with C. 2 is Cel if . _ 4 ” - e 2 Fo 3 or poi 338 rl Try | 3 
ar ga 1 that ſhall cloſe your eyes. F — 2 * hanging, if your judge be Page. A man 
7 2 par nee hey ga write, write Cæſar's praife : | P-x'd by her — 0 — a milder fate, Conſul 
9 1 by. a knighthood, or the bays. | Its pro S l — ibell'd by her hate. 3 
i 2 Richard, rumbling, rough, Bulls aim their Karge e 5 dee Lil 
Wich arms, and Geo [rhe verſe? | 'Ths 2 bear's talene not to kick, bur hug; 1285 *. 
20 Rend e ap rge, and Brunſwick crowd And no man wond he 7 t ug; | But gre 
Wh it {as ſounds your ears aſunder So drink with W 1 rs he's not ſtung by pug. Such a: 
Or noblyv 11d, me trumpet, blunderbuſs, andthun- | They'll never F OR ag on er e doch a 
Paint 2 = „with Budgel's fire and force, der J | Then ak, + In you, they Il ouly cheat. N - 
2 2 pn round his falling horſe ? Whate'er my fate (to _ the matter ſhort) The c: 
12 Caro all your Mufſe's ſofter art diſplay ; Whether old age , ag + or ill at Court, In ſucl 
Hed . i _ ; bay id name the Nine, Or death's Black ef 2s g's. 2 i, 1 n 
| And ei ow ds all the royal line.” Te wrap me in the univerſe CS 
They 3 2 ub their nicer ear; | Whether the 3 — pou 8 8 
1 urcat twice a . . £ - e inv1 | | 
| 17 E Cole ſcorns the poer's lays ; ak = — d _ — the ſkew'r to write: WHA 
* e . Eiter I l Eisen it Eren 222 
E etter ibber, I'Il maintain it ſtill, {| F. Alas gel, I will rhyme and print. (A do 
2 ** blaſpheme quadrille, | . = young man ! your days can ne'er be Let's t 
g city's good men in metre, 1 „ + . Not wi 
| . ; 5 ow'r of ou 
C dar 
TIN. P. wha hound 18 Will club their teſters, — to 3 ne fide! rake 
FE. A hundred ſmart in Ti 1 all them? | P. What? arm'd for virtue when I 5 the pen "i 1 
The fewer till imon and in Balaam: Brand the bold front of ſh | _— * 
N you name you waund the more: | Daſh the proud 3 hameleſs guilty men; But ſti 
9 ry Kona * ap els is a ſcore. =: | Bare the | was 1 Iv . — 1 O_ 
Scarſdale his bottl 11 : none deny | Can there he wanting, x * s beneath a ſtar; hen 
; bottle; Darty his ham-pye; Lighu of the church, or guard her cauſe, our 
bs : OE, 1 F the church, or guardians of the laws r fiſt 
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Could penſion'd Boileau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 
Flatt'rers and bigots, even in Louis' reign? 
Could Laureat Dryden pimp and fry'r engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage? 
And I not ſtrip the gilding off a knave, , 
Unplac'd, unpenſion d, no man's heir or ſlave ? 
I will, or periſh in the gen'rous cauſe: _ 
Hear this and tremble ! you, who *ſcape the laws, 
Ves, while I live, no rich or noble knave | 
Shall walk the world, in credit, to his grave. 
To virtue only and her friends a friend, 
The world beſide may murmur, or commend. 
Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 
Rolls o'er my grotto, and but ſooths my ſleep. 
There, my retreat the beſt companions grace, 
Chiefs out of war, and ſtateſmen out of place, 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feaſt of reaſon and the flow of ſoul : | 
And he, whoſe lightning pierc'd th'Tberian lines, 
Now forms my quincunx,and now ranks my vines; 
Or tames the genius of the ſtubborn plain, 
Almoſt as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 
Envy muſt own, I live among the great, 
No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſpy of ſtate ; 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who excel ; 
This, all who know me, know; wholoveme, tell ; 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or peers, alike are mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this I reſt my cauſe— 
What faith my counſel, learned 1n the laws ? 


F. Yourplea is good; but ſtill I ſay, beware! 


Laws are explain'd by men—ſo have a care. 
It ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 

A man was hang'd for very honeſt rhymes ! 
Conſult the ſtatute, akon think, it is, 
Edwardi ſext. or prim. et quint. Eliz., 
dee Libels, Satires—here you have it—read. 
P. Libels and Satires ! lawleſs things indeed 
But grave Ehiſtles, bringing vice to light, 
Such as a knight might read, a biſhop write, 
duch as Sir Robert would approve—= 
5 ele 
The caſe is alter d- you may then proceed; 
In ſuch a cauſe the plaintiff will be hiſs' d, 


My lords the judges laugh, and you're diſmiſs'd, | 


SATIRE IL. 
7 Mr Bethel. 


WHAT, and how great the Virtue and the art 
To hve on little, with a cheerful heart 
(A doctrine ſage, but truly none of mine) 
r: talk my friend; but talk before we dine. 
dat when a gilt Buffet's reflected pride 
Turns you from ſound philoſophy aſide; 
ot when from plate to plate your eye- balls roll, 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 
ear Bethel's Sermon, not one vers'din ſchools, 
— ſtrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 
o work, hunt, exerciſe ! (he thus began) 
Then ſcorn a homely dinner if you can. | 
our wine lock'd up, your butler ſtroll'd-abroad, 
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| Avidien, or his wife (no matter which, 


a7 


If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 


The pleaſure lies in you, and not the meat. 
Preach as I pleaſe, I doubt, our curious men 


Will chuſe a pheaſant ſtill before a hen; 


Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold, 


| Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 


Of carps and mullets why prefer the great 
(Tho? cut in pieces ere my lord can — | 
Yet for ſmall turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs > 
Becauſe God made theſe large, the other leſs. | 
Oldfield, with more than harpy throat endu'd, 
Cries,** Send me, Gods, a whole hog barbecu'd! “ 


Oh blaſt it, South-winds, till a ſtench exhale 


Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail. 
By what criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 


If this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ſtink 2 


When the tir'd glutton labours thro” a treat, 
He finds no reliſh in the ſweeteſt meat; © 
He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour ; 
And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor: 

Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives till we fee; 


Thus much is left of old Simplicity 


The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 5 


And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt, 


Till Becca-ficos ſold fo dev'liſi dear 


| To onethat was, or would have been, a Peer. | 


Let me extol a cat on oyſters fed; 
Pl! have a party at the Bedford-head ; 
Or ev'n to crack like crawfiſh recommend 


I'd never doubt at court to make a friend. 


'Tis yet in vain, I own) to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other : 
Between exceſs and famine lies a mean 
Plain, but not ſordid ; tho? not ſplendid clean. 
For him you'll call a dog, and her a bitch) 
Sell their preſented partridges and fruits, 
And humbly live on rabbits and on roots: 
One half-pint bottle ſerves them both to dine; 
And is at once their vinegar and wine, | 
But on ſome lucky day (as when they found 


A loft bank-bill, or heard their ſon was drown'd) 
At ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpare, i ls 
Is what two ſouls ſo gen'rous cannot bear; 
Oil, tho? it ſtink, they, drop by drop, impart; 


But ſouſe the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 
He knows to live who keeps the middle ſtate, 
And neither leans on this ſide nor on that; 
Nor ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay ; 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away 
Nor lets, like N:evius, ev'ry error paſs; 
The muſty wine, foul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 
Now hear what bleſſings temperance can bring: 
(Thus ſaid our friend, and what he ſaid I ſing) 
Firſt * the ſtomach (cramm'd from ev'r 
diſh, | 
A tomb of boil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiſh, 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 
And all the man is one inteſtine war) at 
Remembers oft the School-boy's.ſimple fare, 
The temp'rate ſleeps, and ſpirits light as air, 


Riſe from a clergy or a city-feaſt ! 
What life in all that ample body, ſay ? 


Or aſh deny'd (the river yet unthaw'd) 


| What heav'nly particle inſpires the clay ? + 


The 


How pale each Worſhipful and Rev'rend gueſt 


The ſoul fubfides, and wickedly inclines 
To ſeem but mortal, ev'n in found Divines. 
On morning wings how active ſprings the mind 
That leaves the load of veſterday behind! 
Ho eaſy ev'ry labour it purſues ! Os 
How coming to the Poet ev'ry Muſe! 
Not but we may exceed ſome holy time, 
Or tir'd in ſearch of Truth, or ſearch of Rhyme; 
Ill health ſome juſt indulgence may engage; 
And more the ſickneſs eng life, Old Age; 
For fainting age what cordial drop remains, 
If our intemp'rate Youth the veſſel drains ? 
Our fathers prais'd rank Ven'ſon. You ſup- 
„„ Cs 333 
Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no noſe. 
Not ſo: a Buck was then a week's repaſt; 
And 'twas their point, I ween, to make it laſt; 
More pleas'd to keep it till their friends could 
. „ 
Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home. 
Why had not I in thoſe good times my birth, 
Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earth ? 
VDnworthy he, the voice of fame to hear, 
That ſwecteſt muſic to an honeſt car; 
(For'faith, Lord Fanny ! you are in the wrong; 
The world's good word is better than a ſong) 
V ho has not learn'd, freſh ſturgeon and ham- pye 
Are no rewards for want and infamy! | 
When luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 
Curs'd be thy neighbours, thy truſtees, thyſelf. 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 
Think how poſterity will treat thy name; 
And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. 
Right,“ cries his Lordſhip, © for a rogue in need 
To have a taſte, is infolence indeed! 
In me *tis noble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, 
% My wealth unwieldy and my heap too great.“ 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty ſpread her ray, 
And ſhine that ſuperſluity away, _ | 


Oh impudence of wealth! with all thy tore, = 


Ho dar'ſt thou let one worthy man be poor? 
Shall half the new-built churches round thee fall? 
Make quays, build bridges, or repair Whitehall: 
Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, 
As M—o's was, but not at five per cent. 


Who thinks that fortune cannot change her 


Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind. [mind, 
And who ftands ſafeſt ? Tell me, is it nge 
That ſpreads and fwells in puffd proſperity ? 
Or, bleſt with little, whoſe preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms againſt a war? 
Thus Bethel ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his 

thought, | Tn, 
And always think the very thing he ought: 
His equal mind I copy what I can, 
And as I love, would imitate the man. 5 
In South-Sea days not happier when ſurmis'd 
The lord of thouſands, than if now excis' d; 
In foreft planted by a father's hand, 9 
- Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little, I can piddle here - 
On broccoli and mutton round the year! 
Rut ancient friends (tho? poor, or cut of pay) 
That teuch vy bell, I cannot turn away. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


f 


j Tis true, no Turbots dignify my boards ; 


affords. | 


| own : e 

| From yon old walnut- tree a ſhow'r ſhall fall; 
And grapes long ling'ring on my only wall, 
And figs from ſtandard and eſpalier join 


And, what's more rare, a poet ſhall ſay grace. 

Fortune not much of humbling me can boaſt; 

{ Tho” double tax'd, how little have I loſt > 

_My life's amuſements have been juſt the ſame 
Betore and after ſtanding armies came. 

My lands are fold, my father's houſe is gone; 

Pl! hire another's : is not that my own, [; a 


| And yours, my friends? thro* whoſe free op” ning 


None comes too early, none departs too late; 
For I, who hold ſage Homer's rule the beſt, . 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the going gueſt, 
* Pray Heav'n it laft! (cries Swift! ) as you go og, 
I wiſh to God this houſe had been your own, 
, «© Pity ! to build without a ſon or wife; 
« Why, you'll enjoy it only all your liſe.“ 
Well, if the uſe be mine, can it concern one, 


| Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 


What's property? dear Swift! you fee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 
Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's ſhare ; 
Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir; 

Or, in pure equity (the caſe not clear) 

The Chanc'ry takes your rents for twenty year! 
At beſt, it falls to ſome ungracious-ſon, | own!" 


Who cries, My father's damn'd, and all's my 


Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 
Become the portion of a booby lord; | 
And Hemſley, — Buckinghams delight, 

| Slides to a ſcriv'ner, or a city knight, 
Let lands and houſes have what lords they will 


| Let us de fix'd, and own our maſters ſtill. 


Ne Firft Epiſtle of the Firſt Book of Hovace. 

Dis SEISFLE LE: 
T10O0 Lord Bolingbroke. © 8 

ST. John, whoſe love indulg'd my labours pak, 

Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laſt! 

Why will you break the Sabbath of my days? 

Now fick alike of envy and of praiſe. 

Public too long, ah let me hide my age! 

See modeſt Cibber now has left the ſtage; 

| Our Gen'rals now retir'd to their eſtates, 


Hang their old trophics o'er the garden-gatcs$ 


In life's cool ev'ning, ſatiate of applauſe, 
Nor fond of bleeding, ev'n in Brunſwick's cauſe, 
A voice there is, that whiſpers in my ear 
( Tis Reaſon's voice, which ſometimes one cas 
hear) | breath, 


| * 
Friend Pope! be prudent, let your Muſe tak# 
And never gallop Pegaſus to . 


Leſt ſtiff and ſtately, void of fire or force, 


4 You limp, like Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor“ 


horſe, 


Farewell 


Boox 1], 


But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames 


To Hounſlow-heath J point, and Panſted-down ; 
Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my 


| The dey'l is in you if you cannot dine: (place) 
| Then cheerful healths (your miſtreſs ſhall hare 
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The rhymes and rattles of the man or boy; 


What . what true, what fit we juſtly call, 
Let this | 


all my eare —for this is all : 


To lay this harveſt up, and hoard, with haſte, 


W Long as the night to her whoſe Love's away; 
Long as the year's dull circle ſeems to run, 
When the briſk Minor pants for twenty-one ; 
So flow th*unprofitable moments roll, | 
That lock up all the functions of my foul ; 


What ev'ry day will want, and moſt, the laſt. . 
But alk not to what Doctors I apply? 
Sworn to no maſter, of no ſect am I; 

As drives the ſtorm, at any door I knock; _ 
And houſe with Montagne now, or now with 
N Locke 5 : Coons 
dometimes a Patriot, active in debate, 
Mix with'the World, and battle for the State; 
Free as young Lyttleton, her cauſe purſue, 
Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true : 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candor, and grow all to all; 
Back to my native moderation flide, - _ 
And win my way by yielding to the tide. - 


Long, as to him who works for debt, the day; 


That keep me from myſelf, and ſtill delay 


— 


As gold to fil; er, Virtue is to gold.” 


Life's inſtant bus'neſs to a future = 1 
That taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, 

The eldeſt is a fool, the youngeſt wiſe: 

Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure: 0 

And which, not done, the richeſt muſt be poor, Proud Fortune, and look ſhallow Greatneſs 


Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, 


And feel ſome comfort not to be a fel. 
Weak tho' I am of limb, and ſhort of fight, 
Far from a Lynx, and not a giant quite, 

PI! do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, 

To keep theſe limbs, and to preſerve theſe eyes, 
Not to go back, is ſomewhat to advance ; 

And men muſt walk at leaſt before they dance, 


Say, does thy blood rebel, thy boſom move 


With wretched Av'rice, or as wretched Love ? 

Know, there are words and ſpells which can con- 
Between the fits this fever of the ſoul; ¶ trol 
Know, there are rhymes, which, freſh and freſh 


apply'd, 


Will cure the arrantꝰſt puppy of his pride. 

Be furious, envious, flothful, mad, or drunk 
Slave toa wife, or vaſſal to a punk, 3 
A Switz, a High Dutch, or a Low Dutch bear; 


that we aſk is but a patient ear. | 
'Tis the firſt Virtug, Vices to abhor; 


And the firſt Wiſdom, to be fool no more. 

Bur to the world no bugbear is fo great 

As want of figure and a ſmall eftate. 

＋ o either India ſee the Merchant fly, 

dear d at the ſpectre: of pale Poverty | 

dee him with pains of body, pangs of foul, 
urn thro? the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole! 


'ilt thou do nothing for a noble end, 
Qing, to make Philoſophy thy friend ? 


N 


| * 4g fooliſh views, thy long deſires, 


Here Wiſdom calls: . Seek. Virtuc firſt, be bold! 


y heart of all that it admires ? 


8 
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Farewell then-Verſe, and Love, and ev'ry toy, I There, London's voice, Get money, money {till 4 


« And then let Virtue follow, if ſhe will.“ 
This, this. the ſaving doctrine preach'd to all, 
From low St. James's up wo high N Raul x 
From him whoſe quills ſtand quiver'd at. his ear, 
To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. 
Barnard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds ; ._ 
Pray then, what wants he !” Fourſcore thoug. 
%»0õ᷑ ö6:˙-Eðtw: IIS Son 
A penſion, or ſuch harneſs for a flave . © 


As Bug now has, and Dorimant would hare. 
{ Barnard thou art a Cit, with all thy worth. ; 


But Bug and D*, Their Honours, and ſo forth, 
Vet ev'ry child another ſong will ſing, 
Virtue, brave boys l. 'tis Virtue makes a King's | 


True, conſcious honour is to feel no ſin; 


He's arm'd without that's innocent within; 
Be this thy ſcreen, and this thy wall of braſs; 


”_— 
. 


1 Compar'd ta this, a Miniſter's an As. 


And fay to which ſhall our applauſe belong, ; 


| This new Court jargon, or the good old ſong >- 
The modern language of corrupted peers, -. 


Or what was ſpoke at Creſſy or Poitiers? . 
Who counſels beſt? who whiſpers,“ Be but great, 
« With praiſe or infamy, leave that to fate; 
Get place and wealth, if poſſible with grace; 
| © If not, by any means, get wealth and place.“ 
For what? to have a box where cunuchs ling, - 


And foremoſt in the circle eye a king! 


| 


Or he, who bids thee face with ſteadv view | 


__thro'; | | 
| And while he bids thee, ſets th'example too ? 


If ſuch a doctrine in St. James's air 8 


Should chance to make the well-dreſt rabble 
If honeſt S*z take ſcandal at a Spark - flare; 
That leſsadmires the palace than the park, 
Faith, I ſhall give the anſwer Reynard gave: 
“I cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave, 


| © Becauſe I ſee, by all the tracks about, 


Full many a beaſt goes in, but none come out.“ 
Adieu to Virtue, if you're once a ſlave: 5 
Send her to court, you ſend her to her grave. 
Well, if a king's a lion, at the leaſt 
The people are a many-headcd beaſt : 
Can they direct what meaſures to purſue, 


Who know themſelves fo little what to do? 


Alike in nothing but one luſt of gold, 
Juſt half the land would buy, and half be ſold: 
Their country's wealth our mightier miſers drain 
Or crols, to plunder provinces, the main 
The reſt, ſome farm the poor-box, ſome the pews z 
Some keep aſſemblies, and would keep the ſtews ; 


Some with far bucks on childleſs dotards fawn ; 


| | Some win rich widows by their chine and brain 
| While with the ſilent growth: of ten per cent. 


In dirt and darkneſs, hundreds ſtink content. 
Of all theſe ways, if each purſues his own, 

Satire be kind, and let the wretch alone : 

But ſhew me one who has it in his pow'r 

To act conſiſtent with himſelf an hourl 

Sir Job fail'd forth, the ev'ning bright and ſtilt, 

« No 78 — earth (he cryd) like Greenwich 


| ee ene 


” Baut give the Knight (or give his Lady) ſpleen; 
= A away! take all your ſcaffolds down, 
n 


For ſnug's the word: my dear, we'll live in town. 
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Slopes at its foot, the woods its ſides embrace, 
The ſilver Thames reflects its marble face. 


Up ſtarts a palace, lo ! th'obedient baſe 


Which guides all thoſe who know not what 


they mean, 


Now let ſome whimſy, or that Dev'l within | 


* 


At am'rous Flavio is the ſtocking thrown; 


That very night he longs to lie alone. 


The fool whoſe wife elopes ſome thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonal ſolace dies a martyr. oy 


Trans form themſelves fo ſtrangely as the rich? 


Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, OED } 


Well, but the poor--the poorhave the ſame itch! 


Prefer a new japanner to their ſhoes, | 


They change their weekly barber, weekly news, 


Diſcharge their garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a chaiſe and one; 


They hire their ſculler, and when once aboard, 


| Grow fick, and damn the climate like a lord. 
Tou laugh, half beau half ſloven if I ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 
Vou laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary; 
But when no prelate's lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd 


Is half ſo incoherent as my mind, 


When (each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 
One ebb and flow of follics all my life) 


I plant, root up; I build, and then confound ; | 


* 
—— — 


Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 


You never, change one muſcle of your face, 
You think this madneſs but a common caſe, 


Nor once to chanc*ry, nor to Hale apply; 


Vet hang your lip, to ſee a ſeam awry ! 


Careleſs how ill I with myſelf agree 
Kind to my dreſs, my figure, not to me. 
Is this my guide, philoſopher, and friend? 


This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend? 


+ Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 


That man divine whom wiſdom calls her own ; 


Great without title, without fortune bleſs'd ; _ 
ſs'd; 


At home, tho” exil'd; free, tho' in the tow'r: 
In ſhort, that reas' ning, high immortal thing; 


A it of vapours clouds this demi-god ! 


| _ EPISTLE VI. 
| To Mr. Murrray. 3 
NOT to admire, is all the art I know 


To make men happy, and to keep them fo.” 


king, - 


| than Jove, and much ahov 
ee 7 er HI 


Nax, half in heav'n except (what? 


(Plain truth, dear Murray, needs no flow'rs of 


So take it in the very words of Creech: )[ ſpeech; 


This vault of air, this congregated ball, 


Self- center'd ſun, and ſtars that run and fall, 


There are, my friend ! whoſe philoſophic eyes 


Look thro” and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies; 
To him commit the hour, the day, the. year, 
„And view this dreadful all without a fear. 
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| 


a Rich ev'n when plunder'd, honor'd whil e op- | 


| Where winds can ca 


| Advance thy golden mountain to the {ki 


; Book If 
Admire we then whatearth's low entrails hold, 
Arabian ſhores, or Indian ſeas infold; 1 
All the mad trade of fools and ſlaves for gold? 
Or popularity ?. our ſtars and ſtrings ? 
The mob's applauſes, or the gifts of kings? 
Say with what eyes we ought at courts to gaze, 
And pay the great our homage of amaze ? 

If weak the pleaſure that from theſe can ſprin 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing, 


Whether we dread, or whether we defire, 2 


In either caſe, believe me, we admire; 1 
Whether we joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, 
Surpriz'd at better, or ſurpriz'd at worſe. 
Thus, good or bad, to one extreme betray 
Th'unbalanc'd mind, and ſnatch the man away; 
For virtue's ſelf may too much zeal be had ; 
The worſt of madmen is a ſaint run mad, 

Go then, and if you can admire the ftate 

Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate, 
Procure a taſte to double the ſurpriſe, 
And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes: 
Re ſtruck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye, 
Our birthday nobles ſplendid livery. 


If not fo pleas'd, at council-board rejoice, 


To fee their judgments hang upon thy voice; 
From morn to night, at ſenate rolls, and hall, 
Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 
But wherefore all this labour, all this ftrife ? 
For fame, for riches, for a-noble wife ? | 


; | Shall one whom nature, learning, birth conſpir'd 


To form, not to admire but be admir d. 
Sigh, while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth, 
Weds the rich dulneſs of ſome fon of earth!) 


Vet time ennobles or degrades each line; 


It brighten'd Craggs's, and may darken thine: 


And what is fame? The meaneſt have their day; 
The greateſt can but blaze, and 
| Grac'd as thou art, with all the pow'r of words, 
So known, fo honor'd, at the Houſe of Lords; 


paſs away. 


Conſpicuous ſcene | another yet is nigh, 
(More ſilent far) where kings and poets lie; 
Where Murray (long enough his country's pride) 
Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde! 
Rack'd with ſciatics, martyr'd with the fone, 


| Preis d; a I Will any mortal let himſelf alone ? e 
Lov'd without youth, and follow d without pow'r; 


See Ward by batter'd beaus invited over, 


And deſp'rate miſery lays hold on Dover. 
| The caſe is eaſier in the mind's ditcaie ; 


Thereall men may be cur'd whene'er they pleaſe. 
Would ye be bleſt! deſpiſe low joys, low gains; 
Diſdain whatever Cornbury difdains : | 
Be virtuous, and be happy for vour pains. . 
But art thou one whom new opinions ſway, 
One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 
Who Virrue and a church alike difowns ; 
Thinks that but words, and this but brick and 
ſtones: 135 | 
Fly. then, on all the wings of wild defire, 
Admire whate'er. the maddeſt can admire. 
Is wealth thy paſſion ? Hence! from pole to 
, or where waves 
For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian gold, 
Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold: 


| On the broad baſe of fifty thouſand riſe ; 
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Roox II. I 
Add one round-hundred, and (if that's not fair) 
Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. 
For, mark th'advantage, juſt ſo many ſcore 
Will gain a wife with half as many more; 
Procure her beauty, make that beãũty chaſte, 
And then ſuch friends — as cannot fail to laſt. 
A man of wealth is dubb'd a man of worth; 
Venus ſhall give him form, and Anſtis birth. 
(Believe me, many a German prince is worſe, 
no, proud of pedigree, is poor of purſe) 
His wealth brave Timon gloriouſly confounds ; 
Aſk'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 
Or if three ladies like a lucklefs play, 
Takes the whole houſe upon the poet's day. 
Now, in ſuch exigencies not to need, 
Upon my word, you muſt be rich indeed ! 
A nobly ſuperfluity it craves, a; 
Not for yourſelf, but for your fools and knaves; 
Something, which for your honor they may 
Andwhich it much becomes you to forget. F- 
If wealth alone then make and keep us bleſt, 
Still, ſtill be getting, never, never reſt. | 
But if to pow'r and place your paſſion lie, 
If in the pomp of life conſiſts the joy, 
Then hire a flave, or (if you will) a lord, 
To do the honors, and to give the word; 
Tell at your levee, as the crowds approach, . 
To whom to nod, whom take into your coach; 
Whom honor with your hand : to make remarks 


« This may be troubleſome, is near the chair ; 
That — * three members, this can chooſe a 
B „ | 1 
Inſtructed thus, you bow, embrace, proteſt, J 
Adopt him fon, or couſin, at the leak 3 7 
Then turn about, and laugh at your own jeſt. 

Or, if your life be one continu'd. treat; 
If to live well means nothing but to eat; 
Up, up! cries Gluttony, tis break of day 
Go drive the deer, and drag the finny prey; 
With hounds and horns go. hunt an appetite — 
So Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night; 
Call'd Happy Dog ! the beggar at his door; 
And envy'd thirſt and hunger to the poor! 
Or ſhall we ev'ry decency confound, _, 
Thro' taverns, ftews, andbagnios take our round; 
dine with Chartres, in each vice outdo 
Ks lewd cargo, or Ty—y's crew ; 5 
| from Latian Syrens, French Circæan feaſts, 
Return'd well travell'd, and transform'd to beaſts; - 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 
enounce our country, and degrade our name? 
It, after all, we muſt with Wilmot own, 
he cordial drop of life is love alone 
And Swift cry wiſely, © Vive la Bagatelle!“ 
The man th Ken and laughs, muſt ſure do well. 
dieu—if this advice appear the worſt, | 
en take the-counſel which I gave you firſt; 
better precepts if you can impart. 
Why do, II follow them with all my heart. 


To Augufius. f 


Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks: 
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Why ſhould not we be wiſer than our 
Ila ey'ry public virtue we excel; | 
| We build, we paint, we ling, we dance as well; 

And lea | 


| I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 


WHILE you, great patronof mankind! ſuſtain 
balanc'd world, and open all the main; 


* 0 4 


Vour country, chief, in arms abroad defend, 


At home with morals, arts and laws amend; 


How den rene 


An hour, and not defraud the public weal ? 


Edward and Henry, now the boaſt of fame, 


And virtuous Alfred, a more ſacred name, 


| After a life of gen'rous toils endur d, 


The Gaul ſubdu'd, or property ſecur d, 
Ambition humbl'd, mighty cities ſtorm'd, 


Or laws eſtabliſh'd and the world reform'd, _ 5 


Clos'd their long glaries with a ſigh, to find 


Th'unwilling gratitude of baſe mankind! 


All human virtue, to its lateſt breath, 


Finds envy never conquer'd but by death. 5 


The great Alcides, ev'ry labour paſt, 
Had ſtill this monſter to ſubdue at laſt. 
Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe rifing ray 
Each ſtar of meaner merit fades away! _ 
Oppreſs'd, we feel the beam directly beat; 
Thoſe ſuns of glory pleaſe not till x a A. 


To thee, the world its preſent homage pays, T 


The harveſt early, but mature the praiſe: 
Great friend of liberty ! in kings a name 


Above all Greek, above all Roman fame: 
Whoſe word is truth, as ſacred and rever de 


As Heav'n's own oracles from aſtars heard. 
Wonder of kings! like whom, to mortal eyes 
None e'er has riſen, and none e'er ſhall riſe. 
Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet confeſt, 
Your people, fir, are partial in the reſt 3 
Focs to all living worth, except your own, 


And advocates for folly dead and gone, 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 


It is the ruſt we value, not the gold. = 
Chaucer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rore, 
And bcafily Skelton heads of houſes quote: 
One likes no language but the Faer 


And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 


He ſwears the muſes met him at the Devil. 


. Tho? juſtly Greece her eldeſt ſons admires, 
fares ? 


* 


d Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 
Could ſhe behold us tumbling thro? a hoop. 
If time improve our wits as well as wine, 


Say at egy poet grows divine? | 
Shall we, or ſhall we not, account him fo, _ 


"Who dy'd perhaps an hundred years ago ? 


End all diſpute, and fix the year precite 
When Britiſh bards begin t'immortalize > 

© Who laſts a century, can have no flaw, 
&« hold that wit a claſſic, good in law.” 


Suppoſe he wants a year, will you com 


and ? | | 
And ſhall we deem him ancient, right and ſound, 
Or damn to all eternity at once, _ 
Ar ninety-aine, a modern and a dunce ? 


X) 
«© We ſhall not quarrel for a year ortwa; 


| « But, courteſy of England, he may do.“ 


Then by the rule that made the horte-tail bare, 
And melt down ancients like a heap of ſaow, : 
While you to meaſure merits, look in Stowe; 


Def 


And 


* 


Qucen "TP 


A Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o'the Green: 


& . * ont 4 <0 ro — 
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His moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 


But ſtill 1 love the language of his heart. 


To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 


Or ſay our fathers never broke a rule; 
Why then, I ſay, the public is a fool. ages 
Hut let them own, that greater faults than we | Effects unhappy from a noble cauſe. 


Iprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more : : 
(Like twinkling ſtars the miſcellanics o'er) I, who fo oft renounce the muſes, lye, 
Once ſimile that ſolitary ſhines | 


Or lengthen'd thought that gleams thro? many a And promiſe our beſt friends to rhyme no more, 
Has ſandtify'd whole poems for an age. 
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Beſtow a garland only on a bier. Extols old bards, or Merlin's prophecy, 


* 


Shakeſpear (whom you and ev'ry playhouſe bill Miſtake him not; he envies, not admires; 
Style the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) And, to debaſe the ſons, exalts the ſires. 
For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, Had ancient times conſpir'd to difallow 

And grew immortal in his own deſpight. What then was new, wh at had been ancient now? 
Ben, old and poor, as little ſcem'd to heed | Or what remain'd, fo worthy to be read 

The life to come, in ev'ry poet's creed. By learned critics of the mighty dead? 

Who now reads Cowley? If he pleaſes yet, | In days of eaſe, when now ch | 
| Was ſheath'd, and luxury with Charles reftor'd; 
| In ev'ry taite of foreign courts improv'd, 
All, by the king's example, liv'd and lov'd.” 
Vet ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men ! | Then peers grew proud in horſemanſhip t'exceh 


Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric art; 


What boy but hears the fayings of old Ben > | Newmarker's glory roſe as Britain's fell; 
In all debates where critics bear a part, 


Not one but nods, and talks of Jonſon's art, And ev'ry flow'ry courtier writ Romance. 


Of Shakeſpear's nature, and of Cowley's wit; Then marble ſoften'd into life, grew warm, 


How Beaumont's judgment check'd what | And yielding metal flow'd to human form: 
Fletcher writ ; CE | Lely on animated canvaſs ftole DE 


How Shadwell haſty, Wycherly was flow; | The ſleepy eye, that ſpoke the melting foul. - 


But, for the paſſions, Southern, ſure, and Rowe. No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 


\ © Theſe, only theſe, {upport-the crowded ſtage, | The willing muſes were debauch'd at court: 


From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age. | On cach eneryarte ſtring they taught the note 
All this may be; the people's voice is odd; To pant or tremble thro” an eunuch's throat. 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. | But Britain, changeful as a child at play, 

| No calls in princes, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hata 
Now all for pleaſure, now for church and ſtate ; 
Now for prerogative, and now for laws; 


And yet deny the Careleſs Huſband praiſe, 


They had, and greater virtues, I'll agree. Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 


Spenſer himſelf affefts the obſolete,  _ | His ſervants up, aud riſe by'frve oclock, 
And Sydney's verte halts ill on Roman fect: Inſtruct his family in ev'ry rule, 


NMilron's ftrong pirtion now not heav*ncan bound; And ſend his wife to church, his ſon to ſchooh 


Nov, ſerpent- like, in proſc he ſweeps the ground; To worthip like his fathers, was his care; 


In quibbles, angel and archangel join, Jo teach their frugal virtues to his heir; 


| And God the Father turns a ichool-divine. =| To prove, that luxury could never held? 


Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book, And place, on good ſecurity, his gold; 
Like flaſhing Bentley, with his deſp'rate hook, Now times are chang'd, and one poctic itch 
Or damm all Shakeſpear, like th'aflected fool |; Has feiz'd the court and city, poor and rich: 


At court, & ho hates whate'er he read at ſchool. Sons, ſires, and grandſires, all will wear the bays 
But for the wits of either Charles's days, Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays; 


The mob of gentlemen who wrote with eaſe; | To theatres, and to rehearſels throng; 
And all our grace at table is a ſong ! 


Not —'s ſelf &er tells more fibs than I; 
In the dry defart of a thouſand lines, page, When ſick of muſe, our follies we deplore, 


L loſe my patience, and 1 own it roo, | And call for pen and ink, to ſhow our wit. 


| When works are cenſur'd not as bad, durnew ; | He ferv'd a *prenticeſhip who ſets up ſhop; 
While, if our elders break all rcaton's laws, 


On Avon's bank, where flow'rs crernal blow, - Nor dare to practiſe till they ' ve learn'd to dance. 


If I but afk, it any weed can grow; uo builds a bridge that never drove a pile? 


One tragic ſentence if 1 dare deride, | | (Should Ripley venture, all the world would 


Which Betterton's grave action dignify'd, ſmile) 

Or well-mouth'd Booth with empliaſis proclaims But thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 

(Tho' bur, perhaps, a muſter roll of naines) All rhyme, and fſcrawl, and ſcribble, to a man. 
Vet, fir, reflect, the miſchicf is not great; 


How will our fathers ritꝭ up in a rage, 


And f\wcar, all ſhame is loſt in George's age! | Theſe madmen never hurt the church or ſtates 


You'd think no fools diſgrac'd the former reign, { Sometimes the fully benefits mankind ; 
Did not tome grave examples yet remain, | And rarely av'rice taints the tuneful mind. 


Who ſcorn a lad ſhould teach his father {kill, | Allow him but his plaything of a pen, 
And, having once been wrong, will be fo ul. He ne'er rebels, or plots, likg other men: 


e weary ſword : 


The foldier breath'd the gallantries of Franc 


We wake next morning in a raging fit,  _ 


| | | Ward try'd'on puppies and the poor Eis Drop; 
Theſe fools demand not pardon, but applauſe. | Ev'n ! Radeliff's doctors travel firſt to France, 


Flight 


Book 
Flight © 
And kn 
To che: 
The £04 
Env+ 5. 
And thi 

Or lit 
Vho ia 
Vet let 


| And (ti 


What v 
hat b 
What's 
And ipt 
ſcarce 
Unleſs! 
Or vit. 
To ple: 
Unhapp 


| Rofcom 


And in 
No whi 
He, fro 
And ſet 
Forms 
And po 
Let Ire 
Her tra 
And le: 
The r 
Behold 
Stretch 
Proud 
And ſti 


Not but 
Hopkir 


The bc 
Implor 
How ce 
Unleſs 
Verſe c 
Verſe 


ec 
Te 


1d 


| And (tho' no ſoldier) uſeful to the ſtate, 
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Fickt of caſhiers, or mobs, he'll never mind 3 
And knows no loſſes while the muſe is kind. 
o cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter; 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre; 
Faiols his garden and his book in quiet; 
And then a perfect hermit in his diet. 

Ot little uſe the man you may ſuppoſe, 


vet let me ſhow, a poet's of ſome weight, 


hat will a child learn ſooner than a ſong ? 
V hat better teach a foreigner the tongue? 
What's long or ſhort each accent where to place, 
And ſpeak in public with ſome ſort of grace. 

| ſcaree can think him tuch a worthleſs thing, 
Unleſs he praiſe ſome monſter of a king; * 
Or virtue, or religion turn to ſport, i 
To pleaſe a lewd, or unbelieving court. 
Unhappy Dryden! — In alt Charles's days, 
Roſcommon only boaits unſpotted bays ;- 
And in our own (excuſe from courtly ſtains) 
No whiter page than Addiſon remains. 
He, from the taſte obſcene, reclaims our youth, 
And ſets the paſſions on the fide of truth, 

Forms the bol boſom with the gentleſt art, 

And pours each human virtue in the heart. 

Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cauſe, 
Her trade ſupported, and ſupply'd her laws; 
And leave on Swift this grateful verſe engrav'd, 
The rights a court attack*d, a poet ſav d. 
Behold the hand that wrought a nation's cure, 
Stretch'd to relieve the idiot and the poor, 
Proud vice to brand, or injur'd worth adorn, 
And ſtretch'd the ray to ages yet unborn, 


Not but there are, who merit other palms ; 


Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with 
pſalms: „ os 5 
The boys and girls whom charity maintains, 
Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains: 
How could devotion touch the country pews, 
Unleſs the Gods beftow'd a. proper muſe? 
Verſe cheers their leiſure, verſe affiſts their work, 
Verſe prays for peace, or fings down Pope and 
| Turk, „ 
The filenc'd preacher yields to potent ſtrain, 
And feels that grace his pray'r beſought in vain; 
The bleſſing thrills thro? all the 12b'ring throng, 
ad heav'n is won by violence of ſong. 
Our rural anceſtors, with little bleſt, 
Patient of labour when the end was reſt, 
Induly'd the day that hous'd their annual grain, 
With feaſts and off rings, and a thankful ſtrain: 
The jov their wives, their ſons, and ſervants ſhare, 
«lc of their toil, and partners of their care: 
Ihe laugh, the jeſt; attendants on the bowl, 
mootl'd every brow, and open'd ev'ry ſoul : 
ih growing years the pleaſing licence grew, 
ad taunts alternate-innocently flew, © + 
ut times corrupt, and nature ill- inclin'd, 
eQuc'd the point that left the ſting behind; 
LL friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
anumphant malice rag'd thro” private life. 
I ho felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th'alarm, 
peal'd to law, and juſtice lem her arm. 
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At length, by wholeſome dread of ſtatutes bound 
The poets learn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound : | 
Moſt warp'd toflatt'ry's fide; but ſome morenice, 
Preſerv'd the freedom, and forbore the vice. | 
Henee fatire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, 
And keals with morals what it hurts with wit. 


We conquer'd France, and felt our captive's 
vdo favs in verſe what others ſay in proſe; | bs, 


charms; _ £ 
Her arts victorious triumph'd o'er our arms; 


Britain to ſoft refinement leſs a foe, 


Wit grew polite, and numbers learn'd to flow. 


The varying verſe, the full reſounding line, . 
The long majeſtic march, and energy divine; 
Tho” ſtill ſome traces of our ruſtic vein _ 
And ſplay foot verſe remain'd, and will remain. 


Waller was ſmooth ; but Dryden taught to join | | 


Late, very late, correctneſs grew our care, 
When the tir'd nation breath'd from civil war. 


Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, 


} Show'd us that France had ſoſhething to admire. 
{ Not but the tragic ſpirit was our own, - 


| And full in Sha! e'pear, fair in Otway ſhone : 
| But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine, _ 
And fluent Shakeſpear ſcarce effac'd a line 


| Ey'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 


The laſt and greateſt art, the art to blot. 
| Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire _ 
| The humbler mule of comedy require. 
But in known images of life, I gueſs 
The labour greater, as th'indulgence leſs. 
Obſerve how ſeldom ev'n the beſt ſuccecd : 
Tell me if Congreve's Fools are fools indeed? 
„. hat pert low dialogue has Farquhar writ! 
| How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit | 
The ſtage how looſely does Aſtræa tread, . 
Who fairly puts all characters to bed 
And idle Gibber, how he breaks the laws, 
To make poor Pinkey eat with vaſt applauſe; 
But fill their purſe, our poet's work is done: 


Alike to them, by pathos or by pun. 


O you! whom vanity's light bark conveys = 
On fame's mad voyage by the wind of praiſe, 
With what a ſhifting gale your courſe you ply; 
For ever ſunk too low, or borne too high! _ 
| Who pants for glory finds but ſhort repoſe; 

A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrows. 
Farewell the ſtage ! if juſt as thrives the play 
The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 
| There ſtill remains to mortify a wit, 
| The many-headed monſter of the pit; 3 
A ſenſclels, worthleſs, and unhonor'd crowd; 
Who, to diſturb their betters mighty proud. 
Clatt' ring their ſticks before ten lines are ſpoke, 
Call for the farce, the Bear, or the Black Joke. 
What dear delight to Britons farce affords ! 
Ever the taſte of mobs, but now of lords! 

Taſte; that eternal wanderer, which flies 

rom heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes) 
| The play ſtands ſtill; damn action and diſcourſe, 
Back fly the ſcenes, and enter foot and horle ; 
Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn, | 
| Peers, heralds, biſhops, ermin, gold, and lawu; 


The champion too | and, te complete the jeſt, 


| Old Edward's armour beams on Cibber's breaft! 


| With 
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Alone, deſerves the favour of the great: 


With laughter, ſure, Democritus had dyd, 
Had he beheld an audience gape ſo wide. 


Let bear or elephant be e'er ſs white, 


The people, ſure, the people are the ſight 


Ah luckleſs poet ! ſtretch thy lungs and roar, 


That bear or elephant ſhall heed thee more; 
While all its throats the gallery extends, 
And all the thunder of the pit aſcends! 

Loud as the wolves, on Orcas? ſtormy ſteep, 
Howl to the roarings of the northern deep. 
Such is the ſhout, the long-applauding note, 


At Quin's high plume, or Oldfield's petticoat; 


Or when. from court a birth-day ſuit beſtow'd, 


Sinks the loſt actor in the tawdry load. 


Both enters — hark! the univerſal peal ! 


„But has he ſpoken?” Not a ſyllable. [ ſtare ?” 


«« What ſhook the ſtage, and made the people 


Cato's Jong wig, flower'd gown, and lacker'd 
Jet, leſt you think I rally more than teach, [chair! 
Or praiſe malignly arts I cannot reach, | 


Let me for once preſume t'inſtruct the times, 


To know the poet from the man of rhymes : 
Tis he who gives my breaſt a thouſand pains; 
Can make me feel each paſſion that he feigns ; 
In rage, compoſe, with more than magic art, 

With pity, and with terror tear my heart; 


And ſnatch me o'er the earth, or thro” the air, 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 
But not this part of the poetic ſtate 


Think of thoſe authors, Sir, who would rely 
More on a reader's ſenſe than gazer's eye, 
Or who ſhall wander where the Muſes fing ? 


Who climb their mountain, or who taſte their 


How ſhall we fill a library with wit, [ſpring? 
When Merlin's Cave is half uufurniſh'd yet? 


My Liege! why wiiters little claim your thought, 


I guefs; and, with their leave, will tell the fault: 


Mie Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 


Of all mankind, the creatures moſt abſurd : 


The ſeaſon when to come, and when to go, 


To fing, or ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 


And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 


You loſe your patience juſt like other men. 


Then too we hurt ourſelves, when to defend 
A fingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 
Repeat unaſk'd ; lament, the wirt's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out e ry line. 
But meſt when ſtraining with too weak a wing, 
We needs will write Epiſtles to the King; 


And from the moment we olige the town, 
Expect a place, or penſion from the Crown: 
Or dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, 


Ti'enroll your triumphs o'er the ſeas and land ;. 


Be call'd to court to plan ſome work divine, 
As once for Louis, Boileau aud Racinc. 

Yet think, great Sir! (fo many virtues ſhown) 
Ahthink, what Poet beſt may make them known ? 
Or chuſe at leaſt ſome miniſter of grace, 
Fit to beſtow the Laurcat's weighty place. 


Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, 
| Could you complain, my. friend, he prov'd ſo 
Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould preſecute,. - 


I think Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit ; . .. 
4 | Wis 


Aſſign'd his figure to Bernini's care; | 
And great Nailau, to Kneller's hand decreed 
To fix him graceful on the bounding ſtecd; 
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| But moſt 
| Beſides, & fate attends on all I write, 


So well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit : 
But Kings in wit may want diſcerning ſpirit. 
The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 


Quarles; 


Which made old Ben and ſurly Dennis ſwear, 
5 No Lord's anointed, but a Ruſſian Bear! ? 


Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, 


The forms auguſt of King, or conqu'ring Chief, 
E' er ſwell'd on marble, as in verſe have ſhin'd _ 
(In poliſh'd verſe) the Manners and the Mind. 


Oh ! could I mount on the Mzonian wing, 
Your arms, your actions, your repoſe to ſing! 


| What ſeas you travers'd, and what fields you 


fought ! 


How barb'rous rage ſubſided at your word, 
And nations wonder'd while they dropt the ſword! 
How, when you nodded o'er the land and deep, 


Peace ſtole her wing, and wrapt the world in ſleep; 
Till earth's extremes. your meditation own, 


And Aſia's tyrants tremble at your throne — 


But Verſe, alas! your majeſty diſdains ; 
| And I'm not us'd to panegyric ſtrains : 


The zeal of fools offends at any time, 
all, the zcal of fools in rhyme. 


That when I aim at praiſe, they ſay I bite. | 


If true, a woful likeneſs; and if lies, 
&« Praiſc undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe :” 


| Well may he bluſh, 'who gives it or receives; 


And when, I flatter, let my dirty leaves 
(Like journals, odes, and ſuch forgotten things 
As Euſden, Phillips, Settle, writ of Kings) 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 


'EPISTLE II. Book II. 


A Frenchman comes, preſents you with his boy, 
Bows and begins —* This lad, Sir, is of Blois: 


.| * Obſerve his ſhape how clean! his locks how 


© Myonly ſon, I'd have him ſee the world :[curl'd! 


His French is pure; his voice too- you ſhall hear. 
Sir, he's your ſlave for twenty pounds a year. 


Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with eaſe, 


I © Your barber, cook, upholſt'rer, what you pleaſe: 
A perfect genius at an op'ra ſong —,* 

| * To fay too much, might do my honour wrong- 
Take him with all his virtues, on my word; 


His whole ambition was to ſerve a lord: 


| © Bur, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? 
© Tho' faith, I fear *twill break his mother's heart. 


* Once (and but once) I caught him in a lye, 


If, after this, you took the graceleſs lad, 
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One knighted Blackmore, and one penſion d 


Your country's peace, how oft, howdearly bought! 


A vile encomium doubly ridicules: . 
There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 


Clothe ſpice, line trunks, or flutt'ring in a row, 


DEAR col'nel, Cobham's, and your country's 
| Youlovea verſe, take ſuch as I can ſend. [ friend! 


And then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cr). 
The fault he has I fairly ſhall reveal; 
| © (Could you o' erlook but that) it is to ſteal.” | 


Gave | 


| Next | 
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(And little ſure imported to remove, 


Book II. DIDAC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Ke. 
Who ſent the thief that ſtole the caſh, away, 


And puniſh'd him that put it in his way. 
Conſider then, and judge me in this light; 

I told you when I went, I could not write; 

You ſaid the fame ; and are you diſcontent 

With laws to which you gave your own aſſent? 


| Nay worle, to alk for verſe at ſuch a time 


D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 
In Anna's wars, a ſoldier, poor and old, 

Had dearly earn'd a little purſe of gold: | 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night, 
He ſlept, poor dog ! and loſt it to a doit. 
This put the man in ſuch a deſp'rate mind, 
Between revenge, andgreef, and hunger join'd, > 
Againſt the foe, himſelf, and all mankind, 
He leap'd the trenches, ſcal'd the caſtle-wall, 
Tore down a ſtandard, took the fort and all. 
« Prodigious well !' his great commander cry'd; 


Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward betide, | 


Next pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter : | 
(Its name I know not, and ?tis no great matter) 
Go on, my friend (he cry'd); fee yonder walls! 
Advance and conquer! go where glory calls 
« More honors, more rewards, attend the brave.“ 
Don't you remember what reply he gave ?. 
« D'ye think me, noble Gen'ral, ſuch a fot? _ 
Let him take caſtles who has ne'er a groat.* 
red up at home, full early begun 
To pead in Greek the wrath of Peleus' ſon. 
Beſides, my father taught me from a lad, 
The better art to know, the good from bad : 


To hunt for truth in Maudlin's learned grove.) 
But knottier points we knew not half ſo well, 
De-priv'd us ſoon of our paternal cell; 

And certain laws, by ſuff*rers thought unjuſt, 
Deny'd all poſts of pofit or of truſt : 8 
Hopes after hopes of pious Papiſts fail'd, 
While mighty William's thund'ring arm pre- 
For Right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd; [ vail'd. 
He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind 
And me the Muſes help to undergo it; 
Convict a Papiſt he, and I a Poet. 

But (thanks to Homer) ſince I live and thrive, 
Indebred to no prince or peer alive, | 
Sure J ſhould want the care of ten Monroes, 
If I would ſcribble rather than repoſe. 


ol 


At laſt they ſteal us from ourſelves away; {day: 
In one our frolics, one amuſement end.. 
In one a miſtreſs drops, in one a friend: _ 
This ſubtle thief of life, this paltry Time, 
hat will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme ? 
fev'ry wheel of that unweary'd mill, 
hat turn'd ten thouſand verſes, now ftand ſtill? 
But after all, what would you have me do ? 
en out of twenty I can pleaſe not two z 
en tliis Heroics only deigns gu praiſe, 
harp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 

One likes the pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 
he vulgar boil, the learned roaſt an cer. _ 
ard taſk l. to hit the palate of ſuch 85 
den Oldfield loves what Dartineuf deteſts. 

ut grant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 

an to rhyme, can London be the place ? 


See! ſtrow'd with learned duſt, 
He walks, an object new beneath the tun! 
| The boys flock round him, and the Rn 
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Who there his Muſe, or ſelf, or ſoul attends, 
In crowds, and courts, law, bus'neſs, feaſts, and 


A Poet begs me I will hear him read. 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there — _ 
At ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomſbury-{quare — 
Before the Lords, at twelve, my cauſe comes on 


| There's a Rehearſal, Sir, exact at one — 


Oh, but a wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, 
© And raiſe his mind above the mob he meets.” 
Not quite fo well, however, as one ought; 


| A hackney-coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 


And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 
God knows, may hurt the very ableſt head. 
Have you not ſeen, at Guildhall's narrow paſs, 


| Two aldermen diſpute it with an afs ? 


And peers give _—_ exalted as they are, 
Ev'n to their own S-r-y<-nce in a car? 
Go, lofty Poct! and in ſuch a crowd, 

Sing thy ſonorous verſe — but not aloud. 
Alas! to grottos and to groves we run; 
To eaſe and ſilence ev'ry Muſe's fon : 
Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort, 


| Would drink and doze at Tootinꝑg orEarl's Court, 


How ſhall I rhyme in this etcrnal roar ?[ before? 


How match the bards whom none c'er match'd 


The man who, ſtretch'd in Ifis calm retreat, 
To books and ſtudy gives ſev'n yon complete, 


18 nightcap on, 


2 


So ſtiff, ſo mute! ſome ſtatue you would ſwear, 1 
Stept from its pedeſtal to take the air! 


And here, while town, and court, and city roars 

With mobs, and duns, and ſoldiers, at their doors, 

Shall I, in London act this idle part? 

| Compoting ſongs, for fools to get by heart! 
The Temple late two brother 'Serjeants ſaw, 

Who deem'd each other Oracles of Law; 

With equal talents, theſe congenial ſouls, 


One lulb'd th*Exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the 


Each had a gravity would make you fplit,[Rolls; 
And ſhook his head at Murray, as a wit. 


| *T'was, “ Sir, your law” — and Sir, your elo- 


« quence,” | 


[ ſenſe.” 


% Yours, Cowper's manner,” and “yours, Taibot's 
Years following years, ſteal ſomething ev'ry 


Thus we diſpoſe of all poctic merit, 8 
Vours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakeſpcar, and he*l wear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber, never match'd one Ode of thine } 


Lord! how we ſtrut thro? Merlin's Cave, to [ce 


No Poets there, but Stephen, you, and me! 
Walk with reſpect behind, while we at caſe 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we 
My dear Tibullus!“ if that will not do, [pleaſe. 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 
Or, I'm content, allow me Dryden's ftrains ; 


«| © And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 


Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace | 
This jealous, waſpiſh, wrong-head, rhyming race; 


| And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite, 
| To court ap 


uſe, by printing what I write: 
But let the fit paſs o'er, I'm wiſe enough 


| To 4 my cars to their confounded ſtuff. 


My eounſel ſends to execute a deed : [ friends? 
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Each prais'd within is happy all day long: 


Fheir own {rift judges, not a word they ſpare 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care. 


Nay tho? at court (perhaps) it may find race: 
| y P | \ g 


+ | wy — ——˙ 


Mark where a bold expreſſive phraſe appears, 1 
Bright thro” the rubbith of ſome hundred years; 


As thoſe move caſieſt who have learn'd to | 


Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſcaſe ; 


Hard, noted, anſwer'd, as in full debate 


My friends! he cry'd, p—x take you for your 


226 ELEGANT E 


In vatfi, bad rhymers all mankind reject; 


The more you wait, why not with equal eaſe 


They treat themſelves with moſt profound __ ; Confeſs as well your folly as diſcaſe ? 


Tis to {mall purpoſe that you hold your tonguc; 


But how ſeverely with themſelves procced 
The men who write ſuch verſe as we can read! 


Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 


uch they'll degrade; and ſometimes, in its ſtead, 
In downright charity revive the dead; : 


Command old words that long have flept, to 
1 wake; | 225 _ [ ſpake; 
Words that wiſe Bacon or brave Rawleigh | 
Or bid the new be Engliſh, ages hence, 
(For Uſe will father what's begat by Senſc) 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 8 
Serenely pure, and yet divinely ſtrong, } 
Rich with the treaſures of each foreign tongue; 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 
But ſhew no mercy to an empty line: 
Then poliſh all, with fo much life and eaſe, 
You think 'tis Nature, and a knack to pleaſe! 
« But caſe in writing flows from art, not chance; 


'Y 


„ | Ne 
Tf ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 
Better (ſay I) be pleas'd, and play the fool; 


It gives men happineſs, or leaves them caſe. 
There liv'd iz: ri Gomrgit (they record) 

A worthy member, no ſmall fool, a Lord; 
Who, tho' the Houſc was up, delighted fat, 


In all but this. a man of ſober life, 

Fond of his friend, and civil to his wife; 

Not quite a madman, tho' a paſty fell; 

And much too wiſe to walk into a well. 

Him, the d2man'd doctors and his friends immur'd, 
They bled, chey cupp'd, they purg'd; in ſhort, 

they cur'd: | „ 

Whercat the geatleman began to ſtare— f care ! | 


That from a patriot of diſtinguiſh'd note, 

Have bled and purg'd me to a ſunple vote. 
Well, on the whole, plain proſe muſt be my fate: 
Wiſdom, curſe on it, will come toon or late. 


| | Ready by force, or of your own accord, 


The heart reſolves this matter in a trice; 
« Men only feel the ſmart, but not the vice.“ 


You give all royal witchcraft to the Devil; 


When ſervile chaplains cry, that birth and place 


Eudue a peer with honour, truth, and grace, 


| Look in that breatt (moſt dirty Dil be fair) 


Say, can you find out one ſuch lodger there? 


You go to church to hear theſe flatt'rers preach, 

Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, 

A grain of courage, or a ſpark of ſpirit, 

The wiſeft man might bluſh, I mult agree, 

If D*** lov'd fixpence more than he. 
If there be truth in law, and uſe can give 

A property, that's your's on which vou live. 


| Delightful Abs- court, if its fields afford 


Their fruits to you, confeflcs you its lord, 

All Worldly's hens, nay partridge, fold to town, 
His ven'fon too, a guinea makes your own : 

He bought at thouiands what, with better wit, 


| You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bit; 


Now, or long ſince, what diff” rence will be found? 

You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. | 
Heathcote himſelf, and ſuch large-acr'd men, 

Lords of fat E'ſham, or of Lincoln- fen, 

Buy ev'ry ſtick of wood that lends them heat ; 

Buy ev'ry pullet they afford to cat. | 

Yet theſe are wights, who fondly call their own 


| Half that the Dev'l oerlooks from Lincoln tous n. 
The laws of God, as well as of the land, 


Abhor a perpetuity ſhould ſtand : 
Eſtates have wings, and hang in fortune's pow'r, 
Looſe on the point of ev'ry way'ring hour; 
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By ſale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 
Man! and for ever? wretch! what would'ſt 
thou have ? EY | 


All vaſt poſtciiions (juſt the ſame the caſe 
Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chace) 
Alas, my Bathurſt! what will they avail ? 
Join Cotſwood hills to Saperton's fair dale; 
Let rifing granaries and temples here, | 


| Therg-mingled farms and pyramids appear; 


Link towns to towns with avenues of oak, _ 
Encloſe whole downs in walls. tis all a joke ! 
Inexorable Death ſhall level all, | 


There is a time when pocts will grow dull: 8 trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmer fall. 


TU e'en leave verſes tu the boys at ſchool: 
To rules of poetry no more coafin'd, | 
I'll learn to ſmooth and harmonize my mind; 
Teach ev'ry thought witiin'its bounds to roll, 
And kcep the equal meaſure of the foul, _ 
Soon as I entcr at my country door, 
My mind reſumes the thread it dropt before; 
Thoughts which at Hyde-park Corner 1 forgot, 
Meet, and rejoin me in the penſive grot; 
There, all alone, and compliments apart, 
I ak theſe ſober queſtions of my heart: [crave, 
If, when the more you drink, the more you 


You tell the Doctor? When the more you have, 


Sold, ſilver, iv'ry, vaics ſculptur'd high, 
Paint, marble, gems, and robes of Perſian dye, 
There arc who have not and thank Hcav'n there 
are, [care. 


ä 
| Who, if they have not, think not worth ther 


Talk what you will of taſte, my friend, you"! 
Tuo of a face as ſoon ay of a mind. fin 
Why, of two brothers, rich and reſtleſs, one 


fun ; 
The other flights, for women, ſports, and wines, 
All Townthend's turnips, and all Grofvenor * 
mines: | 


| 


* = = 


When golden angels ceaſe to cure the Evil, ; 


Yet ſtill, not heeding what your heart can teach, 


Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. 


P loughs, burns, manures, and toils from ſun to- 


Bo 
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Why one, like Bu—, with pay and ſcorn content, 
Bows and votes on, in Court and Parliament; 
One, driv'n by ſtrong benevolence of ſoul, 
Shall fly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole: 
Is known alone to that Directing Pow'r 
Who forms the genius in the natal hour; 
That God of Nature, who, within us ſtill 
Inclines our action, not conſtrains our will; 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, | 
Each individual: His great end the fame. 
Ves, Sir, how ſmall ſoever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy as well as keep. - 
My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
A man ſo poor would live without a place: 
But ſure no ſtatute in his favour ſays, 

How free or frugal I ſhall paſs my days; 

I, who at ſometimes ſpend, at others ſpare, 
Divided between careleſſneſs and care. 
Tis one thing madly to diſperſe my ſtore ; 
Another, not to heed to treaſure more; 

Glad, like a boy, to ſnatch the firſt good day, 
And pleas'd, if ſordid want be far away. 
What is't to me (a paſſenger God wot) 
Whether my veſſel be firſt rate or not ? 

The ſhip itſelf may make a better figure; 
But I that fail am neither leſs nor bigger; 

] neither ſtrut with ev'ry fav'ring breath, 

Nor ſtrive with all the tempeſt in my reeth ; 
In pow'r, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, plac'd 
Dehind the foremoſt, and before the laſt. 
But why all this of av'rice, I have none.“ 
I wiſh you joy, Sir, of a tyrant gone; | 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad? the avarice of pow'r? 
Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal? 
Not the black fear of death that ſaddens all ? 


With terrors round, can Reaſon hold her throne, 


Deſpiſe the known, not tremble at th'unknown ? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire ? 
Picaz'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind, 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mind? 
Has life no ſourneſs, drawn ſo near its end? 
Can'ſt thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
s winter fruits grow mild ere they decay? 
Or will you think, my friend, your bus'neſs done, 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one? 
Learn to live well, or fairly nf your will; 
ou've play'd, and 
..- your ll: © | 
Walk ſober off; before a ſprightlier age 
omes titt'ring on, and ſhoves you from the ſtage: 
cave ſuch a trifle with more grace and eaſe, 


Whom folly pleaſes, and whoſe follies pleaſe, 


d 18, Epilogues to the Satires. In Two Dialogues. 
| | Pork. 
DIALOGUE I. 


F. Nor twice a twelvemonth you appear in 

print; 

And when it comes, the court ſee nothing in't. 

du grow correct, that once with rapture writ, 
ae beſides too moral for a wit. 


lov'd, and eat, and drank 


the 


| 


| 


| 


| And where's the glory? Twill be only 


And wear their ſtrange 


1 


| 
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Decay of parts, alas! we all muſt feel 
Why now, this moment, don't I fee you ſteal? 


Tis all from Horace; Horace, long before ye, 
Said, Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a 


Tory EF 


And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 


| © To laugh at fools who put their truſt in Peter.“ 


But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 


| Bubo obſerves, he laſh'd no fort of Vice. 


Horace would ſay, Sir Billy ſerv/d the Crown, 


| Blunt could do hun,, H-ggins knew the town 


In Sappho touch the failings of the ſex, è 
In rev'rend Biſhops note ſome ſmall neglefts, 
And own the Spaniard did a waggi/h thing, 
Who cropt our ears, and ſent them to the King, 
His fly, polite, inſinuating ſtyle, EO 
Could pleaſe at court, and make Auguſtus ſmile : 
An artful manager, that crept between 
His friend and ſhame, and was a kind of /creex. 


| But faith, your very friends will ſoon be fore ; 


Patriots there are who with you'd jeſt no more— 


The great man never offer'd you a groat. 
Go ſee Sir Robert- | 
| P̃ . See Sir Robert !—hum— 
And never laugh—for all my life to come? 


Seen him J have, but in his happier hour 
_ | Of ſocial pleaſure, ill exchang'd for pow'r; 


Seen him, uncumber'd with a venal tribe, 

mile without art, and win without a bribe. 
Would he oblige me? Let me only find, | 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 


| Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 


The only diff'rence is—1 dare laugh out. 
F. Why yes, with Scripture till you may be free; 
A horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at Honefty ; 
A joke on JEKYL, or ſome odd Old Mig, 
Who never chang'd his principle or wig; 
A patriot is a fool in ev'iry age, 
Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the ſtage ; 
Theſe — hurts; they keep their faſhion 
ill, | 1 b on | . 2 
old virtue as they will. 
If any aſk you, Who's the man ſo near 
His prince, that writes in verſe, and has his ear? 
Why anſwer, Lyttleton, and I'll engage 
The worthy youth ſhall ne'er be in a rage: 
But were his verſes vile, his whiſper baſe, | 
You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe. 
Sejanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt Fleury; 
But well may put ſome ſtateſmen in a fury. 
Laugh then at any, but at fools or foes; 
Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe. 
Laugh at your friends, and, if your friends are fore, 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 
To vice and folly to confine the jeſt, 


Sets half the world, God knows, againſt the reſt, 


Did not the ſneer of more impartial men 
At ſenſe and virtue balance all again. 
udicious wits ſpread wide the ridicule, 
And charitably comfort knave and fool. 

P. Dear. Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth : 
Adieu diſtinction, tatire, warmth, and truth ! 
Come harmleſs characters that no one hit; 
Come, Henly's oratory, Oſborn's wit | 

; 2 | | The 


thought 


223 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, — I. 


F. The honey dropping irom Favonio's tongue, This calls the church to deprecate our ſin, 
* The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of 1g | And hurls the thunder of the laws on ein. 
= The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence, .  Libt modeſt Foſter, if he will, excel 
* And all the well-whipt cream of courtly ſenſe; Ten mt opolitans in preaching well; 
[ The firft was H 'y 's, F—'s next, and then A fimple quaker, or a quaker's v ife, 
1 The S—tc's, and then H—vy's once again. Outdo Landaffe in dottrinc—yea in life: 
* O come, that caſy, Ciceronian ſtyle, 1 Let humble Allen, with an awkward ſhame, 
"= So Latin, vet fo Engliſh all the while, Do good by ſtealth, and bluſh to find it fame. 
| As, tho? the pride of Middleton and Bland, Virtue may chuſe the lg! or low degree 
All boys may read, and girls may u: \derfland ! Tis juſt alike to virtue, and to me; 
Then might I fing, without the ſeat offence z - | Dwell in a monk, or liglit upon a king, 
And ail ] iung ſhould be the nation's ſenſe! She's {till the ſame beloy'd contented thing, 
il Or teach the melancholy Mute to mourn, Vice is undone if the forgets her birth, 
1 Hang the {a4 verſe on Carolina's urn, | | And ſtoops from angels to the dregs of earth: 
75 And ha il her paſfage to the rcalms of reſt, [But 'tis s Fall le her to 3 I E 
5 All parts perform'd, and all her children bleſt! | | Let Greatneſs own her, and ſhe's mean no more: 
1 So $atire is no more l feel it die | Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confeſs, 
* No ——— more innocent than I— +} Chaſte matrons praiſe her, and grave biſhops bleſs ; 
1 And le t. a a God's name, ev'ry fool and knave In golden chains the witlia * — ſhe draws, 
1. | Be 2 grac'd thro? life, and flatter'd in his grave. | And hers the goſpel is, and hers the laws ; 
1 3 " AY hy io? If Satire Knows its time a nd placc, | Mounts the tribunal, lifts her ſcarlet head, 
| 4 You ill may laſh the gr cateſt—in diſgrace : And fees pale Vun carted an her ſtead. 
* For merit will by turns forfake them all; Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal car, 
| R W ould you Know when ? Exactly when they fall. | Old England” s genius, rough with many a ſcar, 
'F aut let all ſat! re in all changes ſpare Drag: 'd i in the duſt! his arms hang idly round, 
OT Immortal SK, and grave D—re. His flag, invertcd, trails along the ground 1 
. Silent and {oft a3 fzints remov'd to heav'n, Our youth, all liv! 'ry'd o'cr with foreign gold, 
[ fi All tves &difloiv'd, and cv'rv fin forgis” n, | | Before her dance: behind her crawl the old! 
1 Theſe max ſome gentle en ing See 3 millions to the Pagod wh 
1 Receive, and pi ace for ever ncar a King! And offer country, parent, wife, or ſon ! | 
* There, where no patſion, pride, or mate, tran{- | Hear her black 44 — thro” the land proclaim, 
15 I. ull'd with the fu ect Nepenthe of a court; (port, That Net 40 be corrnpted is the Name 8 
* Therc, where no father's, brother's, friend's | Tn foldier „churchman, patriot, man in pow 7 
„ diſgrace »Tis av'rice all, ambition is no more!“ 
* Once break their; reit, or ſtir them from their place Sce, all our * begging to be ſlaves ! 
4 But paſt the ſenſe of human miſerics, See, all our fools aſpiring to be Knaves! 
5 All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 
"Ol No check 15 __ ,4 to bluſh, no heart I throb, Are what ten thouſand envy Td allo » 
J Save when they loſe a ueſtion, or a jo All, all look up, with revcrential awe, 
* P. Good Heav'n forbid, that 1 mould blaſt At times that Rape, or triumph o'er che law: 
1 © their glory, While truth, worth, wiſdom, daily they decry— 
* M ho know how like Whig 161 to Tory, Nothing is fared now but villany 
. And when three lov” reigns dy'd, could ſcarce be | Yet may this verſe (if ſuch a verſe remain) 
„ | vext, | Show there was one . cho held it in diſdain. 
1 | Conſid'riog what a gracious Prince was n; 
4 Have I, in ſilent wonder, ſcen ſuch things | Di AL 0 GU RY II. 
+4 As pride i in ſlaves, and mw 7 kings, „„ E A 
"MR And at a peer, or pegreſs, ſhall 1 fret, „ F. Tis all a Iivel—Paxton (Sir will tay: | 
'* Who ſtarves a ſiſter, or forſwears a debt? P. Not yet, wy friend! on (Sir) *Fairh it 
4 Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaſt ; And for that very cauſe, I print to-day. (may; 
5 But ſhall che dignity of Vice be . o ſhould I fret to mangle ev'ry line, 
. Ye Gods! ſhall Cibber 8 Goa: withcut rebuke, | In rex'reace to the fins of Thur 47 -Nine! — 
i Swear like a lord, or Rich outwhore a duke ? Vice with ſuch giant ſtrides comes on amain; 
1 A fuw'rite's porter with his maſter vie, Invention ſtrives to be before in vain; 
. Ne brib'd as often, and as often lie? Feign what I will, and paint it e'er fo ſtrong, 


Shall Ward draw contracts with a ſtateſman's Some riſing genius ſins up to my ſong. 

Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a will? | {kill ? \--* F.Yet none but-you by name the guilty laſh; 

Is it for Bond, or Peter (paltry things) [kings: | Ev'n Guthry faves half Newgate by a daſh. 
"To pay Cher debts, or keep their faith, like ; Spare then the perſon, and expoſe the vice. 

If Blouat 4iiparch'd himfelf, he play'd the man; P. How, Sir! not damn the ſharper, but the 


—— —— 
” p 
* i EY I 
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And fo may'tt thou, illucrious 8 Mo 2 
But ſhall a printer, wearv of his life, Come on then, Satire ! gen 'Tal, unconfin'd, 
Learn from their broke dIndpng ag himſelf and wife? | Spread thy broad wing, aud ibuſe on all the kind. 


This, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear; Ye ſtateſmen, priefts, of one religion all ! 


Vice thus abuz'd demands a nation's care; Ye tradeſmen, vile, in army, court, or hall ! FF 


— 
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Ye rev'rcnd atheiſts, F. Scandal ! name them, 
Who? | | | 

p. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who ftarv'd a ſiſter, who forſwore a debt, 

I never nam'd ; the town's enquiring yet. 
The pois'ning dame. F. You mean—P. I 
ae . | N 
P. See, now I keep the ſecret, and not you 
The bribing ſtateſman F. Hold, too high you go. 
Fr. The brib'd elector—F. There you ſtoop 
RD. | TX OP OO [hat; 

P. 1 fain would pleaſe you, If I knew with 
Tell me, which knave is lawful game, which not? 
Muſt great offenders, once eſcap'd the crown, 
Like royal harts be never more run down ? 
Admit your law to ſpare the knight requires, 
As beaſts of nature may we hunt the *ſquires? | 
| Suppoſe I cenfure—you know what I mean— 

To tave a biſhop, may I name a dean? 
F. A dran, fir? No; his fortune is not made; 
You hurt a man that's riſing in the trade. 

P. If not the tradeſman who ſet up to-day, 
Much lets the *prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud fatire! tho'a realm be ſpoil'd, 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wild; 
Or, if a court or country's made a job, ” 
Go dreuch a pickpoket, and join the mob. 

But, Sir, 1 beg you (for the love of vice) 
The matter's weiglity, pray conſider twice; 
Have you leſs pity for the needy cheat, 

The poor and friendleſs villain, than the great? 
Alas] the ſmall diſcredit of a bribe 

bearce hurts the lawyer, but undoes the ſcribe. 
Thea better, ſure, it charity becomes | 

To tax directors, who (thank God) have plums; 
Still better miniſters; or, if the thing 

May pinch ev'n there—why lay it on a king. 

F. Stop! Stop! | 5 

P. Muſt ſatire, then, nor riſe nor fall!? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 
F. Yes, ſtrike that Wild, Fll juſtify the blow, 

P. Strike? Why the man was hang'd ten 
«years ago; | | N 
Who now that obſolete e ample fears ; 
Ev'n Peter trembles only for his cars... 
F. What always Peter? Peter thinks you mad; 
You make men deſp'rate, if they once are bad: 
Elſe might he take to virtue ſome years hence 

P. As S—k, if he lives, will love the Prince. 

F. Strange ſpleen to $S—k! 5 
FF. Do I wrong the man? 

Sod knows, I praiſe a courticr where I can. 
When I confels, there is who feels for fame, 
And melts to goodacls, need 1 Scarb'ro' name? 

Picas'd let me own in Eſher's peaceful grove 
(Where Kent and Nature vie for Pelham's love) 
The ſcene, the maſter op'ning to my view, 

lit and dream I fee my Craggs ancw ! 

Ev'n in a biſhop I can ſpy deſert; | 
decker is decent, Rundel has a heart: | 

lanners with candour arc to Benſon given; 

o Berkley, ev'ry virtue under heav'n. 

But does the court a worthy man remove ? 


| 


How pleaſing Atterbury's ſofter hour!“ 


Have fill a ſecret bias to a knave : 
| To find an honeſt man I beat about, | 
And love him, court him, praiſe im, in or out. 


| 


| But random praiſe—the taſk can ne'er be donc: 


And what young 


II think your friends are out 


That inſtant, I declare, he has my love; 


| And was, beſides, a tyrant to his wife. 
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I ſhun his zenith, court his mild decline; 
Thus Somers once, and Halifax were mine. 
Oft, in the clear, ſtill mirrour of retreat, 

I ftudy'd Shrewſbury, the wife and great: | 
Carleton's calm ſenſe, aud Stanhope's noble flame, 
Compar'd,and knew their gen'rous end the fame 2 


How ſhin'd the ſoul, unconquer'd in the Tower! | | 


How can I Pult'ney, Cheſterfield forget, 


While Roman {pirit charms, and Attic wit: 
Argyle, the Statc's whole thunder born to wield, 
And ſhake alike the ſenate and the field: : 
Or Wyndham, juſt to freedom and the throne, 
The maſter of our paſſions, and his own. 


| Names, which I long have lov'd, nor los'd in vain, 


Rank'd with their friends, not number'd with 
their train 


| And if yet higher the proud lift ſhould end, 


Still let me ſay, No follower, but a friend. 

Yer ih:ink not friendſhip only prompts my lays; 
I follow Virſue; where the ſhines, I praiſe; 
Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's beaver caſt a glory. 
I never (to my forrow I declare) 
Din'd with the Man of Roſs, er my Lord May'r. 
Some, in their choice of friends (nay look not 
[ grave) 


F. Then why ſo few commended ﬀ— 
| P. Nor fo fierce; 
Find you the virtue, and I'll find the verſe. 


Each mother aſks it for her booby fon. 

Each widow aſks it for the beft of men; 

For him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds agen, 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like ſatire, to the ground: 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd, 


; Enough for half the greateſt of theſe davs, 
| To *icape my cenfure, not expect my praiſe. 


Are they not rich? what more can they pretend 

Dare they to hope a port for their friend? 

Vihar Richlicu wanted, Louis ſcarce could gain; 

Ammon wiſh'd, but wifh'd in 

ven, | „„ 

No power the Muſe's friendſhip can co 

No pow'r, when Virtue claims it, can x1 

To Cato, Virgil pay*d one honeft life; 

O let my country's friends illumine mine! 

What are you thinking? F. Faith, 
thought's no ſin, | 


the --- 


„and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 

The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 
F. They too may be corrupted, you'lt allow 
P. I only call thoſe knaves who are fo wy, 
Is that too little? Come then, T'll comply— 

Spirit of Arnall ! aid me wiile 1 he. 

Cobham's a coward, Polwart is a ſlave, 

And Littletoa a dark defigning knave ; 


St. John has ever been a wealthy foo. 


But let me add, Sir Robert's migiuy dull; 
Has never made a friend in private lite, 


But 


20. 
Call Verres, Wolſey, any odious name? | 
Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 


When Paxton gives him double pots and pay : 


But ' twas my gueſt at whom they threw the dirt? 
Sure, if I ſpare the Miniſter, no rules 
Of honour bind me, not to maul his tools; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be faid _ 
His ſaws are toothleſs, and his hatchets lead. 


Knew one a man of honour, one a knave ; 


Againſt your worthip when had S—k writ? 


> 


| Whoſe ſpecch you took, and gave it to a friend? 
F. Faith, it imports not much from * | 


If one, thro? nature's bounty or his Lord's, 


Quite turns my ſtomach— _ | 


gut hear me farther, Japhet, *tis agreed, 


But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot | 


And muſt no egg in Japhet's face be thrown, 


And begg'd he'd take the pains to kick the reſt: 


But pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame ? | 


Oh all accompliſh'd St. John! deck thy ſhrine 
What! ſhall each ſpur-gall'd hackney of the 
day, | | 


Or each new penſion'd ſycophant pretend 
To break my windows if I treat a friend; 
Then wiſely plead, to me they meant no hurt; 


It anger'd Turenne, once upon a day, 
To ſee a footman kick'd that took his pay: 
But when he heard th'affront the fellow gave, 


The prudent Gen'ral turn'd it to a jeſt, 


Which not at preſent having time to do— _ 
F. Hold, Sir, for God's ſake ! where's the af- 


front to you ? 


Or P—ge pour'd forth the torrent of his wit? 
Or grant the bard, whoſe diſtich all commend 
In pow'r a ſervant, out of pow'r a friend) 
To W—le guilty of ſome venial fin ; | 
What's that to you who ne&'er was out nor in? 

The prieſt, whoſe flattery bedropt the crown, 
How hurt he you? he only ſtain'd the gown. 
And how did, pray, the florid youth offend, 


25 it came; | | 
Whoever borrow'd could not be to blame, 
Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the ſame. 
Let courtly wits to wits afford ſupply, 
As hog to hog in huts of Weſtphaly; 


Has what the frugal, dirty foil affords, 


The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, 

Drops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind; 

From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouſe: 

The laſt full fairly gives it to the Houſe. 
F. This filthy ſimile, this beaſtly line 


0 | P. So does flatt'ry mine: 
And all your courtly civit-cats can vent, 50 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement. 


Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read. 
In all the eourts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 


write; 


Becauſe the deed he forg'd was not my own ? 
_ Muſt never patriot then declaim at gin, 
Unleſs, good man ! he has been fairly in? 
No zealous paſtor blame a failing ſpouſe, 
Without a ſtaring reaſon on his brows ? 
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And each blaſphemer quite eſcape the rod, 

Becauſe the infult's not on man, but God? 
Aſk you, what provocation I have had? 

The ſtrong antipathy of good to bad. 

When truth or virtue an affront endures, _ 

Th'affront is mine, my friend, and ſhall be your's. 

Mine, as a foe profeſs'd to falſe pretence, _ 

Who think a coxcomb's honour like his ſenſe ; 


| Mine, as a friend to ev'ry worthy mind; 
And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 


F. Lou're ſtrangely proud. 1 
| P. So proud, I am no ſlave 1 


So impudent, I own myſelf no knave: 
| | So odd, my country's ruin makes me grave. 
| Yes, I am proud; I muſt be proud to ſee. 


Men not afraid of God, afraid of me : | 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
ridicule alone, 

O ſacred weapon! left for truth's defence; 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and infolence! 
To all but heav'n-directed hands deny'd ; 


The Muſe may give thee, but the Gods muſt guide: 


Rev'rent, I touch thee ! but with honeſt zeal; 
To rouſe the watchmen of the public weal; 


To virtue's work provoke the tardy hall, 
And goad the prelate ſlumb'ring in the ſtall. 


Ve tinſel inſects! whom a court maintains, 


| That counts your beautics only by your ſtains, 
Spin all your cobwebs wap eye of day! 


The Muſe's wing ſhall bruſh you all away: 
All his Grace preaches, all his Lordſhip Ro | 


All, all but truth, drops dead-born from the preſs; 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt addreſs. 
When black ambition ſtains a public cauſe, 


| A monarch's ſword when mad vainglory draws, 


Not Waller's wreath can hide the nation's ſcar, 
Not Boileau turn the feather to a ſtar. 
Not fo, when diadem'd with rays divine, 


| Touch'd with the flame that breaks from Vir» 


tue's ſhrine, = 


Her prieſteſs Muſe forbids the good to die, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, _ 
As pure a meſs almoſt as it came in; 


And opes the temple of Eternity. 
There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than ſuch as Anſtis caſts into the grave; 
Far other ſtars than ** and ** wear, | 
And may deſcend to Mordington from Stair; 


| (Such as on Hough's unſully'd mitre ſhine, 
Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thinc) 
| Let Envy howl, while Heav'n's whole chorus 


ſings, 80 5 
And bark at honour not conferr'd by kings; 


Leet flatt'ry fick'ning ſee the incenſe riſe, 


Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkics : 

Truth guards the poet, ſanCtifies the line, 

And makes immortal verſe as mean as mine. 
Yes, the laſt pen for freedom let me draw, 


Here, laſt of Britons! let your names be read; 
Are none, none living? let me praiſe the dead; 
And, for that cauſe which made your fathers 
Fall by the votes of their degen'rate line. [ ſhin, 
F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 


And write next winter more Eſſays on Man. 
= | 


Imitati 0% 


All that makes ſaints of queens, and gods of kings, 


When truth ſtands trembling on the edge of law; 
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$ 19. Imitations of Horace, PoE. 
EPISTLR VII. 
Initated in the manner of Dr. Swift. 
of hr time, my Lord, I gave my word 


I would be with you, June the third ; 


Chang'd it to Auguſt, and, in ſhort, 

Have kept it—as you do at court, 

You humour me when I an ſick, 

Why not when I am fplenetic > 

In town, what objects could I meet } 

The ſhops ſhut up in ev'ry ſtreet, 

And fun'rals black' ning all the doors, 

And yet more melancholy whores! _ 

And what a duſt in ey'ry place? 

And a thin court that wants your face, 

And fevers raging up and down, | 

And W* and H** both in town! | 
The dog-days are no more the caſe.” 

Tis true, but winter comes apace : 

Then ſouthward let your bard retire, 


Hold gat ſome months *twixt ſun and fire, 


And you ſhall fee the firſt warm weather, 

Me and the butterflies together. 
My Lord, your favours well I know; 

Tis with diſtinction you'beftow ; 

And not to cv'ry one that comes, 

Juſt as a Scotfman does his plums. 

Pray take them, Sir, enough's a feaſt: 

Eat ſome, and pocket up the reſt'— _ 


What, rob your boys? thoſe pretty rogues! 


No, Sir, you'll leave them to the hogs.” 
Thus fools with compliments beſiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 
Scatter your favours on a fop, 
Ingratitude's the certain crop; _ 
And 'tis but juſt, I'll tell you wherefore, 
You give the things you never care for. 
A wiſe man always is or ſhou'd 
Be mighty ready to do yan; - 
But makes a diff* rence in his thought 
etwixt a guinea and a groat. 
Now this PI fay, you'll find in me 
A lafe companion, and a free; 
But if you'd have me always near— 
A word, pray, in your Honour's car: 


I lope it is your reſolution 


To give me back my conſtitution! 
The !prightly wit, the lively eye, 
Th engaging ſmile, the gaicty, 


hat laugh'd down many a ſummer ſan, 5." 


nd kept you up ſo oft till one: 


As when Belinda rais'd my ſtrain, 
weazel once made thift to link 
— at a corn- loft thro' a chink; 
= having amply ftuff'd his ſkin, 
wn not get out as he got in: 
| hich one belonging to the houſe 
Was not a man, it was a mouſe) 
ſerving, cry'd, You, ſcape not fo, 
an as you came, Sir, you mult go.” 
Sir, you may ſpare your application, 
in no ſuch bœaſt, nor his relation; 
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| Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with ortolans ; 


Extremely ready to reſign 


All that may make me none of mine. 
Soutih-Sea ſubſcriptions take who pleaſe, 


Leave me but liberty and caſe; : 
| *'T was what I ſaid to Craggs and Child, 
| Who prais'd my modeſty, and ſmil'd, 


Give me, I cry'd (enough for me) 


I My bread, and independency !, 

| So bought an annual rent or two, 

_ | And liv'd—juſt as you ſee I do; 
Tear fifty, and without a wife, 

L truſt that ſinking fund, my life. 
Can II retrench? Yes, mighty well, 
Shrink back to my paternal cell, 
A little houſe, with trees a row, 

| And, like its maſter, very low. 


There dy'd my father, no man's debtor ; 


And there I'll die, nor worſe nor better. 


To ſet this matter full before ve, 


Our old friend Swift will tell his ſtory, 


Harley, the nation's great ſupport,” — « 


| But you may read it, I ſtop ſhort, 


7 ++ > i on 
The firſt part imitated in the year 1714, by Dr. 
Sriroft; the latter part added afterwards. 


| I'VE often wiſh'd that I had clear 
For life, fix hundred pounds a year, 
| A handſome houſe to lodye a friend, 


A river at my garden's end, 


| A terras-walk, and half a rood 
| Of land, ſet out to plant a wood. 


Well, now I have all this and more, | 


+1 aſk not to increaſe my ſtore; 


© But here a grievance ſeems to lie, 


All this is mine but till I die; 5 
II can't but think twould ſound more clever, 
„To me and to my heirs for ever.” 
| © If II ne'er got or loft a groat 

By any trick or any fault; 


And if I pray by reaſon's rules, 
And not like forty other fools, 


As thus: © Vouchſafe, oh gracious Maker ! 
« To grant me this and rother acre : | 


% Or, if it be thy will and pleaſure, 


Direct my plough to find a treaſure ;? 
© But only what my ſtation fits, > 
And to be kept in my right wits: 

© Preſerve, Almighty Providence! 


+... -|* Juſt what you gave we, competence: 
And let me in theſe ſhades compoſe: 


Something in verſe as true as profe; 
© Remov'd from all th'ambitious ſcene, 


| © Nor 2 by pride, nor ſunk by ſplcen, 


In ſhort, I'm perfectly content, 

Let me but live on this ſide Trent; 

Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 

To fpend fix months with ſtateſmen her 
I muſt by all means come to town, 

'Tis for the ſervice of the Crown. 

« Lewis, the Dean will be of uſc; 

Scud for him up, take no excuſe.” 
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1 eager to expreſs your love, 
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The toil, the danger of the ſcas, 
Great Miniſters ne'er think of theſe; 
Or let it coſt five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money's found; 
It is but fo much more in debt; 
Ani that * ne er conſider'd yet. 
u Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
« Let my Lind know you're come to town.” | 
I hurry me in haſte away, | 
Not thinking it is levee- day; 
And find his Honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green : 
Ho ſhould I thruſt myſelf between? 
Some wag obſerves me thus perplex'd, 
And, ſmiling, whiſpers to the next, 
1 chought the Dean had been too proud 
« To ;uſtle here among a crowd.“ : 
Another, in a ſurly fit, 
Tells me I have more zeal than uit: 


« You ne'er confider whom you ſhove, 

4 But rudely preſs before a Duke.” 

I own I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, 

And take it kindly, meant to ſhow 

What I defire the world ſhould know. 

1 get a whiſper, and withdraw; 

When twenty fools I never ſaw 

Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 

Deſiring T would ſtand their friend. 

This humbly offers me his caſe 
That begs my int'reſt for a place 

A hundred other mens affairs, 

Like bees, are humming in my ears. 

„To- morrow my appeal comes on; 

„ Without your help the cauſe is gone — 

The Duke expects my Lord and you 
About ſome great affairs, at two 
„Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, 

e To get my warrant quickly ſign'd: 

« Conſider, 'tis my firſt requeſt. ;, 

Be fatisfy'd, I'll do my beft: 

Then preſently he falls to teize, 

« You may for certain, if you pleaſe; 

„ doubt not, if his Lordſhip knew 

« And, Mr Dean, one word from you—" 

"Tis (let me fee) three years we . 

(October next ir will be fur) 

Since Harley bid me firſt attend, 

And choſe me for an humble friend; 

Would tale me in his coach to chat, 
And queſtion me of this and that; 

As, What's o'clock ?* and, © How's the wind ?? 
© Whoſe chariot's that we left behind? 

Or gravely try to read the lines | 

Writ underneath the country ſigns; 

Or, “ Have vou nothing new to-day 

« From Pope, from Parncil, or from Gay ?” 
Such tattle often cntertains : 

My Lord and me as far as Stains ; 

As once a week we travel down 

To Windſor, and again to Town; 

Where all that paſſes izter xs 

Might be proclaim'd at Charing-Croſs. 
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| Yet ſome I know with envy gell, 

Becauſe they ſee me us'd fo well: 

„How think vou of our friend the Dean? 

I wonder what ſome people mean; 

| * My Lord and he are grown fo great, 
Always together zete-a-tete. 

« What, they admire him for his jokes 

« See but the fortune of ſome folks !' * 
There flies about a ſtrange report | 


| Of ſome expreſs arriv'd at court : 


I'm ſtopp'd by all the fools I meet, 
And catechis'd in ev'ry ſtreet. 


* You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great; 
| © Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 
“Or do the prints and papers lie? 


| Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 

4 Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeſt ? 

6c Tis now no ſecret” ] proteſt 

Tis one to me Then tell us, pray, 
& When are the troops to have their pay * 24 


| And, tho? I folemnly declare 

| I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 
| They ſtand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The cloſeſt mortal ever known. 


Thus, in a ſea of folly toſt, 


1 My choiceſt hours of life are loft; 


Yet always wiſhing to retreat, 
Oh, could I ſee my country-ſeat ! 


1 There leaning near a gentle brook, 


Sleep, of peruſe ſome ancient book; 

And there in ſweet oblivion drown 

Thoſe cares that haunt the court and town. 
O charming noons, and nights divine! 

Or when I ſup, or when I dine, 

My friends above, my foiks below, 

Chatting and laughing all a-row; 

The beans and bacon ſet before 'em, 

The grace-cup ſerv'd with all decorum: 


Each willing to be plcas'd, and pleaſe, 
| And ev'n the very dogs at caſe! | 


} Here no man prates of idle things, 


| How this or that Italian fings, 


A neighbour's madneſs, or his ſpouſe's, | 
Or what's in either of the houſes: 
But ſomething much more our concern, 


And quite a ſcandal not to learn: 


Which is the happier, or the wiſer, 


A man of merit, or a miſer ? - 


Whether we ought to chooſe our friends 
For their own worth, or our own ends? 
What good, or better, we may call ? 
And what, the very beſt of all? 

Our friend Dan Prior told (you know) | 
A tale extremely a-propos : 
Name a town-life, and in a trice, 
He had a ſtory of two mice. 
Once on a time, ſo runs the fable, 
A country mouſe, right hoſpitable, 
Receiv'd a town mouſe at his board, 
Juſt as a farmer might a lord. 
A frugal mouſe, upon the whole, 
| Yet lov'd his friend, and had a ſoul ; 
| Knew what was handſome, and w ould do't, 
On juſt —_—_— couie * coute. 


He 
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He brought him bacon (nothing lean); 
Pudding that might have pleas'd a dean; 
Cheeſe, ſuch as men in Suffolk make, 

But with'd it Stilton for his ſake; 

Yer, to his gueſt tho' no way ſparing, 

He eat himſelf the rind and paring. 

Our courtier ſcarce would touch a bit, 
But ſhow'd his breeding and his wit; 

He id his beſt to ſeem to cat, 

And cry'd, © I vow you're mighty neat, 
« But lord, my friend, this ſavage rene ? 
« For Gol's ſake, come, and live with men: 
« Conſider, mice, like men, muſt die, 
« Both ſmall and great, both you and I; 

« Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport.— 
« This doctrine, friend, I learn'd at court.“ 
The verieſt hermit in the nation 


Away they come, thro” thick and thin, 

To a tall houſe near Lincoln's Inn: 

»Twas on the night of a debate, 

When all their lordſhips had fat late. 
Behold the place, where if a poet | 

Shin'd in deſcription, he might ſhow it; 

Tell how the moon-beam trembling falls, 

And tips with filver all the walls; | 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 

Groteſco roofs, and ſtucco floors : AN 

But let it, in a word, be faid, 

The moon was up, and men a-bed, 

The napkins white, the carpet red: 

The gueſts withdrawn, had left the treat, 

And down the mice fat, tete-a-teie. 

Our courtier walks from diſh to diſh, 

Taftcs for his friend of fowl and fiſh; 

Tells all their names, lays down the law, 

% Owe ca eſt bon ! Ah goutez ca! | 

“That jelly's rich, this malmſey healing; 

„Pray dip your whiſkers and your tail in.“ 

Was ever ſuch a happy ſwain! 8 

He ſtuffs and ſwills, and ſtuffs again. 

Im quite aſham'd—tis mighty rude 

Jo eat ſo much—but all's ſo good 

* I have a thouſand thanks to give 

My lord alone knows how to live.” 

No ſooner ſaid, but from the hall | 

Ruſh chaplain, butler, dogs and all- 

* Arat! a rat! clap too the door.” — 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor ! 

O for the heart of Homer's mice, 

Or gods to fave them in a trice! 

Ax was by Providence they think, 

For your damn'd Stucco has no chink.) 


i This ſame deſert is not ſo pleaſant : | 
ie me again my hollow tree, 


A cruſt of bread, and liberty!“ 
4 
ODE I. Book IV. 


To Venus. 


AGAIN, new tumults in my breaſt ? 
A {pare me, Venus ! let me, ler me reſt ! 
am not now, alas! the man | 
un the gentle reign of my queen Anne, 


— 


An't pleaſe your honour,” quoth the peaſant, 


* 


| May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 4 


; 
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_ | Or ſoftly gli 


* * 


Ah ſound no more thy ſoft alarms, 
| Nor circle ſober fifty with thy charms ! 


i They had no poet, and are dead. 
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Mother too fierce of dear deſires ! 


| Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires. 


To number five direct your doves, [loves; 


There ſpread round Murray all your blooming 


Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 


Wich ev'ry ſprightly, ev'ry decent part; 


Equal, the injur'd to defend, : 
'o charm the miſtreſs, or to fix the friend. 
He, with a hundred arts refin'd, 05 


Shall ſtretch thy conqueſts over half the kind: 


To him each rival ſhall ſubmit, 


| Make but his riches equal to his wit. 


Then ſhall thy form the marble grace 


(Thy Grecian form) and Chloe lend the face : 


His houſe emboſom'd in the grove, 
Sacred to ſocial life and ſocial love, 
Shall glitter o'er the pendent green, 


_ _ | Where Thames reflects the viſionary ſcene : 


Thither the ſil ver ſounding lyres 


| Shall call the ſmiling loves and young deſires 3 


There, ev'ry grace and muſe ſhall throng, 


| | Exalt the dance, or animate the fong ; 


There youths and nymphs, in conſort gay, 
Shall hail the riſing, close the parting hn | 
With me, alas ! thoſe joys are o'er; 
For me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 
Adieu, fond hope of mutual fire ! 5 
The ſtill-believing, ſtill-renew'd deſire; 
Adieu! the heart- expanding bowl, 


And all the kind deceivers of the foul ! 


But why? Ah tell me, ah too dear! 


| Steals down my cheek th'involuntary tear? 


Why words ſo flowing, thoughts ſo free, 


wo or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee 2 
| h 4 


ee, dreſt in fancy's airy beam, 


| Abſent I follow thro? th'extended dream; 


Now, now I ceaſe, I claſp thy charms, 
And now you burſt (ah cruel!) from my arms; 

And ſwiftly ſhoot along the mall... 
FA by the canal 

Now ſhown by Cynthia's filver ray, 
And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away. 


Part of the Ninth Ode of the Fourth Book. 
A FRAGNENT> 


5 LEST you ſhould think that verſe mall die, | 


Which ſounds the ſilver Thames along, 


| i Taught on the wings of truth to fly, 


Above the reach of vulgar ſong ; 


| Tho? daring Milton fits ſublime, 


In Spencer native muſes play ; 
Nor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 
Nor penſive Cowley's moral lay 


Sages and chiefs Tong ſince had birth 


Ere Cæſar was, or Newton nam'd; 
Theſe rais'd new empires o'er the earth, 

And thoſe, new heav'ns and ſyſtems fram'd. 
Vain was the chief's, the ſage's pride ! 

They had no poet, and they dy'd : | 
In vain they ſchem'd, in vain they bled ! 


The 
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2 The Tr, 2 Book 11, oor 
J 20. The Traveller; or, a Proſpett of Society *. | And oft I with, amidſt the ſcene, to find | 
 Inferibed to the Rev. Mr. IL Goldſmith, =| Some ſpot to real happineſs contign'd; — 
By Dr. Gol Dps Irn. May A 1 at reſf © Bur 
| | | FI | _ 1 ils to lee my fellows bleſs? | 
| 1 4 „ (pagoes—/ „ flow, I. But where to find that happickt ſpot . And ſe! 
8 y the lazy Scheld, or wand' ring Po; | Who can direct, when all pretend to know 2 ay" 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor | The ſhudd*rinz tenant of the frigid Man ſe 
Againſt the houſelefs ſtranger ſhuts the door; | Boldly proclaims that happieſt (| — * n: Contra 
Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, | Extols the treaſures of 3 ug * . Tho' p 
A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies; | And his long nights of revelry and en e Tho' 8 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, The naked negro, panting wt Bax line mo And e. 
| — heart untravell'd, fondly turns to thee: Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine; | _— 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaſeleſs pain, | Baiks in the glare, or ſtems the tepid wave, e 
And drags, at each remove, a length ning chain. | And thanks his gods for all the good they 3 
Eternal bleſſings crown my ear ieſt friend, Such is the patriot's boaſt, where'er We 2a; Same, When: 
And round his dwelling guardian ſaints attend; | His firſt, beſt countr _—_ ee kome 8 88 At her 
Bleſsd be that ſpot where cheerful gueſts retire; | And yet derhaps Ph F ee geen Again 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire ;| And — 2 = Vieſhags which n we. Ihe c 
Hleſs'd chat abode where want and pain repair, | Tho? patriots flatter, ſilt ſpall wikiew * Lode 
And erv'ry ſtranger finds a ready chair: An equal portion dealt to all mankind j Nn 
Bleſs'd be thoſe feaſts, with ſimple plenty crown'd, | As diffrent good, by art or nature 3 — 
Where all the ruddy family around I To aiffrent nations; makes their d. in er ** 
_ at the jeſts or 2 that never fail, Nature, a mother kind alike to al! N r. 
Or igh with pity at ſome mournful tale; Still grants her bliſs ar labeur's earneſt call; ys 
Or preſs the ba{hful ſtranger to his food. | With food as well the peaſant is ſuppl d 55 2 
And learn the luxury of doing good! _ On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy fide ; OT. 75 
| But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, | And tho? the rocky- creſted ſummits frown 4. 
My prime of lite in wand' ring ſpent, and care: | Theſe rocks by cuſtom turn to beds of down wo 
Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue | | From art more various are the bleſſings ſent ; — —_s 
Some fleeting good that mocks me with the view; | Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty content . 
That, like the circle, bounding earth and ſkies, | Yet theſe each other's pow'r ſo frong conteſt, — , 
Allures from far, yet as I follow, flies; That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt. (Fals; m 
My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, Where wealth and freedom reign contentment I 
And find no ſpot of all the world my own. And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails, Th b 
| Ev'n now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, Hence ev'ry ſtate, to one lov'd bleſſin 7 — E A 
I fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend ; Conforms and models life to that og ; — 
And plac'd on high, above the f.orm's career, | Each to the far'rite happineſs attends : — 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; | And ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends; . 8 
Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains, extending wide, | Till carried to exceſs in each domain 4 A , 
The pompof kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride. | This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain Def 
WMhen thus Creation's charms around combine, But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, Ther 
Amidtt the ſtore, ſhould thanklefs pride repine? | And trace them thro? the proſpect as it le. 4g The 4 
Say, ſhould the philoſophic mind diſdain [ vain 2 | Here for a while, my proper cares reſign'd ; And 
That good which makes each humbler boſom | Here let me fit in forrow for mankind 5 Exul 
Lt ſchool- taught pride diſſemble all it can, Like yon neglected fhrub at random caſt, * 
Theſe little things are great to little man; That ſhades the ſteep, and ſighs at ev'r blaſt. Wh 
And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetic mind Far to the right, where-Apennine 2 ; Whe 
Dn Exults in all the good of all mankind. [crown'd ; | Bright as the fommer, Italy gy" OT; al Fwy | 
| Ye glitt'ring towns, with wealth and ſplendor | Its uplends ſloping, deck the mountain's fide, No 
Ye fields, wherefummer {ſpreads profuſion round; | Woods over woods in gay theatric pride 5 "ha 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale; While oft ſometemple's mould'ring tops between, No v 
Je bending ſans, that dreſs the flow'ry vale, | With venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. But 
For me your tributary ſtores combine : | Could Nature's bounty fatisfy the breaſt, No 
Creation's heir] the world. the world is mine The ſons of Italy were — Vick | N A 
As ſome lone miſer, viſiting his ſtore, Whatever fruits in different climes are found Ye 
: Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it o'er; | That proudly riſe, or humbly court the £ — Redr 
Hoards after hoards his riſing raptures fil}, Whatever blooms in torrid-traCts * Tho? 
Yet ſtill he ſighs, for hoards are wanting ftill : | Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; He fe 
| Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, Whatever {weets ſalute the northern ſky Secs 
Pleas d with cach good that Heav'n to man ſup- With vernal leaves, that bloſſom but She — To f 
* oft a-figh prevails, and ſorrows fall, [plies ; | Theſe, here diſporting, own the kindred ſoil, n No c 
To ſte the hoard of human bliſs fo ſmall ; | Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil ; on 
® The Reader is not t6 be info " chronelogi Is | Eg 
ze Reader 1 informed that chrorelagical order 15 not intended ; but ſuch a eommixture of Lach 


ile ſea-born gales their gelid wings expand, 


To winnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 
it reſt, But ſmall the bliſs that ſenſe alone beſtows; 
| And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows. 
ow, In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 
v2 Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 
| Contraſted faults thro” all his manners reign: 
1 Tho? poor, luxurious; tho? ſubmiſſive, vain; 
on Tho! grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ;. | 
And een in pennance planning ſins anew. 
: All evils here contaminate the mind, . 
5 That opulence departed leaves behind; 
, For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date, 
gave, When commerce proudly flouriſh'd thro? the ſtate: 
m; Ar her command the palace learn'd to riſe, 
| Again the long-fall'n column ſought the ſkies ; 
The canvas glow'd beyond e'en Nature warm; 
e, | The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form; 
| Fil, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her fail ; | 
\While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
even. But rewns unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave: 
| Ana late the nation found, with fruitleſs ſkill, 
R Its former ſtrength was but plethoric ill. 
| Yet ſtill the lofs of wealth is here ſupply d 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride; 
1 Fi om theſe the feeble heart and long-fall'n mind 
n. An caſy compenſation ſeem to fineQ. 
5 Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs poinp array d, 
It, The paſteboard triumph and the cavalcade; 
eſt, Proceſſions form'd for piety and love, 
Fails; A miſtreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. 
ment By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguil'd; 
valls, The ſports of children ſatisfy the child: 
ne, Each nobler aim, repreſs'd by long controul, 
Now ſinks at laſt, or fecbly mans rhe ſoul ; 
| While low delights, ſucceeding faſt behind, 
33 In happier meanneſs occupy the mind : 955 
As in thoſe domes, where Cæſars once bore ſway, 
| Defac'd by time, and tott'ring in decay, 
es, There in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead. 
: The ſhelter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed ; * 
J And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 
| Exults, and owns his cottage with a ſmile, _ 
” My foul turn from them turn we to ſurvey 
aſt. Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay ; 
* here tlie bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſion tread, 
5 And force a churliſh ſoil for ſcanty bread : © 
le, No product here the barren hills afford, 
But man and ſteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. 
vcea, No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter ling' ring chills the lap of May; 
| No zephyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, 
ut meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. 
id, Vet ſtill, e en here Content can ſpread a charm, 
und; Redreſs the elime, and all its rage diſarm. | 
Tho? poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſt tho? ſmall, 
ear; e ſees his little lot the lot of all; 5 
py dees no Contiguous palace rear its head, | 
— o ſname the meanneſs of his humble thed ; | 
il, 0 coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal, 
» make him loath his vegetable meal; 
of zut calm, aud bred in ignorance and toil, 
ure 
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| To fill the lan 
| Unknownthoſe powꝰ'rs that raiſe the ſoul to lame, 


| Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong 


| Theſe far difpers'd, on timorous 
| To ſport and flutter in a kinder 


a. 


2% 
Cheerful at morn he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 


Or drives his vent'rous ploughſhare'to the ſteep; 


Or ſeeks the den where ſnow-tracks mark the v 
And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 
At night returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed ; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round ſurveys - 


_ 


His childrens looks, that brighten at the blaze; 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 
| Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board: 


And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 
Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impart, © 

Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 

And een thole ills that round his manſion riſe, 


| Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 


Dear is that ſhed to which his foul conforms, 


| And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms; 


And as a child, when ſcaring ſounds moicf, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breatt, 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 


But bind him to his native mountains more. 


Such are the charms to barren ſtates affign'd x 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due; 


| Tf few their wants, their pleaſures are but few : 


For ev'ry want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 


| Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreft. 
| When from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 
| That firſt excites defire, and then ſupplies; 


Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 
id pauſe with finer joy ; { 


Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrats thro' the frame. 

Their level life is but a mould'ring fire, 
deſire; 

Unfit for raptures ; or, if raptures cheer 7” 


| On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 


In wild exceſs the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 
Till, bury'd in debauch, the bliſs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow 
Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low: 
For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to fon, 

Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the manners run; 
And love's and friendſhip's finely- pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 


| Some ſterner virtues o'cr the mountain's breaft 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the neſt ; 


But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play [way, 
Thro' life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the + 
8 fly, 


Io kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reigny- 


I turn—and France diſplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and focial eaſe, 

Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all theworld can pleaſe, 
How often have I led thy ſportive choir, | 
With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murm'ring Loire! 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 
And, freſhen'd from the wave, the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, tho' my harſh touch falt'ring ſtill, 


Lach with contracting, fits him to the ſoil. 


But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's ſkill, 
| 28 Yet 


For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 


Or een unaginary worth obtains, 
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Yet would the village praiſe my wond'rous pow'r, | Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 


And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour! 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children thro? the mirthful maze 
And the gar grandſire, ſkill'd in geftic lore, 
Has friſk'd beneath the burden of threeſcore. 


| Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 


| | War in cach breaſt, and freedom on each bro: 
0 . 5 3 
3 | How much unlike the ſons of Britain now! 


Fir dat the found, my Genius ſpreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring; 


So hleſt a life theſe thoughtleſs realms diſplay, Where lawns extend that ſcorn Axcadian pride, 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away: 


Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear ; 


Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 


Here paſſes current; paid from hand to hand, 
It ſhifts in ſplendid traffic round the land: 


From counts to camps, to cottages it ſtrays; 


And all are taught an avarice of praiſe ; 
They pleaſe, arc pleas'd, they give to get eſteem, 


Till, ſeeming bleſs'd, they grow to what they ſeem. 


Bur while this ſofter art their bliſs ſupplies, 
It gives their follies alſo room to riſe; 


For praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly fought, 


Enfeebles all internal ſtrength of thought ; | 
And the weak foul, within itſelf unbleſt, _ 


Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt, 

Hence oſtenation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for the vulgar praiſe which fools impart : 
Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, 97 
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 


To boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a year ; 


5 The mind till turns where thifting faſhion draws, 


Nor weighs the ſolid worth of ſelf- applauſe. 


”" 


_ Onward methinks, and diligently low 5 


To men of other minds my fancy flies, 


Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 
-Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 


"here the broad occan leans againſt the land ; 


And, ſcdulous to ſtop the coming tide, 


Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 


The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow ; 


Spreads its long arms amidſt the 21 roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore, 


While the peat ocean, rifing o'er the pile, 


Sees an amphibious world beneath him tmile ; 


The flow canal, the vellow-bloſſom'd vale, 


The willow-tufred bauk, the ghiding fail, 


The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 


A new creation, reſcu'd from his reign. 
Thus, while around the ware-tubjected ſoil 


Impels the native to repeared toil, 
Induſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 


And induſtry begets a love of gain. 9 
Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, | Ye pow'rs of truth, that bid my foul aſpire, ; 


Wich all thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, 


| 
| 


And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpis glice, 
There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray; 


There gentle muſic melts on ev'ry ſpray; 


Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd; 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind! _ 
| Stern o'crrach boſom Rcaſon holds her ſtate, 


| With daring aims irregularly great : 


Pride in their port, detiance in their eye, 

I fee the lords of human-kind paſs by; 

Intent on high defigns, a thoughtful band, 

By forms unfaſhion'd freſh from Nature's hand; 


| Fierce in their native hardineſs of foul, 
True to imagin'd right, above coatroul, 


While &en the peaſant boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 

And learns to venerate himſelf as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſſings pictur'd 
here; | | 

Thine are thofe charms that dazzle and endear; 

Too bleſs'd indeed were ſuch without alloy, 

But foſter'd een by Freedom ills annoy ; 


| That independance Britens prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the focial tie; 


The ſelf-dependant lordlings ſtand alone; 
All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown 


Here, by the bonds of Nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 


Ferments ariſe, impriſon'd factions roar, 
Repreſs'd ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore, 
Till, over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 
Its motions ſtop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 
Nor this the worſt. As Nature's ties decay, 


| As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, 


Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 


And talent ſinks, and merit weeps unknown; 
| Till time may come, when, ſtripp'd of all her 


charms, 


The land of ſcholars and the nurſe of arms, 


| Where noble ſtems tranſwmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 
One ſink of level avarice ſhall lie, Ce) 
And ſcholars, ſoldicrs, kings, unhonour'd die 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I ſtate, 
I mcan to flatter kings, or court the great: 


: 
[| 


Far from "y boſom drive the low defire ! 


Are here diiplav'd. Their much-lov'd wealth im- And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to fcel 


Convenience, plenty, ele; 

But view them cloſer, craſt and fraud appcar 
E' en liberty itſelf is barrer'd here 

Ar gold's ſuperior charms all freedom flies; 


The needy ſell it, and the rich man buys; 


A land of tyrants, and a den of ſlaves! 
Here wretches ſeck dithonourable graves, 
And calmly bent, to ſervitude conform; 


Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſtorm. 


TANCE, and arts; [parts The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſteel; 


Thou tranſitory flower, alike undone 


| 


By proud Contempt, or Favour's foſt'ring ſun, 

Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
1 only would repreſs them to ſecure : 

For juſt experience tells, in ev'ry ſoil, f 
That thoſe who think muſt govern thoſe that toil; 

And all that Freedom's higheſt aims can reach, 


Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 


Hence, 
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Book II. | 


Hence, ſhould one order diſproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight muſt ruin all belo ss. 
O, then, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aſpires ! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to riſe in arms, 
Except v hen faſt-approaching danger warms : 
But when contending chiefs blocade the thrope, 
Contract ing regal power to ſtretch their pong 
When | benold a factious band agree — | 
To call it freedom when themſelves are free, 
Each unt on judge new penal ſtatutes draw, | 
Laws grund the poor, and rich men rule the law; | 
The wen of climes, where ſavage nations roam, 
Pillaz'4 from flaves, to purchaſe {laves at home; 
Far, city, juſtice, indignation ſtart, 
Tear of reſerve, and bare my ſwelling heart; 
Till, half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I trom petty tyrants to the throne. . 
Ves, brother, curſe me with that baleful hour, 
hen firſt ambition truck at regal power; 
And thus polluting honour in its ſource, 
Gave wealth to ſway the mind with double force. 
Have we not (cen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 
Like flaring tapers, bright'ning as they waſte; 
deen Opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead ſtern Depopulatioa in her train, | 
And over fields, where ſeatter'd hamlets roſe, 
| In barren, ſolitary pomp repole ? | 
Have we not ſeen, at Plcaſure's lordly call, 
The ſmiling long-frequented village fall? 
Tſe the dutcous fon, the fire decay'd, 


— — 


The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 
rc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes bevond the weſtern mann ; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring found | 
E'en now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays ' 
Tiro' tangled foreſts, and thro' dang'rous ways; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim; 
There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 
Aud all around diftrefsful vells ariſe, _ 
The penſive exile, bending with his woe, 
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$ 21. The Deſerted Village. Gol Ds MITA. 
WEET Auburn ! lovelieſt village of the plain, 


Where health and plenty cheer'd the labouring 
| ſwain; 


| Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 


And parting fummer's ling'ring blooms delay'd. 
Dear lovely bow'rs of innocence and eaſe, = 
Seats of my youth, when ev'ry ſport could pleaſe, j 


How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 


Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene ! 
How often have I paus'd on ev'ry charm, 
The ſhelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the buſy mill, 

The decent church, that topt theneighb'ring hill, 
The hawthorn buſh, with ſeats beneath the ſhade, 
For talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made : 
How often have I bleſt the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn ro play, 


And all the village train from labour free, 
Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree, 


While many a paſtime circle in the ſlade, 
The young contending as the old furvey'd; 
And many a gambol frolic'd o'er the ground, 
And fleights of art and fcats of ſtrength went 
round. i ö 


And ſtill as each repeated pleaſure tir'd, 


Succeeding ſports the mirthful band inſpir'd; 

The dancing pair that ſimply tought renown, 

By holding our to tire each other down, 

he ſwain miſtruſtleſs of his ſmutted face, 

While fecrert laughter titter'd round the place; 

The baſhful virgin's ſide long looks of love, 

The matron's glance that would thoſe looks re- 
prove, | theſe 


Theſe were thy chams, ſ\eer village ſports uke 


With tweet ſucceſſion, taught e' en toil to pleate; 


Theſe round thy bow'rs their cheerful influence 
Es oe. . | are lied. 
Theſe were thy charms — But all thete charms 
Sweet ſiniling village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 
Thy ſports arc fled, and all thy charms with- 


drawn; 


Amidſt thy bow'rs the Tyrant's hand is ſeen, 


And deſolation ſaddens all thy green: 


To ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 


| Caſts 2 long look where England's glories ſhine, 


And bi1s his boſom ſympathize with mine. | 


Vain, very vain, my weary ſearch, to find 
That bliſs which only centres in the mind! 
vw bis have I ſtrav'd from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To leck a good each goverament beſtows ? | 
n cv'ry government, tho? terrors reign. 
9" tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
OW ſmall, of all that human hearts endure, 
hat part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure 
ll to ourſelves in ev'ry place confign'd, 
Yar own felicity we make or find: | 
irh {ecrer courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 
udes the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy. 
e lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, . 
MKe's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſtcel, 
men remote from power hut rarely known, 


cave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 


And half a tillage ſtints thy ſmiling plain; 
No more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day, 


But choak'd with ſedges, works its weedy way; Cons 


Along thy glades, a folitary gueſt, _ 
The hollow founding bittern guards its neſt; 
Amidſt thy deſart walks the lapwing flics, _ 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 
Sunk are thy bow'rs in thapeicts ruin all, 
And the long gratis o'ertops the mouid'ritig wall. 
And, trembling, ſhrinking fre the Polar | 
hand, | | | | 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 
IIl fares the land, to haſt'ning ills à prey, 
Where wealth accumulates and men decay : 
Princes and Lords may flourith, or may fade; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 
But a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 
When once deſtroy d, can never be ſupply'd. 
| A time 
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A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man; 
For him light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore; 


luſt gave what life requir'd, but gave no more: 


His beſt companions, innocence and health; 


And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth. 


But times are altcr'd : trade's unfeeling train 
Vfuarp the land, and diſpoſſeſs the ſwain ; 


Along the lawn, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 
_ Unwieldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repoſe ; 


And ey ry want to luxury ally'd, 


And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride. 

Theſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thoſe calm deſires that afk'd but little room, 
| Thele healthful ſports that grac'd the peaceful 


ſcenc, | 


Liv'd in cach look, and brighten'd all the green; 
Theſe, far departing, ſeek a kinder ſhore 
And rural mirth and manners arc no more. 


Sweet Auburn! parent of the bliſsful hour, 


Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tvrant's pow'r. | 


Here, as I take my ſolitary rounds, ” 
Amiaſt thy tangling walks and ruin'd grounds, 


And many a year elaps'd, return to view 


V here once the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
dwells at my breaſt, and turns the paſt to pain. 
In all my wand'rings, round this world of care, 
In all my griefs—and God has giv'n my ſhare— 


I ſtill had hopes, my lateſt hours to crown, 


Amidſt theſe 'rumble bow'rs to lay me down : 
To huſband cnt life's taper at the clote, 
And keep the flame from waſting by repoſe : 
I fill had hopes, for pride attends us ſtill, 
Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book-learn'd ſkill; 
Around my fire an ex'ning group to draw, 


And telh of all I felt, and all I ſaw; 
And, as an hare, whom hounds and horns purſue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firſt he flew, 


1 ſtill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, 


Here to return — and die at home at laſt. 


O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muſt be mine, 


How bleſt js he who crowns, in ſhades like theſe, 


A youth of labour with an age of eaſe! 
Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 


And, ſince tis hard to con bat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, | 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 
No fyrly porter ſtands in guiity ſcate, = 


To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 


But on he moves to meet his latter end, 


Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 


| Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 


While reſignation geatly flopes the way: 
And, all his proſpects bright'ning to the laſt, 
His heav'n commences ere the world be paſt ! 
Sweet was the ſound, when oft, at ev'ning's 
cloſe, | 


| Up vonder hiil the village murmur roſe; 
There, as I paſt, with carleſs fteps and flow, - 


The mingling notes came ſoften'd from below; 
The ſwain reſponſive as. the milk-maid. ſung, 


Tube ſaber herd that low'd to meet their young; 
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| The noiſy geeſe that gabbl'd o'cr the pool, 
The playful children juſt let looſe from ſchool, 
The ING voice: that bay'd the whiſp'ring 
wind, 5 
And the loud laugh that ſpoke the vacant mind; 
Theſe all in ſweet confuſion ſought the ſhade, 
And fill'd each pauſe the nightingale had made, 
But now the ſounds of population fail, 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 
No buſy ſteps the graſs-grown foot-way tread, 
But all the bloomy fluſh of life is led! _ 
All but yon widow'd, ſolitary thing, 


That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring; 
She, r! 


ed matron, forc'd, in age, for bread, 
To ſtrip the brook with mantling creſſes ſpread, 
To pick her wint'ry faggot from the thorn, 
To ſeek her nightly ſhed, and weep till morn, 
She only left, of all the harmleſs train, | 


| The fad hiſtorian of the penſive plain. 


Near yonder copſe, where once the garden 
ſmil'd, 5 „ | 
And ftill where many a garden-flower growswild, 


| There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 


The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe, 
A man he was to all the country dear, 
And paſting rich, with forty pounds a year! 


| Remote from towns, he ran his godly race, 


Nor ere had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change his 
 Unſkilful he to fawn, or ſeek for pow'r, ¶ place; 


| By doErines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 


Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize; 

| More bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train; 
He chid their wand” rings, but reliev'd their pain, 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 


| Whoſe beard, deſcending, {wept his aged breaſt; 
| The ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 


Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſtay, 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields 
were won. „ 5 [glow, 
Picas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to 
And quite forget their vices in their woe; _ 
Careleſs their merits or their faults to ſcan, 


| His pity gave ere charity began. 


Thus to relieve the wretched was his x ride, 
And ev*n his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide; 
But in his duty prompt at cv'ry call, 


He watch'd and wept, he pray'd, and felt for all. 
| And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 


To tempt her new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkics, 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed, where parting life was laid, 
And ſorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay'd, 
The rev*rend champion ſtood. * At his controul 
Deſpair and anguiſh fled the ſtruggling ſoul; 
Comfort came down, the trembling wretch to 
And his laſt fault'ring accents whiſper'd praiſe. 
At church, with meek and unaſſected grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place; Tb 
| : 
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Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 
And fools who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 
The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 
With ready zca!, cach honeſt ruſtic ran; 
Ey'n children rollo vd with enfcaring wile, ' 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's 
_ (mile... 7 | wee 
His ready ſinile a parent's warmth expreſt ; 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and theirears diſtreſt ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n; 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heaven. 
As ſome tall cliff that lift its awful form, [ ſtorm, 
«wells from the vale, and midway leaves the 
Though round its breaft the rolling clouds are 
Ete nal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. [ ſpread, 
Beſide yon ſtraggling fence that ſkirt the way, 
With bloſſom furze uaprofitably gay, 
There in his noiſy mantion ſkill'd to rule, 
The village- maſter taught his little ſchool : 
A man ſevere he was, and ſtern to view 
I knew him well, and ev'ry truant knew; 
Well had the buding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's diſaſters in his morning face; 


At all his jokes; for many a joke had he; 
Full well the buſy whiſper, circling round, 


Yet he was kind, or if ſevere in aught, 

The love he bere to learning was in fault. 

The village all declar'd how much he knew; 
Twas certain he could write and cypher too; 
Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 
And ev'n the ftory ran that he could gauge: 

In arguing too, the parſon own'd his {kill ; 

For ev'n tho? vanquiſh'd, he could argue ſtill; 


ſound, | CON 
Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around. 
And ſtill they gaz'd, and ſtill the wonder grew, 
That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 
But paſt is all his fame. The very ſpot, 
Vhere many a time he triumph'd, is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on High, 
Where once the ſign- poſt caught the paſſing eye, 
Low lies en houſe where nut-brown draughts 
inſpir'd, Vf. | 
M here grey- beard mirth and ſmiling toil retir'd; 
Where _ ſtateſmen talk'd with looks pro- 
| ound ; 5 « 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
magination fondly ſtoops to trace 
he parlour ſplendors of that feſtive place; 
de white-waſh'd wall, the nicely ſanded ſloor; 
Theraraifh'd clock that click'd behind rhe door; 
e cheſt, contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by day; 
ue. pictures plac'd for ornament and uſe ; 
ne twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe; 
— hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 
de alpin bows, and flowers, and fennel gay ; 
tile broken tea-cups, wiſely kept for ſhow, 
gd o'er the chimney, gliſten'd in a row. 
a tranſitory ſplendour ! could not all 
neve the tott'ring manſion from its fall! 


Rep 


Full well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glec, 
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While words of learned length, and thund'ring | 


| 


For all the luxuries the world ſupplies. 
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| Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more impart 


An hour's importance to the poor man's heart; 


| Thither no more the peaſant ſhall repair 
| To ſweet oblivion of his daily care; 


No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the wood-man's ballad ſhall prevail; 
No more the ſmith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 


Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 


The hoſt himſelf no longer ſhall be found 
Careful to ſee the mantling blifs go round; 
Nor the coy maid, half-willing to be preſt, 
Shall kiſs the cup to paſs it to the reſt. _— 
Ves! ler the rich deride, the proud diſdain, 
Theſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloſs of art; 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, | 
The ſoul adopts, and owns their firſt-born ſway; 
Light they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 5 
Unenvy'd, unmoleſted, unconfin'd: * _ 


| But the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 
| With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
In theſe, ere triflers half their with obtain, 

| The toiling pleaſure ſickens into pain 


And, ev'n while faſhion's brighteſt arts decoy, 


[The heart, diſtruſting, aſks if this be joy? 
Convey'd the diſmal ridings when he frown'd ; 


e friends to truth, ve ſtateſmen who ſurvey 
The rich man's joys encreale, the poor's decay, 
'Tis yours to judge how wide the limits ftand | 
Between a fplendid and a happy land. 

Proud ſ\wells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And ſhouting Folly hails them from her ſhore; 
Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's with, abound; 
And rich men flock from all the world around; 
Vet count our gains: This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our uſeful product ſtill the fame. 
Not ſo the loſs. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupply'd; 


| Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds; 


Space for his horſes, equipage, and hounds; 


| The robe that wraps his limbs in filken floth, 
| Has robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their. 
His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſeen, [growth ; 


Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green; 
Around the world each needful produtt flies, 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all, 
In barren ſplendour feebly waits the fall. 
As ſome fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights cv'ry borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplics, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes; 


| But when thoſe charms are paſt, for charms are 


When time advanccs, and when lovers fail 


| | .[frail, > 
She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, : 


In all the glaring impotence of dreſs, | 
| Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 


In nature's ſimpleſt charms at firſt array'd, 
Bur verging to decline, its ſplendours rife, 
Its viſtas ftrike, its palaces ſurpriſe; _ 
While, ſcourg'd by famiae from the ſmiling lang, 
The mournful peafant leads his humble band; 
And while he ſinks, without one arm to ſave, 


The country blooms—a garden and a grave, 
WW Where 


There 
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To 'ſcape the preſſure of contiguous pride ? 

If to ſome common's fenceleſs limits ſtray'd, 

He drives his flock to pick the ſcanty blade, 

Thoſe fenceleſs fields the fons of wealth divide, 

And ev'n the bare-worn common is deny'd. 
If to the city ſped—What waits him there? 

To ſee profuſion that he muſt not ſhare ; 

To ſee ten thouſand baneful arts combin'd 

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; _ 

To fee each joy the ſons of pleaſurc know, 


Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 
Niere, while the counter glitters in brocade, 


There the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps 
5 _ diſplay, | | | 
he Monk gibbet glooms beſide the way. 
The dome where pleaſure holds her mid- night 
| F : 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing ſquare, 
The rattling chariots claſh, the torches glare. 
Siure, ſcenes like thefe no troubles &er annoy ! 
Sure, theſe denote one univerſal joy! [eyes 
Are theſe thy ſerious thoughts ?—Ah, turn thine 
Where the poor houſeleſs ſhiv'ring female lies! 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, 
Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt; 
Her modeſt looks the cottage might adorn, *. 
Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn; 
Now loſt to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 
Near her betrayer's doors ſhe lays her head, 
And, pinch'd with cold, and ſhrinking from the 
ſhow'r, | | | 
With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 
When idly firſt, ambitious of the town, 
She left her wheel and robes of country brown! 
Do thine, ſwcet Auburn, thine, the lovelieſt 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? [train, 
Ev'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
Ar proud mens doors oy aſk a little bread ! 
Ah, no. To diſtant climes, a dreary ſcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 


 Thro? torrid tracts with fainting ſteps they 88 ; 


Where wild Alrama murmurs to their woe. 
Far diffrent there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid ſhore; 
Thoſe blazing ſuns, that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely ſhed intolerable day; 
Thoſe matted woods where birds forget to ſing, 
ut ſilent bats in drowſy cluſters cling; 
Thoſe pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance 
| crown'd, | . | 
Mhere the dark ſcorpion gathers death around; 
Where at each ſtep the ſtranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey, 
And ſavage men, more murd'rous ſtil! than they; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
 Mingling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 
Far diff'rent theſe from ev'ry former ſcene, 
The cooling brook, the y-veſted green, 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only ſhelter'd thefts of harmleſs love. 


** 
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Where then, ah | where ſhall poverty reſide, | 


With louder plaints, the mother ſpoke her wocs, 


And half the busneſs of deſtruction done; 


The good old fire, the firſt prepar'd to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others woe; 


How ill exchang'd are things like theſe for thee! 
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Good Heav'n what ſorrows gloom'd that | 
| | parting day, Wt: Teach h 
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When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleaſure paſt, 
Hung 1 1 the bow'rs, and fondly look'd then 
Ed 7 | 

And took a long farewell, and wiſh'd in vain 
For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main 
And ſhudd'ring ſtill to face the diſtant deep, 3 
Return'd and wept, and ſtill return'd to weep! 922. 4 
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But for himſelf, in conſcious virtue brave, 

He only wiſh'd for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of his hapleſs years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And left a lover's for her father's arms. 


And bleſt the cot where ev'ry pleaſure roſe ; 

And kift her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, 
And claſpt them cloſe in ſorrow doubly dear; \ 
Whilſt her fond huſband ftrove to lend relicf 
In all the filent manlineſs of grief. 
O, Luxury! thou curſt by Heav'n's decree, 
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How do thy potions, with inſidious joy, 
Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deſtroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to ſickly greatneſs grown, 
Boaſt of a florid vigour not their own. 
At ev'ry draughtmore large and large they grow, 
A bloated maſs of rank unwieldy woe; 

Till ſapp'd their ſtrength, and ev'ry port unſound, 
Down, down they fink, and ſpread a ruin round, 
Ev'n now the devaſtation is begun, 

Heav'n ( 
To balan 
In this ce 
The prea 
Vhether 
By the ri 
r thus « 
o be thi 


Hither th 
uſtice to 
nd ther 
| But for t 
Fame, ſv 
hro' ev 
dounding 
o all th 
Vith ſuc 


Ev'n now, methinks, as pond'ring here J ſtand, 
I ſee the rural virtues leave the land. . 
Down where yon anch'ring veſſel ſpreads the fail 
That idly waiting flaps with ev'ry gale, 
[Downward they move, a melancholy band, 
Paſs from the ſhore, and darken all the ſtrand. 
Contented toil, and hoſpitable care, 

And kind connubial tenderneſs are there; 
And picty, with wiſhes plac'd above, 

And ſteady loyalty, and faithful love. 
And thou, ſweet Poetry, thou lovelieſt maid, | 
Still farſt to fly where ſenſual jovs invade; 
Unfit ia theſe degen'rate times of ſhame 

To catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd, 
My thame in crowds, my ſolitary pride. 
Thou, ſource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, 
That found'ſt me poor at firſt, and keep'ſt me 10; 


Migh 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, Er 
Thou, ſource of ev'ry virtue, fare thee well; By us, er 

Farewell, and O! where'er thy voice be try'd, 4 % 
On Torrio's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, Wh 5 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 5 Fi 1 f 
Or winter wraps the polar world in ſaow, * oY 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, — 
Redreſs the rigours of th'inclement clime; ngels a 
Aid flightcd truth with thy perſuaſive train; dat nor 
each erring man to ſpurn the rage of gain ; | . 4 
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Teach him, that fates of native ſtrength poſſeſt, 

Tho? very poor, may {till be very bleſt 

That trade's proud empire haſtes to ſwift decay, 

As ocean ſweeps the labour'd mole away; 

While ſelf-dependent pow'r can time defy, 

As rocks reſiſt the billows and the ſky. 

$ | | — — — — — * — | — | | | 

5 x. A Paneg yric to my Lord Protector, of 

the preſent Greatneſs and joint Intereſt of his 

Highneſs and this Natiun. WaT TER. 

| WHILE with a ſtrong, and yet a gentle, hand, | 
You bridle faction, and our hearts command ; 


Protect us from ourſelves, and from the foe, 
Make us unite, and make us conquer too: 


Let partial ſpirits ſtill aloud complain : 

Think themſelves injur'd that they cannot reign : 

And own no liberty, but where they may | 
Without controul upon their fellows prey. 


Above the waves as Neptune ſhew'd his face 
To chide the winds, and fave the Trojan race, 
So has your Highneſs, rais'd above the reſt, 
Storms of ambition, toſſing us, repreſt. 


Your drooping country, torn with civil hate, 
Reſtor'd by you, is made a glorious ſtate; 
The ſcat of empire, where the Iriſh come, 
And the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom. 


— 


he ſea's our own: and now all nations greet, 
Wich bending fails, each veſſel of our fleet: 
'our pow'r extends as far as winds can blow, 


r ſwelling fails upon the globe may go. 


Heav'n (that hath plac'd this iſland to give law, 
To balance Europe, and her ſtates to awe) 
In this conjunction doth on Britain ſmile ; 
The greateſt leader, and the greateſt iſle! 


Vhether this portion of the world was rent 
Wy the rude ocean from the continent, 
r thus created ; it was ſure deſign'd 


o be the ſacred refuge of mankind. 


Hicher th'oppreſſed ſhall henceforth reſort, 
uſtice to crave, and ſuccour, at your court: 
nd then your Highneſs, not for ours alone, 
Pet for the world's Protector ſhall be known. 


Lame, ſwifter than your winged navy, flies 
hro' ev'ry land that near the ocean lies, 
dounding your name, and telling dreadful news 
o all that piracy and rapine ute. | 8 
With ſuch a chief the meaneſt nation bleſt, 
dicht hope to lift her head above the reſt : 
What may be thought impoſſible to do 
us, embraced by the ſea and you? 


ords of the world's great waſte, the ocean, we 
Vhole foreſts ſend to reign upon the ſea; 
nd ev'ry coaſt may trouble, or relieve ; 
ut none can viſit us without your leave. 


bel and we have this prerogative, 
nat none can at our happy ſears arrive; 

ile we deſcend at pleaſure, to invade | 
bad with Yengeance, and the good to aid, 


_—_ 
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Our little world, the image of the great, 
Like that, amidſt the boundleſs ocean ſet, 
Of her own growth hath all that nature craves; 


{ And all that's rare, as tribute from the waves. 
As Egypt does not on the clouds rely, 


But to the Nile owes more than to the ſky; _ 
So, what our earth, and what our heav'n, denies, 
Our ever-conſtant friend, the ſea, ſupplies. | 
| The taſte of hot Arahia's ſpice we know, 
| Free from the ſcorching ſun thet makes it grow: 
Without the worm, in Perhan ſilks we ſhine; 
And, without planting, drink of ev'ry vine, 
To dig for wealth we weary not our limbs; 
Gold, tho? the heavieſt metal, hither ſwims : 
Ours is the harveſt where the Indians mow ; 


| We plough the deep, and reap what others ſow, 


Things of the nobleſt kind our own ſoil breeds 
Stout are our men, and warlike are our ſteeds: 
Rome, tho? her eagle thro' the world had flow'n, 
Could never make this ifland all her own. 


Here the third Edward, andthe Black Prince too, 
France-conquering Henry, flourith'd; and no- 
For whom we ſtay'd, as did the Grecian ſtate, you: 


Till Alexander came to urge their fate. 
| When for more worlds the Macedonian cry'd, 


He wilt not Thetis in her lap did hide 
Ancther yet: a world reſerv'd for you, 
To make more great than that he did ſubdue. 


He ſafely might old troops to battle lead, 
Againſt th'unwarlike Perſian and the Mcde 
Whoſe haſty flight did, from a bloodleſs field, 
More ſpoils thau honour to the victor yield. 


A race unconquer'd, by their clime made bold, 


The Calcdonians, arm'd with want and cold, 


Have, by a fate indulgent to your fame, 


7 | Been from all ages kept for you to tame. 


Whom the old Roman wall fo ill confin'd, 

With a new chain of garriſons you bind: _ 
Here foreign gold no more ſhall make them come; 
Our Engliſh iron holds them faſt at home, 


They, that henceforth muſt be content to know 


No warmer region than their hills of ſnow, 


| May blame the fun; but muſt extol your grace, 
{| Which in our ſenate hath allow'd them place. 


— A. 


Preferr'd by conqueſt, happily o'erthrown, 
Falling they riſe, to be with us made one: 
So kind Dictators made, when they came home, 


| Their vanquiſh'd foes free citizens of Rome. 


Like favour find the Iriſh, with like fate, 


Advanc'd to be a portion of our ſtate : 


While by your valour, and your bounteous mind, 
Nations divided by the ſea are join'd. | 


Holland, to gain your friendſhip, is content 
To be our out-guard on the Continent : 
She from her fellow-provinces would go, 


+ Rather than hazard to have you her for. 


In our late fight, when cannons did diffuſe, 
Preventing poſts, the terror and the news, 

Our neighbour-princes trembled at their roar: 
But our conjunction makes them tremble more. 
R -— "Ta 
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Our minds with bounty and with awe engage, 
Invite atfeCtion, and reſtrain our rage. | 


| Leſs pleaſure take brave minds in battles won, 


" 
E ati. tl 


—— 
— 


When fate or error had our age miſled, 


Did not your miglity arm prevent the fall. 


And now you heal us with the acts, of peace : 


Than in reſtoring ſuch as are undone : 


Tigers have courage, and the rugged bear; 
But man alone can whom he conquers ſpare. 


To pardon, willing; and to punith, loth ; 


You ſtrike with one hand, but vou heal with both. 
Lifting up all that proſtrate lie, you grieve 
Vou cannot make the dead again to live. 


And o'er this nation ſuch confuſion ſpread, 


Was fo much pow'r and piety in one! [down, 
One ! whoſe extraction from an ancient line 


Gives hope again that well-born men may ſhine. 


The meaneſt, in your nature mild and good; 
The noble, reſt ſecured in your blood. 


Oft have we wonder'd. how you hid in peace 


A mind proportion'd to ſuch things as theſe; _ 
Ho ſuch a ruling ſp'rit you could reftrain, 


And practiſe firſt o'er yourſelf to reign. 
Your private life did a juſt pattern give, 


Born to command, your princely virtues ſlept, 


Like humble David's, while the flock he kept. 


But when your troubled country call'd you forth, 
Your flaming courage and your matchleſs worth, 


' Dazzling the eyes of all that did pretend, 

To fierce contention gave a profp'rous end. 
Still as you riſe, the ſtate, exalted too, 
Finds no diſtemper while 'tis chang'd by you; 


Chang'd like the world's great icene ! when, 


without noiſe, . 
The riſing ſun night's vulgar lights deſtroys. 


Had you, ſome ages paſt, this race of glory 
Run, with amazementwe ſhould read your ſtory : 
But living virtue, all atchievements paſt, 


Meets envy ſtill, to grapple with at laſt, 
This Cæſar found: and that ungrateful age, 


_ With lofing him, went back to blood and rage: 
MNliſtaken Brutus thought to break their voke, 


But cut the bond of union with that firoke, 


That ſun once ſet, a thoufand meaner ſtars 


Gare a dim light to violence aud wars: | 
To ſuch a tempeit as now threatens all, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
5 Your never - failing ſword made war to ceaſe "BA 


| To tame 
| He bends to him, but frights away the reſt, 


| Itſelf into Auguſtus? arms did caſt 
| Her weary head upon your boſom reſt. 


| By taking wing from 15 
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If Rome's great ſenate could not wield that ſword, 
Which of the conquer'd world had made them 

Lord, | ..  Tnew, 
What hope had ours, while yet their pow'r was 
To rule victorious armies, but by you? 


You! that had taught them to ſubdue their focs, 
Could order teach, and their high ſp'rits com- 
To ev'ry duty could their minds engage, [poſe: 


Book II. 


| So, when a lion ſhakes his dreadful mane, 
And angry grows, if he that firſt took pain 
i 


s youth, approach the haughty beaſt, 


As the vex'd world, to find repoſe, at laſt 
So England now does, with like toil oppreſt, 
Then let the Muſes, with ſuch notes as theſe, 
Inſtruct us what belongs unto our peace! 
Your battlcs they hereafter ſhall indite, 


I And draw the image of our Mars in fight; 
| Tell of towns ſtorm'd, of armies over- run, 


And mighty kingdoms by your conduct won; 
The only cure which could from heav'n come e 


How, whi 
choak _ | 
Contending troops, and ſeas lay hid in ſmoke, 
Illuſtrious acts high raptures do infuſe, 


you thunder'd, clouds of duſt did 


And ev'ry conqueror creates a Muſe: 


Here in low ſtrains your milder deeds we ſing; 
But there, my Lord ! we'll bays and olive bring 
To crown your head: while you in triumph ride 
O'er vanquiſh'd nations, and the ſea befide: 


While all your neighbour-princes unto you, 
| Like Joſeph's ſheaves, pay reverence and bow. 
Ho fathers, huſbands, pious ſons, ſhould live: Es „„ 


3 Cooper's Hill. DENYAM. 

| QURE there are poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the ſtream 

Of Helicon ; we therefore may ſuppoſe 

Thoſe made not poets, but the poets thoſe. 


So, where the Muſes and their train reſort, 

| Parnaſſus ſtands; if I can be to thee | 
A poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 

Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 

auſpicious height) 

Thro' untrac'd ways and airy paths I fly, 

More boundleſs in my fancy than my eye: 


| My eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 


That lies between, and firſt ſalutes the place 


| | Crown'd with that facred pile, ſo vaſt, fo high, 


That, whether 'tis a part of earth or ſky, 
Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud 


| Aſpiring mountain, or deſcending cloud, 

Paul's the late theme of ſucha Muſe * whoſe flight 

| Has bravely reach'd, and ſoar'd above thy height: 
| Now thalt thou ſtand, tho' ſword, or time, or fire, 


Or zeal, more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire, 


_ | Secure, whilſt thee the beſt of poets ſings, 


Preferv'd from ruin by the beft of kings. 
Under his proud ſurvey the city lies, 

And, like a miſt, beneath a hill doth riſe; 
Whoſe ſtate and wealth, the buſineſs and the 


m__—_—_ 


{| Seems at this diſtance but'a darker cloud: 


And is, to him, who rightly things eſteems, 
No other in effect than what it ſeems : 


Provoke their courage and command their rage. 


- 


Where, with like haſte, tho? ſeveral ways the) 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone z [run, 


And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 


While 
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Immortal book record more noble names. 


While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 
Are each the other's ruin and increaſe; 

As rivers loſt in ſeas, ſome ſecret vein 

Thence reconveys, there to be loſt again. 

Oh happineſs of ſweet retir'd content ! 

To be at once fecure, and innocent. 
Windſor the next(where Mars with Venus dwells, 


Beauty with ſtrength) above the valley ſwells | 


Into my eye, and doth itſelf preſent 

With ſuch an eaſy and unforc'd aſcent, 

That no ſtupendous precipice denies - 
Acceſs, no horror turns away our eyes: 

But ſuch a riſe as doth at once invite | | 
A pleaſure and a rey'rence from the ſight, 
Thy mighty maſter's emblem, in whoſe face 
Sat meekneſs, heighten'd with majeſtic grace 
Such ſeems thy gentle height, made only proud 
To be the baſis of that pompous load, | 
Than which, a nobler weight no mountain bears, 
But Atlas only which ſupports the ſpheres. 
WhenNature's hand this ground did thus advance, 
Twas guided by a wiſer pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for ſuch an uſe, as if 'twere meant 
T'invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we chuſe, 
Folly or blindeſs only could refuſe. 

A crown of {ſuch majeſtic tow'rs doth gra 

The gods great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her, yet ſhe cannot boaſt 
Among that num'rous and celeſtial hoſt, 
More heroes than can Windſor nor doth Fame's 


Not to look back fo far, to whom this iſle 
Owes the firſt glory of ſo brave a pile, 
Whether to Cæſar, Albanact, or Brute, 


The Britiſh Arthur, or the Daniſh Cnute 


(Though this of old no leſs conteſt did move, 
Than when for Homer's birth ſeven cities ſtrove ; 
Like him in birth, thou ſhould'{ be like in fame, 
As chine his fate, if mine had been his flame); 
But whoſoe er it was, Nature deſignꝰd 


W Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 


Not to recount thoſe ſev'ral kings, to whom 
It gave a cradle, or to whom a tomb; : 
But thee, great Edward*, and thy greater ſon 
(The lilies which his father wore he won) 
And thy Bellona +, who the conſort came 
Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 
dhe to thy triumph led one captive king f, 
And brought that ſon, which did the ſecond? bring. 
Then didſt thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move) 
Each was a noble cauſe, and nothing leſs 
Than the defign has been the great ſucceſs ; 
Which foreign kings and emperors efteem 

he ſecond honor to their diadem. 5 
Had thy great deſtiny but giv'a thee ſeilt 

0 Know, as well as pow'r to act her will, 
from thoſe kings, who then thy captives 
1 after - times ſhould ſpring a royal pair, [were, 
— ho ſhould poſſeſs all that thy mighty power, 
5 1 deſires more mighty, did devour : 

4 whom their better fate reſerves whate'er 

e victor hopes for, or the vanquiſh'd fear; 


=_ : | 
| Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name, 
| And, free from conſcience, is a ſlave to fame: 


4 
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That blood which thou and thy great grandfire 


And all that ſince theſe ſiſter nations bled, [ ſhedg 
Had been unſpilt, and nappy Edward known 
That all the blood he ſpilt had been his own. 


| When he that patron choſe, in whom are join'd 


Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin'd 
Within the azure circle, he did ſeem 

But to foretel, and propheſy of him, 3 
Who to his realms that azure round hath join'd, 
Which Nature for their bound at firſt deſign'd 
That bound which to the world's extremeſt ends, 


| Endleſs itſelf, its liquid arms extends. 


Nor doth he need thoſe emblems which we painty 0 


| But is himſelf the ſoldier and the ſaint. 


Here ſhould my wonder dwell,and here my praiſez 
But my fix'd thoughts my wand'ringeye betrays, 
Viewing a neighb'ring hill, whoſe top of late 
A chapel crown'd, till in the common fate 
Th'adjoining abbey fell: (may no ſuch ſtorm 


Fall on our times, where ruin muſt reform) 


Tell me, my Muſe, what monſtrous dire offence, 
What crime, could any Chriſtian king incenſe 
To ſuch a rage? Was't luxury, or luſt ? | 
Was he ſo temperate, ſo chaſte, fo juſt? [more + 
Were theſe their crimes? They were his own much 
But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor z 


Who, having ſpent the treaſures of his crown, 


Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 
And yet this act, to varniſh o'er the ſhame 


Of ſacrilege, muſt bear Devotion's name. 


No crime ſo bold, but would be underſtood 
A real, or at leaſt a ſeeming 


Thus he the church at once protects, and ſpoils 4 3 
But princes ſwords are ſharper than their ſtyles, 
And thus to th'ages paſt he makes amends; 


Their charity deſtroys, their faith defends. 


Then did religion in a lazy cell. 

In empty, airy contemplations dwell ; 

And, like the block, unmoved lay : but ours, 
As much too active, like the ſtork, devours. 


IIs there no temperate region can be knoun 


Betwixt their frigid and our torrid zone ? 


| Could we not wake from that lethargic dream, | | 
| But to be reſtleſs in a worſe extreme? 


And for that lethargy was there no cure, 


] But to be caſt into a calenture ? 1 
{| Can knowledge have no bound, but muſt advance 7 


So far, to make us wiſh for ignorance ; 
And rather in the dark to gtope our way, 
Than led by a falſe guide to err by day 6 
Who ſees theſe diſmal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader ſack'd the land ? 
But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This deſolation, but a Chriſtian king; 


| When nothing, but the name of — appears 


Twixt our beſt actions and the worſt of theirs 3 
What does he think our ſacrilege would ſpare, 

| When ſuch th'effefts of our devotions are? 
Parting from thence 'twixt anger, ſhame, and fear, 
Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near, 
My eye, deſcending from the hill, ſurveys 

| Where Thames among the wanton vallies ſtrays. 


Edvard III. and the Black Prince. 4 Qyeen Philips. rb. kings of France and Scotland. 
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Thames, the moſt lov'd of all the ocean's ſons 
By his old fire, to his embraces runs; 
Haſting to pay his tribute to the ſea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 


| Tho” with thoſe ſtreams he no reſemblance hold, 


Whoſe foam is amber, and their gravel gold; 
His genuine and leſs guilty wealth explore, 
Search not his bottom, but ſurvey his 3 
O'er which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th'enſuing ſpring. 
Nor then deſtroys it with too fond a ſtay, 
Like mothers who their infants overlay. 
Nor with a ſudden and nnpetuous wave, 


Like profuſe kings, reſumes the wealth he gave. 


No unexpected inundations ſpoil — [toll 
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L Low at his foot a ſpacious plain is plac'd, 


Between the mountain and the ſtream embrac'd: 

Which ſhade and ſhelter from the hill derives, 
While the kind river wealth and beauty gives; 

And in the mixture of all theſe appears 

| Variety, which all the reſt endears. 


Beheld of old, what ſtories had we heard 


Their feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames? 
'Tis ſtill the ſame, altho? their airy ſhape 


| All but a quick poetic ſight eſcape. 


| There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts, : 
And thither all the horncd hoſt reſorts _ 
To graze the ranker mead, that noble herd, 


The mower's hopes, nor mock the plowman's | On whoſe ſublime and ſhady fronts is rear'd 


But god-like his unwcary'd bounty flows: 


Firſt loves to do, then loves the good he does. 


Nor are his blcffings to his banks confin'd, 


But free and common, as the fea or _ : 


When he, to boaſt or to diſperſe his ſtore 
Full of the tributes of his grateful ſhores, 

_ Viſits the world, and in his flying tow'rs 
Brings home. to us, and makes both Indies ours 


Finds wealth where ' tis, beſtows it where it wants, 


Cities in deſarts, wood in cities plants. 
So that to us, no thing no place is ſtrange, 


While his fair boſom is the world's exchange. 


O could I flow like thce, and make thy ſtream 
My great example, as it is my theme! 
Thoꝰ deep, vet clear; tho? gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o'crflowing full. 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more ſhall boaſt, 
Whoſe fame in thine, like leſſer current, 's loſt 
Thy nobler ftreams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, 
To ſhine among the ſtars*, and bathe the gods. 
Here nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 
Us for herſelf, with ſtrange varieties, | 
(For things of wonder give no lets delight 
To the wife Maker's, than beholder's ſight, * 
Tho? theſe delights from ſer'ral cauſes move, 
For fo our children, thus our friends we love) 
Wiſely ſhe knew, the harmony of things, 
As well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings. 
Such was the diſcord which did firſt diſperſe 


Form, order, beauty, thro? the univerſe; 


While dryneſs moiſture, coldneſs heat refifts, Then tries his friends; among the baſer herd, 


here he ſo lately was obey'd and fear'd, 


All that we have, and that we are, ſubſiſts. 
While the ſteep horrid roughneſs of the wood 


Strives with the gentle calmneſs of the flood. 
Bauch huge extremes, when nature doth unitc, 


Wonder from hence reſults, from thence delight. 
The ſtream is ſo tranſparent, pure, and clear, 
That had the ſelf-enamour'd youth gaz'd here, 
So fatally decciv'd he had not been. „ 
While he the bottom, not his face had ſeen. 
Rut his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the cloũds; his ſhoulders and his fides 
A ſhady mantle clothes; his curled brows 


Great things are made, but ſooner are undone, 
Here have I ſeen the king, when great affairs 
Gave leave to flacken and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the chace by all the flow'r 


| | Of youth, whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour : 


Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy, 
3 | And with a foe that would not only fly. 
The ftag, now conſcious of his fatal growth, 
| At once indulgent to his fear and floth, 
To ſome dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor man's eve, nor Heav'n's ſhould invade 
| His ſoft repoſe; when th' unexpected ſound 
Of dogs and men his wakeful ear does wound : 
Rouz'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his ear, 
Willing to think th'illuſions of his fear | 
Had giv'n this falſe alarm; but ſtreight his view 
; | Confirms, that more than all he fears is true. 

| Betray'd in all his ſtrengths, the wood beſet; 
All inftruments, all arts of ruin met: | 
He calls to mind his ſtrength, and then his ſpeed, 
His winged heels, and then his armed head ; 


But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his feet. 
So faſt he flies, that his reviewing eve 

Has loft the chacers, and his ear the cry; 
Exulting. till he finds their nobler ſenſe 
Their diſproportion'd ſpecd doth recompenſe ; 
Then curſes his conſpiring feet, whoſe ſcent 

| Betrays that ſafety which their ſwiftneſs lent. 


His fafety ſeeks : the herd, unkindly wiſe, 
Or chaces him from thence, or from him flies 
Like a declining ſtateſman. left forlorn 
To his friends pity, aud purfuers ſcorn, . 
With ſhame remembers, while himſelf was on? 
| Of the ſame herd, himſelf the fame had done. 
Thence ro the coverts and the conſcious groves, 
| The ſcenes of his paſt triumphs and his loves; 
Sadly ſurveving where he rang'd alone, | 
Prince of the ſenl, and all the herd his own; 
And, like a buld knight-errant, did proclaim 


Frown on the gentle ftream, which calmly flows; -Combar to all, and bore away the dame ; 


While winds and forms his lofty forchead beat: 


And tauscht the woods to echo to the ſtream 


The common fate of all that's kigh or great. - His dreadful challenge and his claſhing beam. 


e ren 
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This ſcene, had ſome bold Greek or Britiſh bard 


Of fairies, ſatyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 


Nature's great maſter- piece; to ſhew how ſoon _ 


With theſe t'avoid, with that his fate to mect: 
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vet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife, 
So much his love was dearer than his life. 
Now ev'ry leaf, and ev'ry moving breath 
Preſents a foe, and ey'ry foe a death, 
Weary'd, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt 
All ſafety in deſpair of ſafety plac' d, 
Courage he thence reſumes, refolv'd to bear 
All their aſſaults, fince 'tis in vain to fear. 
And now, too late, he wiſhes for the fight 
That ſtrength he watted in ignoble flight: 
But when he fees the eager chace renew'd, 
Himſelf by. dogs, the dogs by men purſu'd, 
He ftraight revokes his bold reſolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before; 
Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 
And doubt a greater miſchief than deſpair. 
Then to the ſtream, when neither friends, nor force, 
Nor ſpeed, nor art avail, he ſhapes his courſe; 
Thinks not their rage ſo deſp' rate to cefflay 
An element more mercileſs than they. 
But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the flood 
Quench their dire thirſt; alas, they thirſt for blood. 
$0 towards a ſhip the oar-finn'd gallies ply, 
Which wanting ſea to ride, or wind to fly, 
Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 
Tempt the laſt fury of extreme deſpair, 
So fares the ſtag, among th'enraged hounds, 
Repels their force, and wounds return for wounds. 
And as a hero, whom his baſer foes | 
In troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe, 
Tho” prodigal of life, diſdains to die 
By common hands; but if he can deſcry 
dome nobier foe approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his fate, and then contented falls. 
do, when the king a mortal ſhaft lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then gleed, to die, 
Proud of the wound, to it reſigns his blood, 
And ſtains the cryſtal with a purple flood. 
This a more innocent and happy chace, 
Than when of old, but in the — place, 
Fair liberty purſu' d, and meant a prey | 
To lawleſs pow'r, here turn'd, and ſtood a bay. 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 
Which was or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt, 
Here was that charter ſeal'd, wherein the crown 
All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down: 
Tyrant and flave, thoſe names of hate and fear, 
The happier ſtile of king and ſubject bear: 
appy, when both to the ſame centre move, 
lien kings give liberty, and ſubjects love. 
herefore not long in force this charter ſtood; 
Wanting that ſeal, it muſt be ſeal'd in blood. 
e ſubjects arm'd, the more their princes gave; | 
Tl2dvantage only took, the more to crave: 
ill kings, by giving, give themſelves away, 
Aud ev'n that pow'r that ſhould deny betray. 
g Vho gives conſtrain'd, but his own fear reviles, 
Not thank'd, but ſcorn'd; nor are they gifts, 
© but ſpoils.” [hold, 
Thus kings, by graſping more than they could 
rſt made their ſubjects, by oppreſſion, bold: 
ad pop'lar ſway, by forcing kings to give 
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© | But curſed be the fatal hour 


That in the Muſe's garden 


ESCRIPTIVE, xc. 


Ran to the ſame extremes; and one exceſs 
Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, lets. 
When a calm river rais'd with ſudden rains, 
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IJ Or ſnows diffoly'd, o' erflows th'adjoining plains, 
| The huſbandmen, with high rais'd banks ſecure 


Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure. 


But if with bays and dams they ftrive to force 
| His channel to a new, or narrow courſe, 


No longer then within his banks he dwells; 


_ | Firſt to a torrent, then a deluge ſwells: 


Stronger and fiercer by reſtraint he roars, 


And knows no bound, but makes his power his 


Sr To” 


—— —— 


24. On Mr. Abraham Cowley's Death and Burial 
amongſt the ancient Poets, DENHAM. 
LD Chaucer, like the morning ſtar, 
A To us difcovers day from far, 


2 


_ | His light thoſe miſts and clouds diſſolv'd, | | 
Which our dark nation long involy'd: 


But he deſcending to the ſhades, | 
Darkneſs again the age invades. 


| Next (like Aurora) Spencer roſe, 


Whoſe purple bluſh the day foreſhows; 


The other three, with his own fires, 


Phcebus, the poet's god, inſpiresz 
By Shakeſpeare's, Jonſon's, Fletchei's, lines, 
Our ſtage's luſtre Rome's outſhines ; LY 
Theſe poets near our princes ſleep, 


And in one grave our manſon keep. 
| They liv'd to fee ſo many days, 


Till time had blaſted all their bays; 

That pluck'd the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'e 
rew, 5 

And amongſt wither'd 3 threw. 


| Time, which made their fame out- live, 


To Cowley ſcarce did ripeneſs givc. 

Old mother Wit, and Nature gave 

' Shakeſpeare and Fletcher all they have; 
In Spenſer, and in Jonſon, Art 
Of ſlower Nature got the ſtart; 

But both in him fo equal are, 4 
None knows which bears the happieſt 
To him no author was unknown, _ 
Vet what he wrote was all his own; 


are: 


| He melted not the ancient gold, 
Nor, with Ben Jonſon, did make bold 


To plunder all the Roman ftores 

Of poets, and of orators: | 
Horace's wit, and Virgil's ſtare, 

He did not ſteal, but emulate! 

And when he would like them appear, 
Their garb, but not their cloaths, did weat : 
He not from Rome alone, bu: Greece, 
Like Jaſon, brought the gold -a fleece: 

To him tlrat language (og it to none 
Of th'others) as his own was known. 

On a ſtiff gale {as Flaccus ſings) 


| The Theban ſwan extends his wings, 


When thro” th*ztherial clouds he flies, 


More than was fit for ſubjects to receive, 


* Runny Mead, 


To the ſame pitch our {wan doth rite ; 


Rxz Old 
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Old Pindar's flights by him are reach'd, 

When on that gale his wings arg ſtretch'd; 
His fancy and his judgment ſuch, 20 
Each to the other ſeem'd too much, 

His ſevere judgment (giving law) . 

His modeſt fancy kept in awę: 

As rigid huſbands jealous are, FT, 
When they believe their wives too fair. 
_ His Engliſh ſtreams ſo pure did flow, 

As all that ſaw and taſted know. 

But for his Latin vein, fo clear, 
Strong, full, and high it dota appear, 
That were immortal Virgil here, 

Him for his judge he would not fear; 

Of that great portraiture, fo true 
A copy pencil never drew. 

My Muſe her ſong had ended here, 

But both their Genii ſtraight appear; 

Joy and amazement her did ſtrike, 

Two twins ſhe never ſaw fo like. 

Twas taught by wiſe Pythagoras, 
One ſoul might thro? more bodies paſs : 
Seeing ſuch tranſmigration there, 

She thought it not a fable here, 
Such a reſemhlance of all parts, 

_ Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts; 
Then lights her torch at theirs to tell, 
And ſhew the world this parallel: 
Fixt and contemplative their looks, 

Still turning over Nature's books: 
Their works chaſte, moral, and divine, 
Where profit and delight combine 

They, gilding dirt, in noble verſe 
Ruſtic philoſophy rehearſe. 
When heroes, gods, or god-like kings, 
They praiſe, on their exalted wings 

To the celeſtial orbs they climb, OY 
And with th'harmonious ſpheres keep time: 

Nor did their actions fall behind _ 
Their words, but with like candour ſhin'd ; 

Each drew fair characters, yet none 

Of theſe they feign'd excels their own. 

Both by two generous princes lov'd, 


Who knew, and judg'd what they approv'd. 5 The fault is more the language's than theirs ; 


Yet having each the ſame defire, 
Both from the buſy throng retire: 
Their bodies, to their minds reſign'd, 
Car'd not to propagate their kind: 
Yet, tho? both fell before their hour, 
Time on their offspring hath no pow'r, 
Nor fire nor fate their bays ſhall blaſt, 
Nor death's dark veil their day o'ercaft, 


$ 25. An Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe, 
„ EARL o ROSCOMMON. 
H that author, whoſe correct eſſay 
Repairs fo well our old Horatian way: 
And happy you, who (by propitious fate) 
On great Apollo's ſacred ſtandard wait, 
And with ſtrict diſcipline inſtructed right, 
Have lcarn'd to uſe your arms before you fight. 


* 


EXTRACTS. 


IJ or dig in Grecian 
| The nobleſt fruits ranſplanted in our iſle, 
With early hope and fragrant bloſſoms ſmile, 
| Familiar Ovid tender thoughts infpires, 

And nature ſeconds all his ſoft def 


Book II, 


But ſince the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſage, 
Confpire to cenſure and expoſe our age 
Provok'd too far, we reſolutely niuſt, 


| To the few virtues that we have, be juſt. 


For wizo havelong'd,or who have labour'd more 
To ſearch the treaſures of the Roman ſtore ; 
ines for purer ore? 


Ires : 
Theocritus does now to us belong ; 


| | And Albion's rocks repeat his rural ſong, 
| Who has not heard how Italy was bleſt _ 

I Above the Medes, above the wealthy Eaſt? 
Or- Gallus ſong, ſo tender and ſo true 


As ev'n Lycoris might with pity vie w [hearſe, 


| When mourning nymphs attend their Daphnis“ 


Who does not weep that reads the moving verſe! 


Sicilian Muſes through theſe happy plains 
Proclaim Saturnian times—our own Apollo 
| reigns ! ; | 


| But hear, oh hear, in what exalted ftrains 


And peace and conqueſt crown'd her foreign toils, 


- | There (cultivated by a royal hand) 
| Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſt the land; 


The choiceſt books that Rome or Greece have 
Her excellent tranſlators made her own: [ known, 


I And Europe ſtill conſiderably gains, 
I Both by their good example and their pains, 


From hence our generous emulation came; 
We undertook, and we perform'd the ſame. 
But now, we ſhow the world a nobler way, 


And in tranſlated verſe do more than they; 


Serene, and clear, harmonious Horace flows, 
With ſweetneſs not to be expreſt in proſe: 


Degrading proſe explains his meaning ill, 
And ſhews the ſtuff, but not the workman's ſkill; 
I (who have ſerv'd him more than twenty years) 


Scarce know my maſter as he there appears. 


| Vain are our neighbours hopes, and vain their 


cares | | 


*Tis courtly, florid, and abounds in words 


| Of ſofter ſound than ours perhaps affords ; 
| But who did ever in French authors ſee 


The comprehenfive Engliſh energy? 


The weighty bullion of one ſterling line, 
| Drawn to French wire, would thro? whole pages 
I ſpeak my private, but impartial ſenſe, [ ſhine, 


With freedom, and (I hope) without offence ; 


For I'll recant, when France can ſhew me wit 


As ſtrong as ours, and as ſuccinctly writ, - 


Tis true, compoſing is a nobler part; 


But good tranſlation is no eaſy art. 
For tho* materials have long ſince been found, 
Yet both your fancy and your hands are bound; 
And by improving what was writ before, | 
Invention labours leſs, but judgment more. 

The ſoil intended for Picrian feeds © 


Muſt be well purg'd from rank pedantic weeds. 
+ John Sheffield duke of Buckinghamſhire. © 


Apollo 


When France had breath'd, after inteſtine broils, 
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Apollo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes, 

At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 

For none have been with admiration read, 

But who (beſide their learning) were well bred. 
The firſt great work (a taſk perform'd by few) 

1s, that yourſelf may to yourſelf be true: 

No maſk, no tricks, no favour, no reſerve ; 

Diſſect your mind, examine ev'ry nerve. 

Whoever vainly on his ſtrength depends, 

Begins like Virgil, but like Mævius ends, 

That wretch (in ſpite of his forgotten rhymes) 


With pompous nonſenſe and a bellowing ſound, 
Sung lofty Ilium, tumbling to the ground, 
And (if my Muſe can thro? paſt ages fee) 
That noiſy, nauſeous, gaping fool was he; 
| Exploded, when with univerſal ſcorn, 
The mountains labour'd and a mouſe was born. 
Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wreſtler cries, 
Audacious mortals, and be timely wile ! 
'Tis I that call, remember Milo's _ | 
Wedg'd in that timber which he ſtrove to rend. 
Each poet with a diff' rent talent writes | 
One praiſes, one inſtructs, another bites. 
| Horace did ne'cr aſpire to epic bays, _ 
Nor lofty Maro ſtoop to lyric lays. _- 
Examine how your humour is inclin'd, 
And which the ruling paſſion of your mind; 
Then, ſeek a poet who your way does bend, 
And chooſe an author as you chooſe a friend; 
United by this ſympathetic bond, „ 
You grow familiar, intimate, and fond; 
Yourthoughts, your words, your ſtyles, your ſouls 
No longer his interpreter, but he. [agree, 
With how much eaſe is a young Muſe betray'd ! 
How nice the reputation of the maid ! | 

Your early, kind, paternal care appears, 
By chaſte inſtruction of her tender years. 
The firſt impreſſion in her infant breaſt 
Will be the deepeſt, and ſhould be the beſt. 
Jet not auſterity breed ſervile fear, 5 
No wanton ſound offend her virgin ear; 
Secure from fooliſh pride's affected ſtate, 
Aud ſpecious Ratt'ry's more pernicious bait, 
Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts; 
But your neglect muſt anſwer for her faults. 

Immodeſt words admit of no defence 

For want of decency is want of ſenſe. 
What mod'rate fop would rake the Park or ſtews, 
Who among troops of faultleſs nymphs may 
Variety of ſuch is to be found ; [ chooſe ? 
Take then a ſubjeCt proper to expound : | 
zut moral, great, and worth a poet's voice, 
For men of ſenſe deſpiſe a trivial choice: 
And ſuch applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 
As would ſome painter buſy in a ſtreet; 
To copy bulls and bears, and ev'ry ſign 

hat calls the ſtaring ſots to naſty wine. 

et *tis not all to have a ſubjeCt good; 

It muſt delight us when *tis underſtood. 
© that brings fulſome objects to my view 
many old have done, and many new) 
ih nauſeous images my fancy hils, | 
all goes down like oxy mel of ſquills. 
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Condema'd to live to all ſucceeding times, | 


Inſtruct the liſt'ning world how Maro ſings 

Of uſeful ſubjects and of lofty things. = 
Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright ideas raiſe, 
As merit gratitude as well as praiſe:  _ 
But foul deſcriptions are offenſive ſtill, - 

Either for being like, or being ill. | 
For who, without a qualm, have ever look'd 


On holy garbage, tho' by Homer cook'd ? 


Whoſe railing heroes, and whoſe wounded gods, 
Makes ſome ſuſpect he ſnores, as well as nods. 
But I oſſend-Virgil begins to frown, 
And ce looks with indignation down; 
My bluſhing Muſe with conſcious fear retires, 
And whom they like, implicitly admires. 


On ſure foundations let your fabric riſe, 
And with attractive majeſty ſurpriſe, 


Not by affected meretricious arts, 
But ſtrict harmonious ſymmetry of parts; 
Which thro? the whole inſenſibly muſt paſs, 


= 


With vital heat to animate the mals : 


And bright as heav'n, from whence the bletling 
But few, oh few fouls, præordain'd by fate, | 


| The race of gods, havereach'd that envy'd height. 
No Rebel-Titan's ſacrilegious crime, 80 
By heaping hills on hills, can hither climb: 
The gruly ferryman of hell deny'd 


Eneas entrance, till he knew his guide: 

How juſtly then will impious mortals fall, 
Whoſe pride would ſoar to heav'n without a call ! 
Pride (of all others the moſt dang'rous fault) 


| 


1 Proceeds from want of ſenſe, or want of thought, 


| The men, who labour and digeſt things moſt, 
Will be much apter to deſpond than boaſt : 
For if your author be profoundly good, 
»Twill coſt you dear before he's underſtood, 
How many ages ſince has Virgil writ ! 


Ho few are they who underſtand him yet 1 
Approach his altars with religious fear, 


No vulgar deity inhabits there : 


_ | Heav'n ſhakes not more at Jove's imperial nod, 


Than poets ſhould before their Mantuan god. 
Hail mighty Maro! may that ſacred name 
Kindle my breaſt with 3 celeſtial flame; 
Sublime ideas and apt words infuſe; 


— 


What I have inſtanc'd only in the beſt, 

Is, in proportion, true of all the reſt. 1 
Take paias the genuine meaning to explore, 
There ſweat, there ftrain, tug the laborious oar ; 
| Search ev'ry comment that your care can find, 


Yet be not blindly guided by the throng ; 


| | The multitude is always in the wrong. 
When things appear unnatural or hard, 


| Conſult your author, with himſelf compar'd ; 
Who knows what bleſſings Phoebus may beſtow, 
And future ages to your labour owe? | 
Such ſecrets are not eaſily found out; 
But, once _diſcover'd, leave no room for doubt. 
Truth ſtamps conviction in your raviſh'd breaſt, 
And peace aud joy attend the glorious gueſt, 
Truth is ſtill one; truth is divinely bright, 


No cloudy doubts obſcure her native ligh: ; 
pom R4 | While 
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A pure, an active, an auſpicious flame, (came; 


| [ Muſe! 
The Muſe inſtruct my voice, and thou inſpire the 


Some here, ſome there, inay hit the poet's mind; 


i — — 


248 


While in your thoughts you find the leaſt debate, 


You may confcund, but never can trauſlate. 
Your ſtyle will t!iis thro' all diſguiſes ſhow, 
For none explain gore clearly than they know, 
He only proves he underſtands a text, 

Whole expoſition leaves it unperplex'd. 

They who too faithfully on names inſiſt, | 
Rather create than diſſipate rhe miſt; _ 
And grow unjuſt by being over-nice; | 

For fup-rſtitious virtue turns to vice. 

Let Cralſſus' ® ghoſt and Labienus tell 

How twice in Parthian plains their legions fell, 
Since. Rome hath becn 15 jealous of her fame, 
That few know Pacorus' or Mone&fcs' name. 
Words in one language elegantiy us'd, 
Will Hardly in another be excus'd. 


And ſome that Rome admii*d in Cæſar's time, 


May neither ſuit our genius nor our clime. 
Tne genuine ſenſe, intelligibly told, 
Stews a tranſlator both diſercet aud bold. 
Excurſions are inexpiably bad; | 
And 'tis much ſafer to leave out than add. 


Wt painful care, but ſeeming eaſineſs; 

For truth ſhines brighteſt taro' the plaineſt dreſs. 
Th'Euean Muſe, when the appears in ſiate, 
N. L.es all Jove's thunder on her verſes wait. 


Abſtruie ard myſtic thoughts you muſt expreſs | 


Yet writes ſometimes as foft and moving things 


As Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela ſings. 

Your author always will the beſt adviſe ; 

Fall when he falls, and when he riſes riſe. 

Afﬀetcd noiſe is the moſt wretched thing 

That to contempt can empty ſcribblers bring. 

Vowels and accents, regularly plac'd, | 
On even ſyllables (and ſtill the laſt) 

Tho? groſs innumerable faults aboune, 

Tn ſpite of nonſenſe, never fail of ſound, 
But this is meant of even verſe alone, 
As being mc harmonious and moſt known: 
For if you will unequal numbers try, 
There accents on odd ſyllables muſt lie. 
Whatever ſiſter of the learned Nine 
Does to your ſuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your ſucceſs, deſerve a laſting name, 
She'll crown a grateful and a conſtant flame. 
Bur, if a wild uncertainty prevail, 

And turn your veering keart with ev'ry gale, 
You loſe the fruit of all your former care 
For the fad proſpect of a juſt deſpair. | 

A quack (too ſcandalouſly mean to name) 


Had, by man- midwifery, got wealth and fame: 


- 


As if Lucina had forgot her trace, 
The labouring wife invokes his ſurer aid. 
Well-teaſon'd bowls the goſſip's ſpirits raiſe, 


Who, while the guzzles, chars the doctor's praiſe; | 


And largely what ſhe wants in words ſupplies, 
Wirh maudlin-eloquence of trickling eyes. 

But what a thoughtleſs animal is man! 
(How very active in his own trepan !) 

For, greedy of phyſicians frequent fees, 
From female mellow praiſe he takes degrees; 
Struts in a new unlicens'd gown, and then, 
From faving women, falls to killing men. 


| 
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 Th'unpity'd wretch lies rotting in a ja 


For ten inſpir'd, ten thouſand are poffe 
| Thus make the proper uſe of each extreme, 
| And write with fury, but corr 
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Another ſuch had left the nation thin, 

In fpite of all the children he brought in. 
His pills as thick as hand-granadoes flew ; 
And where they fell, as certainly they flew ; 
His name ftruck everywhere as great a damp 
As Archimedes thro' the Roman camp. 
With this, the doctor's pride began to cool; 
For ſmarting ſoundly may convince a fool. 
But now repentance came too late for Erace 3 


And meagre famine ſtar'd him in the face; 


Fain would he to the wives be reconcil'd, 


But found no huſband left to own a child. 
The friends that got the brats, were pojſon'd too; 
| In this ſad caſe, what could our vermin do? 


Worry'd with debts, and paſt all ho 


And there with baſkct-alms, ſcarce kept alive, 
Shews how miſtaken talents ought to thrive, 

I pity, from my foul, unhappy men, 
Compell'd by want to proſtitute their pen; 
Who muſt, like lawyers, either ſtarve or plead, 


And follow, right or wrong, where guineas lead! 


But you, Pompilian, wealthy pamper'd heirs, 
Who to your country owe your {words and cares, 
Let no vain hope your eaſy mind ſeduce, 


For rich ill poets are without excuſe. | 
Tis very dangerous, tampering with a muſe, 
The profit's ſmall, and you have much to loſe ; 


For tho' true wit adorns your birth or place, 
Degenerate lines degrade th'attainted race. 


No poct any paſſion can excite, 


But what they feel tran{port them when theywrite, 
Have you been led thro' the Cumæan cave, 
And heard th'impatient maid divinezy rave? 


| I hear her now; I ſec her rolling eves: 


And panting, Lo! the god, the god, the erics; 
With words not hers, and more than human ſound 


She makes th'obedient ghoſts peep trembling thro! 


the ground. 


Nut, tho? we muſt obey when Heav'n commands, 


And man in vain the ſacred call withſtands, 
Beware what ſpirit rages in your brea 
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As when the cheerful hours/foo freely pals, 


And ſparkling wine ſmiles /jn the tempting glaſs, 
Your pulſe adviſes, and Begins to beat 
Thro' ev'ry ſwelling vein a loud retreat: | 


So when a muſe propitiouſly invites, | 
Improve her favours, and indulge her flights ; 
But when vou find that vigorous heat abate, 
Leave off, and for another ſummens wait. 
Before the radiant ſun, a glimmering lamp, 
Adultcrate metals to the ſterling ftamp, 
Appear not meaner than mere human lines, 


| Compar'd with thoſe whoſe inſpiration ſhines ! 


Theſe nervous, bold; thoſe languid and remiſs: 


There, cold ſalutes ; but here a lover's Kits. 


Thus have I feca a rapid, headlong tide, - 
Wirth foaming waves the pailing Soane divide; 
Whoſe lazy waters without motion lay, [May. 
While he, wich cager force, urg'd his impetuous 


Hor. 3, Od. vi. 
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The privilege that ancient poets claim, 


'DIDACTIC, D 
Now turn'd to licence by too juſt a name, } | 
Beloags to none but an eſtabliſh'd fame, | 
Which ſcorns to take it | 

Abſurd expreſſions, crude, abortive thoughts, 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults, 

Baſe fugitives to that aſylum fly, _ 

And facred laws with inſolence defy. 

Not thus our heroes of the former days, 
Deſery'd and gain'd their never-fading bays ; 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt part 

Of what ſome call neglect, was ſtudy's art. 
When Virgil ſeems to trifle in a line, | 
Tis like a warning-p 
To wake your fancy, and prepare your fight, 
To reach the noble height of ſome unuſual fligat. 
I loſe my patience; when with faucy pride, 

By untun'd ears I hear his numbers try'd. 
Reverſe of nature ! ſhall ſuch copies then 
Arraiga th'originals of Maro's pen! 
And the rude notions of pedantic ſchools | 
Blaſpheme the ſacred founder of our rules! 

The delicacy of the niceſt ear — 
Finds nothing harſh, or out of order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe ; 

The ſound is ſtill a comment to the ſenſe. 

A ſkilful ear in numbers ſhould preſide, 
And all diſputes without appeal decide. 
This ancient Rome, and elder Athens found, 
Before miſtaken ſtops debauch'd the ſound. 


tece, which gives the ſign 


When by impulſe from Heav'n, Tyrtæus ſung, | 


| When man on many multiply'd his kind, 


In drooping ſoldiers a new courage ſprung ; 
Reviving Sparta now the flight maintain'd, 
And what two gen'rals loſt a poet gain'd. 
By ſecret influence of indulgent ſkies, 
Empire and poeſy together riſe. | | 
True poets are the guardians of the ſtate, 
And, when they fail, portend approaching fate. 
For that which Rome to conqueſt did inſpire, 
Was not the veſtal, but the muſe's fire; 
Heav'n joins the bleſſings: no declining age 
Fer felt the raptures of poetic rage. | 
Of many faults, rhyme is (perhaps) the cauſe 
Too ftrift to rhyme, we flight more uſeful laws; 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known, 
Till by barbarian deluges o'erflown: 5 
Subdu'd, undone, they did at laſt obey, 

And change their own for their invader's way. 
I grant, that from ſome moſſy, idol oak, 
In dcuble rhvmes our Thor and Woden ſpoke ; 
And by ſuccetſion of unlearn'd times, e 
As bards began, fo monks rung on the chimes, 
But now that Phœ bus and the tacred Nine, 
Virh all their beams on our bleſt iſland ſhine, 
Why thould not we their ancient rites reſtore, 

And be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 
Hare forgot how Raphaei's numerous proſe 
: d our exalted fouls thro” heaveniy camps, 
And mark'd the ground where proud apoſtate 
. * thrones | 
* Defy'd Jehovah ! here, *rwixt hoſt and hoſt, 


2 
146 From 
| * They bore like ſhieids before them thro” the air, 


| 
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Satan with vaſt and haughty ſtrides advanc'd, 
© Came tow'ring arm'd in adamant and gold. 
© There bellowing engines, with their fiery tubes, 
© Diſpers'd æthereal forms, and down they fell 
By thouſands, angels on arch-angels roll'd ; 
* Recover'd to the hills they ran, they flew, 
© Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, wa- 
© rers, woods) EP 1 | 
their firm ſeats, torn by the ſhaggy tops, 


© Till more incens'd they hurl'd them at their foes. 
© All was confuſion, heaven's foundations thook, 
© Threat'ning no leſs than univerſal wreck; 
For Michael's arm main promontories fluag, 


| © And over-preſt whole legions weak with tin : 


© Yet they blaſphem'd and ſtruggled as they lay, 
Till the great enſign of Meſſiab blaz'd, 


| © And (arm'd with vengeance) God's victorious 


* (Eftulgence of paternal deity) (Son 
Graſping ten thouſand thunders in his hand, 
© Drove th'old original rebels headlong down, 


And ſent them flaming to the vait abyts.” 


O may I live to heal the glorious day, 


| And fing loud pæans thro the crowded way, 


When in triumphant ſtate the Britiſh Muſe, 
True to herſelf, ſhall barbarous aid refuſe, 


| And in the Roman majeſty appear, 


Which none know better, and none come ſo near, 

8 26. Abſalom and Achitophel. DRYDEN. 

N pious times, ere prieſtcraft did begin, 
Before polygamy was made a fin; 


Ere one to one was curſedly confin'd ; 


When nature prompted, and no law deny'd 


Promiſcuous uſe of concubine and bride, 

Then Iſrael's monarch. after Heav'n's own heart, 
His vigorous warmth did variouſly impart 

To wives and {laves; and wide as his command, 


| Scatter'd his Maker's image thro' the land. 


Michal, of coyal blood, the crown did wear ; 

A ſoil ungrateful to tlie tiller's care: 

Not ſo the reſt ; for ſev ral mothers bore 

To god-like David ſev'ral ſons before. 

Eut fince, like ſlaves, his bed they did aſcend, 
No true ſuccetſion could their ſeed attend. | 
Of all the numerous progeny, was none 


| So beautiful, fo brave, as Abſalom : _ 


Whether, inſpir'd by ſome diviner luſt, 


His father got him with a greater guſt ; 


Or that his conſcious deſtiny made way, 


By manly beauty, to imperial ſway. 
| Early in foreign fields he won renown, 


With kiags and ſtates allv'd to Iſrael's crown : 
In peace the thoug!.s of war he could remove, 
And ſeem'd as he were only born for love. 
Wharte'er he did was done with ſo much eaſe, 
In him alcue *rwas natural to pleaſe : 

His motions all accompany'd with grace; 
And paradiſe was open'd in his face. 


* 


{A narrow, but a dreadful interval) | 
Fortentous fight ! before the cloudy van 

$65.4 | > 
An Eflay on Plank Verſe, 


With ſecret joy, indulgent David view'd 
His youtuful image in his fon renew'd : 


out of Paradiſe Loſt, B. VI. 
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To all his wiſhes nothing he deny'd; | 
And made the charming Annabel his bride. 
What faults he had (for who from faults is frec?) 
His father could not, or he would not fee. 
Some warm exceſſes which the law forbore, 
Were conſtrued youth that purg'd by boiling o'er; 
And Amnon's murder, by a ſpecicus name, 
Was call'd a juſt revenge for injur'd fame. 
Thus prais'd and lov'd, the noble youth remain'd, 
While David undiſturb'd in Sion reign'd; 
But life can never be ſincerely bleſt : 
Heav'n punithes the bad, — proves the beſt. 
The Jews, a headſtrong, moody, murmuring race, 
As ever try'd th'extent and ſtretch of grace; 
God's _ 'd people, whom debauch'd with 
5 eaſe, © FER . | 
No king could govern, nor no God could pleaſe; 
| Gods they had try'd of every ſhape and ſize, 
That godſmiths could produce, or prieſts deviſe : 
Theſe Adam-wits too fortunately free, 
Began to dream they wanted liberty); 
And when no rule, no precedent was found, 
Of men, by laws leſs circumſcrib'd and bound, 
They led their wild deſires to woods and caves, 
And thought that all but ſavages were ſlaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow, 
Made fooliſh Tſhboſheth the crown forego ; 
Who baniſh'd David did from Hebron bring, 
And with-a-gen'ral ſhout proclaim'd him king: 
Thoſe very Jews, who at their very beſt 
Their humour more than loyalty expreſt, 
Now wonder'd why ſo long they had obey'd 
An idol monarch, which their hands had made! 
Thought they might ruin him they could create, 
Or melt him to that golden calf a ſtate. 
But theſe were random bolts : no form'd deſign, 
Yor iat'reſt made the factious crowd to join: 
he ſober part of Iſrael, free from ſtain, 
Well knew the value of a peaceful reign ; 
And, looking backward with a wiſe affright, 
Saw ſeams of wounds diſhoneſt to the ſight : 
In contemplation of whoſe ugly ſcars, 
They curſt the memory of civil wars. 
The mod'rate ſort of men thus qualify'd, 
Inclin'd the balance to the better fide; 
And David's mildneſs manag'd it fo well, 
The bad found no occaſion to rebel. 
But when to fin our bias'd nature leans, 
The careful devil is ſtill at hand with means; 
And providently pimps for ill defires: 
The good old cauſe reviv'd a plot requires. 
Plots, true or falſe, are neceſſary things 
To raiſe up common wealths, and ruin kings. 
Th'inhabitants of old Jeruſalem 
Were Jebuſites; the town fo call'd from them; 
And theirs the native right 
But when the choſen people grew more ſtrong, 
The rightful cauſe at length became the wrong; 
And ev'ry loſs the men of Jebus bore, 
They till were thought God's enemies the more. 
Thus worn or weaken'd, well or ill content, 
Submit they muſt ro David's government : 
Impov'riſh'd and depriv'd of all command, 
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| Some had in courts been 


Book 1. 
And what was harder yet to fleſh and blood, 
Their gods diſgrac'd, and burnt like common 


This ſet the heathen prieſthood in a flame ; wood 
For prieſts of all religions are the fame. - 


Of whatſoeꝰ er deſcent their * be, 
Stock, ſtone, or other homely pedigree, 
In his defence his fervants are as bold 


| | As if he had been born of beaten gold. 


The Jewiſh rabbins, tho? their enemies, 

In this conclude them honeſt men and wiſe : 
For 'twas their duty, all the learned think, 
T'eſpouſe his cauſe by whom they eat and drink, 
From hence began that plot, the nation's curſe, 
Bad in itſelf, but repreſented worſe; 
Rais'd in extremes, and in extremes decry'd ; 
With oaths affirm'd, with dying vows deny'd ; 
Not weigh'd nor winnow'd by the multitude ; 
But ſwallow'd in the maſs, unchew'd and crude, 


To pleaſe the fools, and puzzle all the wiſe. | lies, 


| Succeeding times did equal folly call, 


Believing nothing or believing all. 
Th'Egyptian rites the Jebuſites embrac'd ; 


| Where gods were recommended by their taſte, 


Such ſavoury deities muſt needs be good, 
As ſerv'd at once for worſhip and for food. 
By force they could not introdute theſe gods: 
For ten to one in former days was odds. 

So fraud was us'd, the Sacrificer's trade: 


Fools are more hard to conquer than perſuade. 


Their buſy teachers mingled with the Jews, 

| And rak'd for converts ev'n the court and ſtews: 
Which Hebrew prieſts the more ynkindly took, 
Becauſe the fleece accompanies the'flock. 
Some thought they God's anointed meaat to ſlay, 
By guns, invented ſince full many a day : 
Our author ſwears it not ; but who can know 


Ho far the devil and Jebuſites may go? 


This plot, which fail'd for want of common ſenſe, 
| Had yet a deep and dang'rous conſequence : 
For as, when raging fevers boil the blood, 


The ſtanding lake ſoon floats into a flood, 


And every hoſtile humour, which before 
Slept quiet in his channels, bubbles o'er; 
So ſev'ral factions from this firſt ferment, 


| Work up to foam and fret the government. [wiſe, 


Some by their friends, more by themſelves thought 
Oppos'd the power to which they could not rife. 
great, and thrown from 

thence, | 


| Like fiends, were harden'd in impenitence. 


Some, by their monarch's fatal mercy, grown 


| From pardon'd rebels kinſmen to the throne, 


Were rais'd in power and public office high: 

Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie. 
Of theſe the falſe Achitophel was firſt ; 

A name to all ſucceeding ages curſt : | 

For cloſe deſigns and crooked counſels fit; 

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit; 
Reſtleſs, unfix'd in principles and place; 


In power unpleas'd, impatient of diſgrace. 


A fiery ſoul, which, working out its way, 
Fretted the pizmy body to decay, | 


Thcir taxes doubl'd as they loſt their land 


And o'er-inform'd the tenement of clay. 


Some truth there was, but daſh'd and brew'd with 
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tie. 


ro compaſs this, the triple bond he broke; 


garing pilot in extremity; . 

= . — the danger when the waves went 
high, | 3 | 

He ſought the ſtorms; but, for a calm unfit, 

Vould ſteer too nigh the ſands to boaſt his wit. 

eat wits are ſure to madneſs near ally d, 

And thin partitions do their bounds divide; 


Refuſe his age the needful hours of reſt? 
Puniſh a body which he could not pleaſe; 
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of eaſe? 
And all to leave what with his toil he won, 
To that unfeather'd two-legg'd thing, a Son; 
Got while his ſoul did huddled notions try; 
And born a ſhapeleſs lump, like anarchy... 
In friendſhip falſe, implacable in hate; 

Reſoly'd to ruin or to rule the ſtate, 


The pillars of the public ſafety ſhook ; 
And fitted Iſrael for a foreign yoke : 
Then, ſeiz'd with fear, yet ſtill affecting fame, 
Uſurp'd a patriot's all-atoning name. 

So eaſy ſtill it proves in factious times, 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

Vow ſafe is treaſon, and how ſacred ill, 
Where none can fin againſt the people's will! 
Where crowdscan wink, and no offence be known, 
Since in another's guilt they find their own | 
Yet fame deferv'd no enemy can grudge; 
The ftateſman we abhor, but praiſe the judge. 


In Iſrael's courts ne'er fat an Abethdin 


With more diſcerning eyes, or hands moreclean, 

Unbrib'd, unſought, the wretched to redreſs ; 

Swift of diſpatch, and eaſy of acceſs. | 

Oh! had he been content to ſerve the crown 

With virtues only proper to the gown ; 

Or had the mak of the ſoil been freed 

From cockle, that oppreſs'd the noble ſeed, 

David for him his tuneful harp had ftrung, 

And heaven had wanted one immortal ſong. 

But wild ambition loves to ſlide, not ſtand, 

* _— ice prefers to _ land, 
chitophel, grown w to poſſeſs 

A lawful — wy he: nr | 

Diſdain'd the golden fruit to gather free, 5 

And lent the crowd his arm to ſhake the tree. . 

Now, manifeſt of crimes contriv'd long fince, 

He ſtood at bold defiance with his prince; 

Held up. the buckler of the people's cauſe 

Againſt the crown, and ſculk'd behi 

The wiſh'd occaſion of the plot he takes; 

Dome circumſtances finds, but more he makes. 

24 buzzing emiſſaries fills the ears 

f lining crowds with jealouſies and fears 

I arbitrary counſels brought to light, 

= proves the king himſelf a Jebuſite. 

_—_ arguments! which yet he knew full well, 

cre ſtrong with people eaſy to rebel. 

E, govern'd by the moon, the giddy Jews 
read the ſame track when ſhe the prime renews ; 
nd once in twenty years, their ſcribes record, 
N inſtinct they change their lord. 
tophel ſtill wants a chief; and none 

bas found fo fit as warlike Abſalom, 
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ſe why ſhould he, with wealth and honor leſt, | 


| 


| At Gath an exile he might 
And Heav'n's anointing oil 


. 
Not that he wiſh'd his greatneſs to create, | 
For politicians neither love nor hate : 


| But, for he knew his title not allow'd, 


Would keep him ſtill depending on the crowd, 
That kingly pow'r, thus ebbing out, might be 
Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. BE” 
Him he attempts with ſtudied arts to pleaſe, 
And ſheds his venom in ſuch words as theſe: 
Auſpicious prince, at whoſe nativity 
Some royal planet rul'd the ſouthern ſæy; 
Thy longing country's darling and deſire; 
Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire; 
Their ſecond Moſes, whoſe extended wand 
Divides the ſeas, and ſhews the promis'd land 
Whoſe dawning day, in ev'ry diſtant age, * 
Has exercis'd the ſacred prophet's rage: 
The people's prayer, the glad divincr's theme, 
The young mens viſion, and the old mens 
dream Vööo n 5 
Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vows confeſs, 
And, never fatisfy'd with ſeeing, bleſs: -. 
Swift unbeſpoken pomps thy ſteps proclaim, 
Andſtamm'ring babesare taught to liſp thy name. 


How long wilt thou the gen'ral joy detain, 
| | Starve and defraud the people of thy reign; 


Content ingloriouſly to paſs thy days, 
Like one of Virtue's fools that feed on praiſe, 
Till thy freſh glories, which now ſhine fo bright, 
Grow Aale, and tarniſh with our daily ſight ? 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit muſt be 
| Or gather'd ripe, or rot upon the tree. 
Heav'n has to all allotted, ſoon or late, 
Some lucky revolution of their fate : | 
Whoſe motions if we watch and guide with ſkill, 
For human good depends on human will, 
Our fortune rolls as from a ſmooth deſcent, 
| And from the firſt impreſſion takes the bent : 

But if unſeiz'd, the glides away like wind, 
And leaves repenting folly far behind. 


No, now ſhe meets you with a glorious prize, 


And ſpreads her locks before you as ſhe flies. 
Had thus old David, from whoſe lines you ſpring, 
Not dar'd when fortune call'd him to be king, 
— remain, „ 
A 1 
Loet his ſucceſsful youth your hopes engage; 
But ſhun — of — 2 | 
| Behold him ſetting in his weſtern ſkies, 
The ſhadows length' ning as the vapours riſe. 
He is not now, as when on Jordan's ſand y 
The joyful people throng'd to ſee him land, | 
Covering 8 beach, and black'ning all the [| 
| But, like the prince of angels, from his height 
Comes — downward — with diminiſh'd 
ight : | 2 5 | 
Betray'd by one poor plot to public ſcorn : 
Our only bleſſing ſince his curſt return: 
Thoſe heaps of people which one ſheaf did bind, 
Blown off and ſcatter'd by a puff of wind. 
What ſtrength can he to your deſigns oppoſe, 
Naked of friends and round beſet with foes ? 
If Pharaoh's doubtful ſuccour he ſhould uſe, 


— ——_— 


A foreign aid would more incenſe the Jews : - 
| | * | P roud 
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Proud Egypt would diſſembl'd friendſhip bring; 
Foment the war, but not ſupport the king: 
Nor would the royal party cer unite 
With Pharaoh's arms t'aſſiſt the J ebuſite; 

Or if they ſhould, their int'reſt ſoon would break, 
And with ſuch odious aid make David weak. 
All forts of men by my ſucceſsful arts, 
_ Abborring kings, eſtrange their alter'd hearts. 


From David's rule: and 'tis their general cry, 
| | S 1. 


5 Religion, commou wealth, and liberty. 
If you, as champion of the public good, 
Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 


Might ſuch a gen'ral gain by ſuch a cauſe? 
Not barren praiſe alone, that gaudy flower 
Fair only to the ſight, but ſolid power: 

And nobler is a limited command, 

Given by the love of all your native land, 
Than a ſucceffive title, long and dark, 

Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah's ark. 
What cannot praiſe effect in mighty minds, 
When flattery fooths, — aad when ambition 
bi blinds? 55 1 8 
Deſire of power, on earth a vicious weed, 
Yer ſprung from high, is of celeſtial ſeed: 

In God 'tis glory; and when men aſpire, 

*T'is but a ſpark too much of heav*nly fire. 
Th'ambitious youth, too covetous of fame, 
Too full of angel's metal in his frame, 

Unwarily was led from virtue's ways, 

Made drunk with honour, and debauch'd with 

praiſe, 5 | | 

Half loth, and half conſenting to the ill, 

For roval blood within him ſtruggled till, 

He thu; reply'd :— And what pretence have I 

To take up arms for pulic liberty? 

My father governs with unqueſtion'd right; 
Ihe faith's defender, and mankind's delight; 
Good, gracious, juſt, obſervant of the laws 
And Heav'n by wonders has eſpous'd his cauſe. 

Whoin has he wrong'd in all his peacetu! reign? 

Who ſues for juſtice to his throne in vain ? 
What millions has he pardon'd of his foes, 
Whom juſt revenge did to his wrath expoſe! 
Mild, eaſy, humble, ſtudious of our good; 

Inclin'd to mercy, and averſe from blood. 
If mildneſs ill with ſtubborn Iſrael ſuit, 
His crime is God's beloved attribute. | 
What could he gain his people to betray, 

Or change his right for arbitrary ſway? 
Let haughty Pharaoh curſe with ſuch a reign 

His fruitful Nile, and yoke a ſervile train. 
If David's rule Jeruſalem difplcaſe, 

The dog-ſtar heats their brains to this diſcaſe. 
Why then ſhould I, encouraging the bad, 
Turn rebel, and run popularly mad? 

Were he a tyrant, who by lawleſs might 
Opprefs'd the Jews, and rais'd the Jebuſite, 
Well might I mourn ; but nature's holy bands 
Would curb my ſpirits, and reſtrain my hands: 
The people might aſſert. their liberty; 

But what was right in them were crime in me, 

His favour leaves me nothing to require, 
my wiſhes. and out- runs deſire; 
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What more can I expect while David lives » 


| All but his kingly diadem he gives: 


And that — but here he paus'd; then, ſiphins. 
faid — | 4 | ""” 

Is juſtly deſtin'd for a worthier head. 

For when my father from his toils thall reſt 

And late augment the number of the bleſt, 


| His lawful iſſue ſhall the throne aſcend, 


Or the collateral line, where that ſhall end. 


| His brother, tho' oppreſs'd with vulgar ſpits, 


Yet dauntlefs, and ſecure of native right, 


I Of ev'ry royal virtue ſtands poſſeſt; 
What may not Iſrael hope, and what applauſe 


Still dear to all, the braveſt and the beſt, 
His courage foes, his friends his truth proclaim; 


His loyalty the king, the world his fame, 


His mercy ev'n th'offending crowd will find; 
For fure he comes of a forgiving kind, | 
Why thould I then repine at Heav'n's decree, 
Which gives me no pretence to royalty ? 

Yet oh that fate, propitiouſly inclin'd, 

Had rais'd my birth, or had debas'd my mind; 
To my large foul not all her treaſure lent, 
And then betray'd it to a mean deſcent ! 

I find, I find my mounting ſpirit's bold, 
And David's part diſdains my mother's mould. 


| Why am I ſcanted by a niggard birth ? 
My foul diſclaims the kindred of her earth: 


And made for empire, whiſpers me within, 


Deſire of greatneſs is a god-like fin. 


Him ſtaggering ſo, when hell's dire agent found, 
While fainting virtue ſcarce maintain'd her 
| ground, 3 

He pours freſh forces in, and thus replies: 


Th'cternal God, ſupremely good and wiſe, 


Imparts not theſe prodigious gifts in vain : 
What wonders are reſerv'd to bleſs your reign! 
Againſt your will your arguments have ſhown, 


| Such virtue's only given to guide a throne. 


Not that your father's mildneſs I contemn ; 
But manly force becomes the diadem. _ 
"Tis true, he grants the people all they crave; 


| And more perhaps than ſubjects ought to have? 
| For laviſh grants ſuppoſe a monarch tame, 


And more his goodneſs than his wit proclaim. 
But when ſhould peopleſtrivetheir bonds to break; 


| If not when kings are negligent or weak? 
Let him give on till he can give no more, 

| The thrifty ſanhedrim ſhall keep him poor; 

I And ev'ry ſhekel, which he can receive, 

Shall coſt a limb of his prerogative. 

| To-ply him with new plots ſhall be my care, 

Or plunge him deep in ſome expenſive war; 

| Which, when his treaſure can no more ſupply 


He muſt, with the remains of kingſhip, buy. 
His faithful friends, our jealouſies and fears 


| Call Jebuſites, and Pharaoh's penſioners; 


Whom when our fury from his aid has torn, 
He ſhall be naked left to public ſcorn. 

The next ſucceſſor whom I fear and hate, 
My arts have made obnoxious to the ſtate ; 
Turn'd all his virtues to his overthrow, _. 
And gain'd our elders to pronounce a foe. 


| His right, for ſums of neceſſary gold, 


Shall firſt be pawn'd, and afterwards be ae 


| 
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II. 
8 Till time ſhall ever-wanting David draw, He fears his brother, though he loves his ſon, 
g To paſs your doubtful title into lav For plighted vows too late to be undone, 
hing, If not, the people have a right ſupreme (them. If fo, by force he wiſhes to be gain d, 
| To make their kings; for kings are made tor Like womens lechery to ſeem conſtrain'd; - 
All empire is no more than power in truſt, Doubt not but when he moſt affects the frown, - 
t, Which when reſum' d, can be no longer juſt, | Commit a pleaſing rape upon the crown. 
Succeſſion, for the gen' ral good deſign'd, Secure his perſon to ſecure your cauſe; 
In its own wrong a nation cannot bind; They who poſſeſs the prince poſſeſs the laws, 
: If alt ring that the people can relieve, | He ſaid ; and this advice above the reſt, 
e, Better one ſuffer than a nation grieve. {| With Abſalom's mild nature ſuited beſt: 
50 The Jews well knew their power: ere Saul they | Unblam'd of life, ambition ſet aſide 
choſe, 8 5 Not ſtainꝰd with cruelty, nor puft with pride. 
6 Cod was their king, and God they durſt depoſe. | How happy had he been, if deſtiny . 
laim; Urge now your piety, your filial name, Had higher plac'd his birth, or not fo high! 
A father's right and fear of future fame; His kingly virtues might have claim'd a throne, | 
d; The public good, that univerſal call, And bleſt all other countries but his own. 
x To which ev'n Heav'n ſubmitted, anſwers all. But charming greatneſs ſince ſo few refuſe, 
ec, Nor let his love enchant your generous mind; |*Tis juſter to lament him than accuſe. 
| "Tis nature's trick to propagate her kind. Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 
5 Our fond begetters, who would never die, With blandiſhments to gain the public love: 
ind; Love but themſelves in their poſterity. | To head the faction while their zcal was hot, 
E: Or let his kindneſs by theffeCts be try'd, | And popularly proſecute the plot. 
Or let him lay his vain pretence aſide. [Io further this, Achitophel unites 
God ſaid, he lows your father; could he bring | The malcontents of all the Iſraelites 
ld. A better proof than to anoint him king? | Whoſe differing parties he would wiſely join, 
> It ſurely ſhew'd he loy'd the ſhepherd well, For ſeveral ends, to ſerve the ſame defign. | 
2 Who gave ſo fair a flock as Iſrael. II The bet, and of the princes ſome were ſuch, 
„ Would David have you thought his darling ſon, Who thought the power of monarchy too much; 
2 What means he then to alienate the crown? Miſtaken men, and patriots in their hearts; 
ound, The name of godly he may bluſh to bear : Not wicked, but ſeduc'd by impious arts. 
1 her Is't after God's own heart to cheat his heir; | By theſe the-ſprings of property were bent, 
| He to his brother gives ſupreme command, And wound ſo high, they crack'd the government, 
. To you a legacy of barren land; The next for intereſt ſought t'embroil the ſtate, - 
, Perhaps th'old harps on which he thumps his lays, | To ſel] their duty at a dearer rate, : 
TY Or ſome dull Hebrew ballad in your praiſe. And make their Jewiſh markets of the throne; 
eign! Then the next heir, a prince ſevere and wiſe, | Pretending public good to ſerve their o wu. 
own, Already looks on you with jealous eyes; Others thought kings an uſeleſs heavy load. 
. Sees through the thin diſguiſes of your arts, { Who coſt too much, and did too little good. 
2 And marks your progreſs in the people's hearts; | Theſe wer? for laying honeſt David by, | 
1 Though now his mighty ſoul its grief contains, | On principles of pure good huſband ev. 
we; He meditates revenge who leaſt complains; | With them join'd all th haranguers of the throng, 
have? And like a lion flumb'ring in the way, RN That thought to get preferment by the tongue. 
3 Or ſleep diſſembling, while he waits his prey, Who follow next a double _—_ — 
um. His fearleſs foes within his diſtance draws, Not only hating David but the king; 
Leaky Conſtrains his roaring, and contracts his paws ; | The — rout, well vers d of old, 
Till at the laſt, his time for fury found., In godly faction, and in treaſon bol; 
He ſhoots with ſudden vengeance from the Cowring and quaking at a conqu'ror's ſword, 
3 ground; 3 But lofty to a lawful prince reſtored ' 
0 The proſtrate vulgar paſſes o'er and ſpares, | Saw with diſdain an Ethnic plot begun, 
5 But with a lordly rage his hunters tears. | And ſcorn'd by Jebuſites · to be outdone. 
re, Vour caſe no tame expedients will afford: | Hot Levites headed theſe; who pull'd before 
r; Reſolve on death or conqueſt by the ſword, From th'ark, which in the judges days they bore, 
pplys Which for no leſs a ſtake than life you draw; | Reſum'd their cant, and with a zealous cry, 
y. And ſelf-defence is nature's eldeſt law. | Purſu'd their old belov'd theocracy : TELE 
3 cave the warm people no conſidering time; Where ſanhedrim and prieſt enſlav'd the nation, 
: For then rebellion may be thought a crime. And juftify'd their ſpoils by inſpiration : | 
[Ny vail yourſelf of what occaſion gives, | | For who ſo fit to reign as Aaron's race, 
ut try your title while your father lives: If once dominion they could found in grace ? 
ad, that your arms may have a fair pretence, | Theſe led the pack, tho” not of ſureſt ſcent, 
z roclaim you take them in the king's defence; | Yet deepeſt mouth'd againſt the government. 
hole ſacred life each minute would expoſe | A num'rous hoſt of dreaming ſaints ſucceed, 
o plots, from ſeeming friends and ſecret foes. Of the true old enthuſiaſtic breed: 
5 d ad who can ſound the depth of David's ſoul ? | 'Gainſt form and order 7 power employ, 
y Til haps his fear his kindneſi may controul. | Nothing to build, and all thing: to deſtray. a | 
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1 But far more num'rous was the herd of ſuch | His hand a vaſe of juſtice did upliol d; And gave 
18 Who think too little, and who talk too much; His neck was loaded with a chats < gold, Unknown 
. Theſe, out of mere inſtinct, they knew not why, | During his office treaſon was no crime; His judgn 
1 Ador'd their father's God and property; [The ſons of Belial had a glorious time: Which pi 
Tx And by the ſame blind benefit of fate, For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf, And ſuite 
14 | The devil and the Jebuſite did hate: | Yetlov'd his wicked neigtibour as himſelf. | Then gro 
. | — ev'n in their own deſpite, | When two or three were gather' to declaim Let Iirael 
14 Becauſe they could not help believing right. | Againſt the monarch of Jcruſalem And raſhi 
1 Such were the tools : but a whole Hydra more | Shimei was always in the midſt of them "OE Our laws 
18 Remains of ſprouting heads too long to ſcore. And if they curs'd the king when he was b He takes 
11 Some of their chiefs were princes of the land; Would rather curſe than break good com Were Ir 
14 In the firſt rank of theſe did Zimri ſtand lf any durſt his factious friends accuſe; __ od 
J. A man ſo various, that he ſeem'd to be He pack'd a jury of diſſenting Jews; i Should w 
4 | Not one, but all mankind's epitome: oe fellow feeling in the godly cauſe | E 
1 | Sul „ always in the wrong [Would free the ſuff ring faint from human laws, 3 
14 Vas ev'ry thing by ſtarts, and nothing long; For laws are only made to puniſh thoſe And loac 
448 Bur, in the courſe of one revolving moon, - | Who ſerve the king, and to protect his foes, 2 
Til. Was chemiſt, fidler, ſtateſman, and buffoon : If any leiſure time be had from power | Indulgin 
#1 Thenall for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, | Becauſe tis fin to miſemploy an hour, | And Cox 
. Beſides ten thouſand freaks that dy d in thinking. His buſineſs was, by writing to perſuade 8 In terms 
_ | Bleſt madman, who could ev'ry hour employ That kings were uſeleſs, and a clog to trade : 3 
1 With ſomething new to wiſh, or to enjoy! | And that his noble ſtyle he might refine, The ben 
1 Railing and 3 his uſual themes; No Rechabite more ſhunn'd the fumes of wine . 9 
0 And both, to ſhewe his judgment in extremes z | Chaſte were his cellars, and his ſbrieval board e 
Kg "> nga iolent, we over-civil, 8 I The groſſneſs of a city feaſt abhorr'd ; 5 arte 
17 That er ry ns with him was God or Devil. His cooks, with long diſuſe, their trade forgot; 8 
1 In ſquand'ring wealth was his peculiar art: | Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were hot, v 
11 Nothing went unrewarded but deſert. uch frugal virtue malice may accuſe; _ ew 
i Beggar d by fools, whom ſtill he found too late; | But ſure twas neceſſary to the Jews y * 
#40 He had his jeſt, and they had his eſtate. = For towns once burnt, ſuch magiſtrates requir —_ 
ik HY He lat cd himſelf from court ; — then ſought | As dare not tempt God's providence by fire. -_ Lox 
1 . 4 | By f 2 5 5 With ſpiritual food he fed his ſervants well, H. 100 
1 By forming parties, but could ne'er be chief: But free from fleſh that made the Jews rebel: 3 * 
1 For, ſpite of him, the weight of bus'neſs fell And Moſcs' laws he held in more account, — + 
"20 On Abſalom and wiſe Achitophe] : I For forty days of faſting in the mount. H get 
1 Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft, To ſpeak the reſt, who better are forgot | Th * 
11 3 not faction, bur of that was left. Would tire a well breath'd witneſs of the plot, And ff 
1 * * and names *twere tedious to rehearſe, | Yet, Corah, thou ſhalt from oblivion paſs; Few 
ih af — ords, below the dignity of verſe. | | EreC thyſelf, thou monumental braſs, | Mo 0 
. bi 3 its, . the — as the ſerpent of thy metal made, * 
6 = 1 | | While nations ſtand ſecure beneath thy ſhade. ; 1 
N Kind huſbands and mere nobles all the reſt. Wh * ov * | houg 
] + 1 : 20 * . * name of dulneſs, be 1 28 ä wes ws yer cnt . 
4 The well-hung Balaam and cold Caleb free: | From earthly v 3 ere they ſhine in fries, A 
i {+ . . And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, Prodigious 8 pk pg — l __ mu > 2 
40 : Who made new porridge for the paſchal lamb. | By weaver's ſue, as by prince's ſon. | No ol 
00 Let friendſhip's holy band ſome names aſſure; | This arch atteſtor for the public good 5 at 
| 1 Some their own worth, and ſome let ſcorn ſecure. | By that one decd ennobles all his blood. | Fg 
i 44 Vor ſhall the raſcal rabble here have place, ho ever aſk'd the witneſs's high race M bl 
4 | Whom kings no title gave, and God no grace: | Whoſe oath with martyrdom did Stephen grace Cha - 
=: Not bull-fac'd Jonas, who could ſtatutes draw | Ours was a Levite, and as times went then, h 
184 2 3 15 ebellion, and make reaſon law. | His tribe were God Almighty's gentlemen. Is gro 
e The © h _— follow d by a worſe, unk were his eyes, his voice was harſh and loud, Exalts 
„ I 3 i | _ s anointed dar'd to curſe. | Sure figns he neither choleric was, nor proud: And a 
14.4 | —_— W - a outh did early promiſe bring His long chin prov'd his wit; his faint- ike gra& He gi\ 
I l t e and hatred to his king, | IA church vermillion, and a Moſes? face. But w 
bk ws wy from expenſive fins refrain; His memory, miraculouſly great, He, o 
1034 * never 8 _ Sabbath but for gain: | Could plots, exceeding man's belief, repeat: And! 
1 yn _ Ko * try an oath to vent, Which therefore cannot be accounted lies, Take 
Fai | Thus — 2 — the government. | For human wit could never ſuch deviſc. 'Tis ; 
4 414 = —_— w S by the moſt ready way, | Some future truths are mingled in his book; No ce 
| i | Th g the Jews, which was to cheat and pray; | But where the witneſs fail'd, the prophet ſpoke3 Theſe 
6 © Cy Us. reward hrs pious hate Some things likè viſionary flight appear: And 
F Again{This maſter, choſe him magiſt e 
[, Che mar magiſtrate, The ſpirit caught him upthe Lord knows whe May 
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1 And gave him his rabbinical degree, : | Youth, beauty, graceful action, ſeldom fail ; 


. "Ry" nmon int'reſt always will prevail: 
n to foreign univerſity. i But common int're 
* - — 2 mem'ry did excel; _ And pity never ay tag ws _ FE 8 
Aro his wondrous evidence ſo well, A him 1 PEOP ir — 8 
g i | e crow | * 
C00 With ire hands their young Meſſiah bets 
Les let focs ſuſpect his heav'nly call, Who now begins his Mts” * — train ; 
: ok ſhly judge his writ apocryphal; —& With chariots, horſemen, oy uo s train: 
— 8 , 
EN his trade. And, like the tun, . | 
r | F ins before him as the morning ſtar, 
Y, | ſelf in witneſs Corah's place, | Famerun re ie 26M 
aj hdr who did me ſuch a dire diſgrace | | And ſhouts of joy ſalute him — 1 
Should whet my memory, tho? once forgot, Each houſe receives him tf. ago 1 
To make him an appendix of my plot. [And conſecrates the place of his abode. 


His zeal to Heav'n made him his prince deſpiſe, | But hoſpitable treats did moſt commend 


| n : har, his wealthy weſtern friend. 
aws, And load his perſon with * | This — — * 4 ght the people's eyes, 
. * yes 1 ＋ . nr "A And ſeem'd but pomp, did other ends diſguiſe; 
Indulging latitude to : "Wo itophel had form'd it, with intent  _ 
And Corah might for Agag's —_— _ A 1 a, and fathom whereit went. 
In terms as coarſe as Samucl us d to Saul. The people's hearts diſtinguiſh friends from foes, = 
. „ wy their ſtrength before they came to blows. 
2 The beſt that could be had for love . —_— 1 Vet all was colour'd with a ſmooth pretence 
f n — 5 ſpecious love, and duty to their prince. 
_ For Witneſs is a common name to al 1 „„ grievances, | | 
rd rey — — > neg of — TOs Tus names that always cheat and always pleaſe, 
Deluded Abſalom forſakes the court: e king David's life 
ot; Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with renown, | Are © _- * — N Ee 
hot, And fir'd with near poſſeſſion of a crown. Endanger y © dremer anc a au.. . 
eee 2 iſe, Thus in a pageant ſhow a plot is made; 
Th'admiring crowd are dazzÞd with ſurpriſe, * n 
. And on his goodly perſon feed their eyes. Ind PEACE ITIE _ 24 by ill! 
vi WY yon tee imo . Keel! ever mad by ll 
r frames, | Did ever men forſake their preſent eaſc ? 
I, His looks, his geſtures, and his words he frames, | oper poets» + — — 
ok And with familiar eaſe wane? _ —_— Take ains contingent miſchiefs to foreſce ? 
Thus form'd by nature, furniſh wn N Make heirs for monarchs, and for God decrce ? 
r people give away, 
Then with a kind (gn, ans OS :: ----- Ts c ſons, their native ſway > 
" And highs, beſpeaking pity ere he ſpoke, | Then they are left defenceleſs to the fvord 
| n — Of each * arbitrary lord: | 
5 * ſlow than Hy — r And laws are vain, by which we right enjoy, 
_1 mgurn, my countrymen, you a BE ker ueſtion'd can thoſe laws deſtroy | 
de. Though far unable to prevent your fate : If kings unq 2 S_ 
men Behold a baniſh'd man for your dear cnufe 9 95 1 125 3 0 — 
Q 3 a prey to arbitrary _ „ Ihen this reſuming cov'nant was declar d 
M «oh! thas 1 _ —_ 2 3 When kings were made, or is for ever barr'd. 
e 
all your liberties gel "a | ir own deed their own poſterity, 
r — fog — . Adam bind rk race 
a e your facred —— name, | How could his forfcit on mankind take place? 
a er, Wnom vit rev , h , | juſtice damn us all | 
race? Charm: d into eaſe, is careleſs of his fame; Or how could heav'aly j 3 
ö f _—y . 55 a d to our father's fall? 
5 And, brib'd with ſums of foreign gold, | Who ne'er conſente 
4 7 | | | — 
Wo Is grown in Bethſlicbas embraces old; Then * . . wy 8 | 
01% xalt3 his enemies, his friends deſtroys; = | = theis neue nd 
„ 
2 — a _ — 2 ? |Is miſchievouſly ſeated in the crowd: 
ny thou e his own an ehe . . 
( | be ſecure of private right, 
©, only he, can make the nation bleed, For who can be non 8 
Fn ' : , ſway may be diſſolv'd by might? 
2 And ne alone from my revenge is — * Gy 1 anon 2 
| Leke then my tears (with that he wip'd his eyes) The mail max ar: comma 2n.the for ; 2 
Tis all the aid my preſent pow'r ſupplies: _ e moſt may — rg 
K; No court informer can theſe arms accuſe : And faultleſs kings, run down by common cry, 
oke; * inſt their fathers uſe : | For vice, oppreſſion, and for tyranny. 
po \,., - ms my ſons againſt their fathers uſe : W 
| 2 Us my wiſh the next ſucceſlor's reign ex A, ing to the mark, runs faſter out? 
here; Way make no other Iſraelite complain. | Which, flowing * 


Nor 


—_ 
Nor only crowds, but ſanhedrims may be 
Infected with this public lunacy, 8 
And ſhare the madneſs of rebellious times, 
To murder monarchs for imagin'd crimes. 


If they may give and take whene'er they pleaſe, | Fs 
I Fromthence thy kindred legions mayſt thou bring, 

To aid the guardian angel of thy king. | 
Here ſtop, mv Muſe, here ceaſe th x painful flight: 


Not kings alone, the Godhead's images, 

But government itſelf at length muſt fall 

To nature's ſtate, where all have right to all. 

| Yet grant our lords the people kings can make, 

What prudent men a ſettled throne would 

ET © . 0% 55 | Os 

For whatſoc'er their ſufferings were before, 
That change they covet makes them ſuffer more. 

All other c rors but diſturb a ſtate ; | 
But innovation 1s the blow of Fate. | 

If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall, 

To patch their flaws and buttreſs up the wall, 
Thus far 'tis duty: but here fix the mark; 
For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 

To change foundations, caſt the frame anew, 
Is work for rebels who baſe ends purſue ; 
At orce divine and human laws controul, 
And mend the parts by ruin of the whole. 
The iamp'ring world is ſubject to this curſe, 
To phy ſic their diſeaſe into a worſe. 

Now what relief can righteous David bring? 
Ho fatal tis to be too good a king! g 
Friends he has few, ſo high the madneſs 

„„ | 
Who dare be ſuch muſt be the people's foes. 
| Yer ſome there were, ev'n in the worſt of days; 
Some let me name, and naming is to praiſe. 
In this ſhort file Barzillai firſt appears; 
Barzillai, crown'd with honor and — 
Long ſince, the riſing rebels he withſt | 
In regions waſte beyond the Jordan's flood : 
Unfortunately brave to buoy the ſtate; _ 
But ſinking underncath his maſter's fate: 
In exile with his godlike prince he mourn'd ; 
For him he ſuffer'd, and with him return'd. 
The court he practis'd, not the courtier's art: 
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart. 
Which well the nobleſt objects knew to choole, 
The fighting warrior and recording Muſe, 
His bed could once a fruitful iſſue boaſt ; 


No more than half a father's name is loſt. 
His eldeſt hope, with ev'ry grace adorn'd, 


By me, fo Hcav'n will have it, always mourn'd, 
And always honour'd, — tnatch'd in manhood's 
5 prime | | 5 | 
B' unequal fates, and providence's crime: 

Vet not before the goal of honor won, 
All parts fulfilbd of ſubject and of fon : 
Swift was the race, but ſhort the time to run. 
Oh narrow circle, but of power divine, 
Scanted in ſpace, but — 2 in thy line! 
By fea, by land, thy matchleſs worth was known, 
Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own : 
Thy force infus'd the fainting Tyrians propp'd: 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune ſtopp'd. 
Oh ancient honor ! Oh unconquer'd hand, 
Whom foes unpunith'd never could withſtand ! 
But Iſrael was unworthy of his name: 


Short is the date of all immod ' rate fame, 
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or fled the with his life, and left this verſe 


+ If thou canſt find on earth another he: 
Another he would be too hard to find; 
See then whom thou canſt ſee not far behind. 

Zadoc the prieſt, whom, ſhunning power and 


| His lowly mind advanc'd to David's grace, 
| With him the Sagan of Jeruſalem, | 


| Flows in fit words and heav'nly eloquence. 


| To theſe ſucceed the pillar of the laws; 


{ To move aſſemblies, who but only try'd | 
The worſe awhile, then choſe the better fide : 
Nor choſe alone, but turn'd the balance too; 


| Whoſe looſe careers his ſteady {kill commend: 


And durſt not truſt thy perſon and thy mind. 


To learning and to loyalty were bred : 


Sharp-judging Adriel, the Muſes friend, 
| Himſelf a muſe: in ſanhedrims debate 


His frugal care ſupply'd the wanting throne ; 


For Amie]: who can Amiel's praiſe refuſe? 
| Of ancient race by birth, but nobler yet 
la his own worth, and without title great: 


Their reaſon guided, and their paſſion cool'd: 


Book II. 
It looks as Heaven our ruin had deſign'd, 


Now, free from earth, thy diſencumber'd foul 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds ang 
ſtarry pole : 


No pinions can purſue immortal height : 
Tell good Barzillai thou canſt ſing no more, 
And tell thy foul ſhe ſhould have fled before: 


To hang on her departed patron's hearſe? _ 
Now take thy fteepy flight from Heav*n, and ſee 


place, 


Of hoſpitable ſoul, and noble ſtem; | 
Him of the weſtern dome, whoſe weighty ſenſe 


The prophet's ſons, by ſuch example led, 


For colleges on bounteous kings depend 
And never rebel was to arts a friend. 
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Who beſt can plead, and beſt can judge a cauſy 
Next them a train of loyal peers aſcend ; | 


True to his prince, but not a ſlave of ſtate ; 
Whom David's love with honors did adorn, 
That from his diſobedient fon were torn. 

Jotham, of piercing wit and pregnant thoughts 
Endu'd by nature, and by learning taught, 


So much the weight of one brave man can do, 
Huſhai, the friend of David in diſtreſs; 
In public ſtorms of manly ſtedfaftneſs, 
By foreign treaties he — his youth, 
And join'd experience to his native truth. 


Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own n: 
'Tis eaſy conduct when exchequers flow; 
But hard the taſk to manage well the low : 
For ſov'reign pow'r is too depreſs'd or high, 
When kings are forc'd to ſell, or crowds to buy. 
Indulge one labour more, my weary Mute, 


The ſanhedrim long time as chief he rul'd, 


So dext'rous was he in the crown's defence, 
So form'd to ſpeak a loyal nation's ſenſe, 
That, as their band was Iſrael's tribes in 
So fit was he to repreſent them all. 
Now raſher charioteers the ſcat aſcend, 


T hey, 


ey, like th'unequal ruler of the da 
Marie the ſeaſons, and miſtake 3 


While he withdrawn at their mad labours ſmiles, 
And ſafe enjoys the ſabbath of his toils, 


Theſe were the chief, a ſmall but faithful band 
Of worthies, in the breach who dar'd to ſtand, 
And tempt th' united fury of the land: 

With griefthey,view'dſuch pow'rful engines bent, 
To batter down the lawful government. 
A num'rous faction with pretended frights, 
In ſanhedrims to plume the regal rights; 
The true ſucceſſor from the court remov'd; 
The plot by hireling witneſſes, improv'd. | 
Theſe ills they ſaw, and, as their duty bound, 
They ſhew d the king the danger of the wound; 
That no conceſſions from the throne would 
YO „ - 
But lenitives fomented the diſeaſe : 
That Abſalom, ambitious of the crown, 5 
Was made the lure to draw the people down: 
That falſe Achitophei's pernicious hate 
Had turn'd the plot, to ruin church and ſtate: 
The council violent the rabble worſe : | 
That Shimei taught Jeruſalem to curſe. 
With all theſe loads of injuries oppreſt, 
And long revolving in his careful breaſt 
Th'event of things, at laſt his patience tir' d, 
Thus, from his royal throne by heav'n inſpir'd, 
The god-like David ſpoke z with awful fear 
His train their Maker in their maſter hear. 
Thus long have I, by native mercy, ſway'd, 
My wrongs diſſembled, my revenge delay'd : 
do willing to forgive ch offending age; 
do much the father did the king aſſuage; 
But now ſo far my clemency they ſlight, 
Th'offenders — my forgiving right. 
That one was made for many they contend; | 
But 'tis to rule; for that's a monarch's end. 
They call my tenderneſs of blood my fear; 
Though manly tempers can the longeſt bear. 
Jet, ince = will divert my native courſe, . 

Tis time to ſhow I am not good by force. 
Thoſe hcap'd affrontsthat haughty ſubjects bring, 
Are burdens for a camel, not a Kang z-. 
Kings are the public pillars of the ſtate, 

* to fuſtain and prop the nation's weight: 
Tal young Samſon will pretend at cal! 
30 ke the eoſtunn, let him ſhare the fall: 
| =, ts 74 would repent and live 
ealy tis for parents to wel! 4 EIT 
With how few tears a pardon might be won 
ang nature, pleading for a darling fon ! 
Nast Pied youth, by my paternal care, 
Ha dupto all the height his frame could bear 
al God ordain'd his fate for empire born, 
G you have giv'n his ſoul another turn: 

d with a patriot's name, whoſe modern ſenſe 

ys that would by law ſupplant his prince; 
Nen People's brave, the politician's tool; 

— was patriot yet but was a fool. 
$ hence comes it, that religion and the faws 
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| But Eſau's hands ſuit ill with Jacob's voice. 
| My pious ſubjec̃ts for my ſafety pray; 
| Which to ſecure, they take my pow'r away, 


Ih curſt effi 


Her 
To tempt the terror of her front and die. 
By their own arts 'tis righteouſly decreed, 


| He ſaid: ThiAlmighty 


25) 


| His old inſtructor, ere he loſt his place, 


Was never thought endu'd with fo much grace. 


| Good heav'ns, how faction can a patriot paint 
My rebel ever proves my people's iaint. 
Would thcy impoſe an heir upon the throne, 
Let ſanhedrims be taught to give their own, 

A king's at leaſt a of government: 

And mine as requiſite as their conſent : 

Without my leave a future king to chuſe, 


| Infers a right the preſent to depoſe. 


True, they petition me t'approve their choice: ; 


From plots and treaſons Heay'n preſerve my years, 
But fave me moſt from my petitioners ; 
Unſatiate as the barren womb or grave, | 
God cannot grant ſo much as they can crave. 


| What then is left, but with a jealous eye, 


To guard the ſmall remains of royalty ? 
The law ſhall ſtill direct my peaceful ſway, 
And the ſame law teach rebels to obev : | 
Votes ſhall no more eſtabliſh'd power controul, 
Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. 


No groundleſs clamours ſhall = friends remove, 
| Nor crowds have power to puni 


| ere they prove; 
For Gods and god-like kings their care expreſs 
Still to defend their ſervants in diftreſs. : 
Oh, that my power to ſaving were confin'd! 


m ; 
| Why am! bed, like heav'n, againſt my mind, > 


To make examples of another kind ? 
Muſt I at length the ſword of juſtice draw? 

s of neceſſary law! 
How ill my fear they by my mercy ſcan! 
Beware the fury of a patient man. 5 
Law they require, let law then ſhow her face z 
They could not be content to look on grace, 

kinder arts, but with a daring eyes 


Thoſe dire artiſicers of death ſhall bleed: 


| Againſt themſelves their witneſſes will ſweat, 


Till, viper like, their mother- plot they tear; 
And ſuck for nutriment that bloody gore, 
Which was their principal of life before. 


| Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight: 
Thus on my foes, my foes ſhall do me right. 


Nor doubt th'event : for factious crowds engage, 
In their firſt onſet, all their brutal rage. N 
Then let them take an unreſiſted courſe : 


| | Retire, and traverſe, and delude their force: 


But when they ſtand all breathleſs, urge the fight, 
And riſe upon them with redoubl'd might : 
For lawful power is ſtill ſuperior found; | 
When long driv'n back, at length it ſtands the 
ground. — — — 5 
nodding gave conſents 
And peals of thunder. ſhook the firmament, 
Henceforth a ſeries of new time began; 


| The mighty years in long proceſſion ran: 


Once more the god-like David was reſtor 
| lord 


more be Abfalotn's than Dayid's cauſe ? 
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And willing nations knew their lau fu UH 
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& quis tamen ſæc quogue, fi — 
« Captus amore leget — 


| or the year 1680, Mr. Dryden undertook the 
poem. of Abſalom and Achitophel, non the defire } 
of K1 ing C:arles II. The performance was ap- 
plane ever one; and ſeveral perſons preſſe 
FL Frm to cbrite a Second part, ke, uon declining 
at himſe If, ſpoke to Mr. Tate to «write yas and gave. 
him his advice in directing e* it; aue 7 that pay] 
be? THING ih _ 


« Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpir Its preſs, ” 
| ond ending auillli | 


« To un like Doeg , and to write like thee.” Tis ſcarce ſo much his guardian ang 


containing near itwwo . Ver ſos, 2 en- 
tir cly Mr. Dryden's compoſition, befices fome | 
touches in other places.—The preceding lines, up- 
svards of three hundred in number, were written 
by Mr. 7. wie, The Poem is here pri 'nted complete. 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 


- SINCE men, like beaſts, each other's prey were 
| made 
Since trade began, and vrieftivocd grew a 9 z 

Since realms were form'd, none ſure ſo curſt as 

hat madly their own happineſs oppole z [thoſe 
There Heavenitſelf, and god-like kings, in vain, 
Shower down the manna of a gentle reign ; 
While pamper'd crowds to mad ſedition run, 
And monarchs by indulgence are undone, 
Thus David's clemency \ was fatal grown, 
While wealthy faction aw'd the wanting throne. 
For now their ſov ereign's orders to contemn 
Was held the charter of Jeruſalem; 
His rights t'invade, his tributes to n 
A privilege peculiar to the Jeẽs; 
As if from heav'nly call this licence fell, 
And Jacob's ſecd were choſen to rebel 

Achitophel with triumph ſees his crimes 
Thus luited to the madneſs of the times; 
And Abſalom, to make his hopes ſuccecd, 
Of fatt'ring charms no longer ſtands in need; 
: While,fond of change, tho'e'er ſodearly bought, 
Our tribes outſtrip the youth's ambitious thought; 
His ſwifteſt hopes with ſwifter homage mect, 


And crowd their ſcrvile necks beneath his fect. 


Thus to his aid while preſſing tides repair, 
He mounts and ſpreads his ſtreamers in the air. 
The charms of empire might his youth miſlead, 
But what can our beſotted Iſrael plcad ? 
Sway'd bv a monarch, whoſe ſerene command 
Seems half rhe h leſſing of our promis'd land; 
Wheic only grievance is excels of cale ; 
Freedom our pain, and plenty our diſraſe! 

Vet, as all folly would lay claim to ſenſe, 
Aud wiekedneſs ne'er wanted a prete nce, 
Vir arguments they'd make their treaſon good, 
Au richreous Lav it's felt with flanders load: 
That arts of foreign wav he did afſect, 

And cuilty Je: oifires from law protect, 
Whote very cltics, com ict, were never freed ; 
Nay, we have {en thieir lacrices blecd ! 
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Accuſers infamy is urg'd in vain, 


While in the bounds of ſenſe they did contain; 


But ſoon they launch'd into th'unfathom'd tide, 
And in the depths they knew diſdam'd to ride. 
For probable diſcoverics to diſpenſe, 
Was thought below a penſion'd evidence; 
Mere truth was dull, nor ſuited with the port 
Of pamper'd Corah when advanc'd to court. 
No leſs than wonders now they will impoſe, 
And projects void of grace or ſenſe diſcloſe, 
Such was the change on pious Michal brought. 
Michal that ne'er was cruel ev'n in thought; 
The beſt of queens, and moſt obedient wife, 
Impeach'd of curſt deſigns on David's life! 
His life, the theme of her eternal prayer, 

8 Care. 
Not ſummer morns ſuch mildneſs can diſcloſe, ' 
The Hermon lily, nor the Sharon roſe. 
Neglecting each vain pomp of majeſty, 
Tranſported Michal feeds her thoughts on high: 
She lives with angels, and, as angels do, 


Reviving widows ſmile, and orphans fing. 
Oh! when rebellious Iſrael's crimes at height, 
The piety of Michal then remain 


Lets defolation did the peſt purſue, : 


That from Dan's limits to Beerſheba ſlew ; 


Leſfs.fatal the repeated wars of Tyre, 


And leſs Jeruſalem's avenging fire. 


With gentler terror theſe our ſtate o'er-ran, 


| Than fince our evidencing days began ! 
On ex'ry cheek a pale confuſion far, 


Continued fear beyond the worſt of fate ! 
Truſt was no more, art ſcience uſeleſs made 3 
All occupations loſt but Corah's trade. 
Meanwhile a guard on modeſt Corah wait, 
If not for ſafety needful, yet for ſtate. 


Well might he deem each peer and prince his flare, | 
And lord 1 it o'er the tribes which he could ſave: 
1 Evn vice in him was virtue — what ſad fate 
| But for his honeſty had ſeiz'd our tate ! 


And with what tyranny: had we been curſt, 
Had Corah never prov'd a villain firſt! 

Ti have told his knowledge of th'intrigue in groſo, 
Had been, alas, to our deponeut's loſs : 
The travell'd Levite had th' experience got 

To huſband well, and make the beſt of's plot; 
And therefore, * an evidence of ſkill, 

With wiſe reſcrves ſecur'd his penſion ſill; 

Not quite of future pow'r himſelf bereft, 


! But limbos large for unbelievers left. 


And now his writ tuch reverence had got, 
Tas worte than plutting to ſuſpect his plot. 
Some were ſo well convinc'd, they made no doubt 


| Themſelves to help the founder'd-ſwearers out; 


Some had their ſenſe impos'd on by their fear; 
Burt more for int'reſt's fake belicve-and ſwear : 


Vet, than all theſe, a viler crew remain, 


| Who with Achitephel the cry maintain; 


| Quits heaven ſometimes to bleſs the world below: 
| Where,cheriſh'd by her bounty's plenteous ſpring, 


Are threaten'd with her Lord's approaching fate, 


In Hear'n's remembrance, and prolong his reign ! 


Ev*n to that height with fome the phrenzy grew, 
They rag'd to find their danger not prove true. 
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Not urg'd by fear, nor thro” miſguided ſenſe 
(Blind zeal and ſtarving need had ſome pretence) 
But for the good old cauſe that did excite 
Th'original rebels wiles, revenge and ſpight. 
Theſe raiſe the plot to have the ſcandal thrown 
Upon the bright ſucceſſor of the crown, . 
Whoſe virtue with ſuch wrongs they had purſu'd, 
As ſeem'd all hope of pardon to exclude. 

Thus, while on private ends their zeal is built, 
The cheated crowd applaud, and ſhare their guilt, 
Such practices as theſe, too groſs to lic 

Long unobſerv'd by each diſcerning eye, 

The more judicious Iſraelites unſpell'd, 

Though ſtill the charm the giddy rabble held, 
Ev'n Abſalom amidſt the dazzling beams - 
Of empire, and ambition's flatt'ring dreams, 
Perceives the plot, too foul to be excus'd, 

To aid deſigns, no leſs pernicious, us'd. 

And, filial ſenſe yet ſtriving in his breaſt, 
Thus to Achitophel his doubts expreſt : 


\ 


Why are my thoughts upon a crown em ploy'd, 


th. 


Not ſo when virtue did my arms require, 
And to my father's wars I flew intire. 
My regal pow'r how will my foes reſent, 


Give me a ſon's unblemiſh'd truth again, 
Or quench the fparks of duty that remain. 
Andifth'imagin'd guilt thus wound my thought, 
What will it when the tragic ſcene is wrought ? 
And when the civil furics are on wing 
That blind and undiſtinguiſh'd ſlaughters fling, 
Oh ! rather let me periſh in the ftrife, 5 
Than have my crown the price of David's life! 
| 
His ſoul's anointed temple may invade, | 
Or, preſt by clam'rous crowds, myſelf be made 
hich if my filial tenderneſs oppoſe, 
Ace to the empire by their arms J roſe, 
The ſame pretence of public good will hold, 
And new Achitophels be found as bold 
— ſmile that did his riſiug ſpleen diſgulſe, 
My thoughts preſum'd our labour's at an end; 
As tis for them to find it in the crowd. 
I in the doubtful paſſage you are gone, 
4 view d your motions long with jealous eyes; 
dur perſon's charms, your more prevailing arts, 


When I myſelf have ſcarce my own conſent! 
The taſk to me; to prove unjuſt, how hard! 
The realm we'd rule we firſt muſt overthrow; 
the king? | 
In peace, ſome vile officious villain's hand 
Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be ſpilt. 
A new uſurper crown'd, and I deftroy'd : 
e ſaid. The ſtateſman with a ſmile replies, 
hoſe want in kings, as needful is allow'd, 
ie crown's true heir, a = ſevere and wile, 
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Which once obtain'd can be but half enjoy'd? | 
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' Whoſe patience is th'effeCt of ſtinted power, 

But treaſures vengeance for the fatal hour; 

And if remote the peril he can bring, 

Your preſent danger's greater from the king. 
Let not a parent's name deceive your ſenſe, 

Nor truſt the father in a jealous prince! 
Your trivial faults if he could fo reſent, 

To doom you little leſs than baniſuhment, 
What rage muſt your preſumption ſince inſpirel 
Againſt his orders you return from Tyre. 
Nor only fo, but with a pomp more high, 

And open court of popularity, | 
The factious tribes And this reproof from thee ? 
The prince replies, O ſtateſman's winding ſkill! 
They firſt condemn that firſt advis'd the ill?! 
Ttuftrious youth, return'd Achitophel, 


j Miſconftrue not the words that mean you well. 


The courſe you ſteer I worthy blame conclude 
But 'tis becauſe you leave it unpurſu'd, _ 
A monarch's crown with fate ſurrounded lies; 
Who reach, lay hold on death that miſs the prize. 
Did you for this expole yourſelf to ſnow, 
And to the crowd bow popularly low ! 


| For this your glorious progreſs next ordain, 
| With chariots, horſemen, and a num'rous train, 
| With fame before you, like the morning ſtar, 


And ſhouts of joy ſaluting from afar * [view, 


Oh, from the heights you've reach'd but take a 


Scarce leading Lucifer could fall like you ! 
And muſt I here my ſhipwreck'd arts bemoan? 


| Have I for this ſo oft made Iſrael groan ? 


Your ſingle int'reſt with the nation weigh'd, _ 
And turn'd the ſcale where your deſires were laid! 
Ev'n when at helm a courſe fo dang'rous moy'd 
To land your hopes as my removal prov'd. 
I not diſpute, the royal youth replies, 

The known perfection of your policies, 

Nor in Achitophel yet grudge or blame 

The privilege that ſtateſmen ever claim; 

Who private int'reſt never yet purſu'd, 

But ſtill prerended *twas for others good: 
What — yet e' er ſcap'd his fate, 
Who Ge his own neck not ſav'd the ſtate ? 
From hence on ev'ry hum'rous wind that vecr'd, 
With ſhifted fails a ſev'ral courſe you ſtecr'd, 
What from a ſway did David e'er purſue 


- 


That ſeem'd like abſolute, but ſprung from vou? 
Who at your inſtance quaſh'd each penal law, 


| That kept diſſenting factious Jews in awe; 
I } And who ſuſpends fi xt laws, may abrogate; 


That done, form new, and fo enſlave the ſtate. 
Ev'n property, whoſe champion now you ſtand, 
And ſeem for this the idol of the land, 

Did ne'cr ſuſtain ſuch violence before, 

As when your counſel ſhut the royal tore ; 
Advice, that ruin to whole tribes procur'd, 
But ſecret kept till vour own banks ſecur'd. 
Recount with this the triple cov'nant broke, 


| And Ifrael fitted for a foreign yoke; 


Nor here your counſels fatal progreſs ſtaid, 

But ſent our levied pow'rs to Pharaoh's aid. 
Hence Tyre and Ifracl, low in ruins laid, [made, 
And Egypt, once their ſcorn, their common terror 


How flight to force a throne that legions guard 
Dire war muſt firſt be conjur'd from below; 

Who knows what impious chance may reach 

Or, if the tempeſt of the war he ſtand, 

His murtherer; rebellious crowds, whoſe guilt 
hoſe very arms on me ſhall be employ'd, 
ourgetheneedful change, perhaps the old. j 
nd are we ſtill with conſcience to contend ? 
ad only can be ſafe by preffing on. 
ad mark'd your prog reſs in the people's hearts, 


Ev'n yet of ſuch a ſeaſon can we dream, 
When royal rights you made your darling theme; 
S * | For 


| 
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A tye ſo firm as always will avail 5 
When ang nature, and religion fail; 


His ſtrength as yet in David's friendſhip 


And from our agents muzzle up their law. 


Moogſt thefe, extorting Ithban firſt appears, 
Purſu'd by meagre troop of bankrupt heirs. 
Hleſt times when Iſhban, he whole occupation 


ELEGANT 


For pow'r unlimitcd could reaſons draw, 
And place prerogative above the law ; 
Which on your fall from office grew unjuſt, 


The laws made king, the king a ſlave in truſt : 


Wnom with ſtate-crafr, to int'reſt only true, 


Jou now accuſe of iils contriv'd by you. 


To this hell's agent—Royal youth, fix here, 


Is. et int'reſt be the ſtar by which you ſteer, 


Hence to repoſe your truſt in me was wiſe, 


Whoſe int'reſt molt in your advancement lies. 


ol 


On our” the ſafety of the crowd depends; 
Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends ; 
Whom [I will cauſc fo far our guilt to ſhare, 
Till they are made our champions by their fear. 
Wat oppoſition can your rival bring, 
While ſanhedrims are jcalous of the _ 
ics, 
And what can David's ſelf without ſupplies? 
Who with excluſive bills muſt now diſpenſe, 
Debar the heir, or ſtarve in his defence; 
Conditioas which our elders nc'er will quit, 


And David's juſtice never can admit. 


Or forc'd by wants his brother to betray, 
To your ambition next he clears the way 


For if ſucceſſion once to nought they bring, 


q heir next advance removes the preicnt king : 
Perſiſting elle his ſenates to diſſolve, | 


In equal hazard ſhall his reign involve. 


Our tribes, whom Pharaoh's pow'r ſomuch alarms, 
Shall riſe without their prince t'oppoſe his arms; 
Nor boots it on what cauſe at firſt they join, 


Their troops once up, are tools for our deſigu. 


At leaſt ſuch ſubtile cov'nants ſhall be made, 
Till peace itfelf is war in 1 
Aſſociations of myſterious fenſe 


Againſt, but ſeeming for, the king's defence: 


Een on their courts of juſtice fetters draw, 


By which a conqueſt, if we fail to make, 
Tis a drawn game at worſt, and we ſecure our 
IIe ſaid, and for the dire ſueceſs depends [ ſtake. 
On various\fects, by common guilt made friends. 


Whoſe heads, though ne'er ſo diff'ring in their 


creed, 3 BY 
P'th'poi:it of treaſon yet were well agreed. 


So long has been to cheat, reforms the nation 
Iſhban of conſcience ſuited to his trade, | 
As good a faint as us' rer ever made. 

Yet NMlammon has not fo engroſt him quite, 
But Belial lavs as large a claim of ſpight; | 
ho, for thoſe pardons from his prince he draws, 


Returus reproaches, and cries up the cauſe, 


That year in which the — he did ſway, 
He left rebellion in a hopeful way. 
Vet his ambition once was found ſo bold, 


To offer talents of extorted gold; | 


Could David's wants haveſo been brib'd, to ſhame 


Anil ſcandalize our peerage with his name! 


For which, his dear ſedition he'd forſwear, 


And cv'n turn loyal to be made a peer ! 


EXTRACTS, Book II. 


|| Next him, let railing Rabſhcka have place, 


So full of zeal he has no need of grace; 
A ſaint that can both fleſh and ſpirit uſe, 
Alike haunt conventicles and the ſtews : 
| Of whom the queſtion difficult appears, 
If moſt th'preachers or the bawds arrears. 
What caution could appear too much in him 
That keeps the treaſure of Jeruſalem ! 
Let David's brother but approach the town, 
Double our guards, he cries, we arc undone, 
Proteſting that he dares not ſleep in's bed, 
he thould rife next morn without his head, 
„Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpirits preſs, 


* 


I Of little fortunes, and of conſcience leſs; 


With them the tribe, whoſe luxury had drain'd 
Their banks, in former ſequeſtrations gain'd ; 
Who rich and great by paſt rebellions grew, 
And long to 15 the troubled ſtreams anew. 
Some further hopes, ſome preſent payment draws, 
To fell their conſcience and eſpouſe the cauſe. 
Such ſtipends thoſe vile hirelings beſt befit, 


| Prieſts without grace, and poets without wit. 


Shall that falſe Hebronite eſcape our curſe, 
Judas that keeps the rebels penſive purſe ; 
Judas that pays the treaſon-writer's fee, 
Judas that well deſerves his nameſake's tree; 


| Who at Jeruſalem's own gates erefts 
His college for a nurſery of ſects; 


Young prophets with an early care ſecures, 
And with the dung of his own arts manures ? 
What have the men of Hebron here to do? 
What part in Iſrael's promis'd land have you“ 
Here Phaleg the lay-Hebronite is come, 
Cauſe like the reſt he could not live at home; 
Who from his own poſſeſſions could not drain 
An omer ev'n of Hebronitiſh grain, | | 
Here ſtruts it like a patriot, and talks high 


—__—_— 


| Of injur'd ſubjects, alter'd property : 


An emblem of that buzzing inſe& juſt, 


That mounts the wheel, and thinks ſhe raiſes 


guſt. 8 
Can dry bones live? or ſkeletons produse 
The vital warmth of cuckoldizing juice? 
Slim Phaleg could, and at the table fed, - 
Return'd the grateful product to the bed. 
A waiting-man to trav'ling nobles choſe, 
He his own laws would ſaucily impoſe, 


Till baſtinadocd back again he went, 


To lcarn thoſe manners he to tcach was ſent. 


1 Chaftis'd he ought to have retreate d home ; : 


Put he reads politics to Abſalom. 
For never Hebronite, though kick'd and ſcorn'd, 
To his own country willingly return'd. 
—PÞur, leaving famiſh'd Phaleg to be fcd, 
And to talk treaſon for his daily bread, 
Let Hebron, nay, let hell produce a man 
So made for miſchief as Ben-Jochanan ; 

A Jew of humble parentage was he, 

By trade a Levite, though of low degree: 
| His pride no higher than the deff aſpir'd ; 
But, for the drudgery of pricſts, was hir'd 
Ts read and pray in linen ephod brave, 
And pick up ſingle ſhekels from the grave. 


| Marry'd at laſt, but finding charge come faſter, 
| He could not live by God, but chang d his maſter : 


Inſpir'd 


3 


ſter . 
ſter: 
pir'd 
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Inſpir'd by want, was made a factious tool; 
They got a villain, and we loſt a fool. 

Still violent, whatever cauſe he took, 

But moſt againſt the party he forſook; 

For renegadoes, who ne'er turn by halves, 
Are bound in conſcience to be double knaves. 
So this proſe-prophet took moſt monſtrous pains 
To let his maſters ſee he carn'd his gains. 
But, as the devil owes all his imps a thame, 
He choſe th'apoſtate for his proper theme; 
With little pains he made the picture true, 
And from reflexion took the rogue he qrew. 
A wondrous work, to prove the Jewiſh nation 
In ev'ry age a murm'ring generation ; Eh, 
To trace them from their infancy of finning, 
And ſhew them factious from their firſt beginning. 
To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock, 
Much to the credit of the choſen flock ; 

A ſtrong authority, which muſt convince, 

That ſaints owe no allegiance to their prince. 
As tis a leading card to make a whore, 

To prove her mother had turn'd up before. 
But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch bleſs 
The fon that ſhew'd his father's nakedneſs ? 
Such thanks the preſent church thy pen will give, 
Which proves rebellion was ſo primitive. 
Muſt ancient failings be examples made ? 

Then murtherers from Cain may learn their trade. 
As thou the heathen and the faint haſt drawn, 
Methinks th'apoſtate was the better man; 

And thy hot father, waving my reſpett, 


Not of a mother-church, but of a ſect. 


And ſuch he needs muſt be of thy inditing, 
This comes of drinking aſſes milk and writing. 
If Balack ſhould be call'd to leave his place, 
As profit is the loudeſt call of grace, 
His temple, diſpofſcſs'd of one, would be 
Repleniſh'd with ſev'n devils more by thec. 
Levi, thou art a load, I'll lay thee down, 
And ſhew rebellion bare, without a gown ;_ 
Poor ſlaves in metre, dull and addle-pated, 
Who ryhme below cy'n David's pſalms tranſlated. 
dome in my ſpeedy pace I muſt out- run, 
As lame Mephibotherh the wizard's fon: _ 
Tomake quick way, I'll leap o'er heavy blocks, 
Shun rotten Uzza az I would the pox ; 5 
And haſten Og and Doeg to rehearſe, 5 
Tuo fools that crutch their feeble ſenſe on verſe ; 
Who by my Muſe to all ſucceeding times, 
Shall live in ſpight of their own doggrel rhymes. 
g, though without knowing how or why, 
Made ſtill a blund'ring kind of mclody ; 
Spurr'd holdly on, and daſh d thro! thick and thin, 
Thro? ſenſe and nonſenſe, never out nor in ; 
Free from all meaning, whether good or bad, 
And in one word, heroically mad : 
ewas too warm on picking-work to dwell, 
But — his notions as they fell, 
And i they rhym'd and rattl'd, all was well; 
Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a ſatyr, 
or ſtill there goes ſome thinking to ill nature: 
needs no more than birds and beaſts to think; 
All his occaſions are to cat and drink. 
f he call rogue and raſcal from a garret, 
means you no more miſchief than a parrot : | 


The words for friend and foc alike were made; 


To fetter them in verſe is all his trade. 


For almonds he'll cry whore to his own mother : | 
And call young Abſalom king David's brother. 


|| Let him be gallows-free by my conſent, 


And nothing ſuffer ſince he nothing meant; 
Hanging ſuppoſes human ſoul and reaſon 
This animal's below commitring treafon : 
Shall he be hang'd who never could rebel? 
That's a preferment for Achitophel. 


The woman that committed buggery, 


Was rightly ſentenc'd by the law to die; 
But 'twas hard fate that to the gallows led 
The dog that never heard the ſtatute read. 


Railing in other men may be a crime, 


But ought to paſs for mere inſtin& in him: 


Inſtinct he follows, and no farther knows; 


For to write verſe with him is to tranſproſe. 
Twere pity treaſon at his door to lay, 


| Who makes heav'n's gate a lock to its own key: 


Let him rail on, let his invective Muſe 


| Have four-and-twenty letters to abuſe; 
| Which, if he jumbles to one line of ſenſe, 
| Indi him of a capital offence. - 
In fire-works give him leave to vent his ſpight, 


Thoſe are the only ſerpents he can write; 
The height of his ambition is, we know, 


But to be maſter of a puppet-ſhow ; 


On that one ſtage his works may vet appear: 


And a month's harveſt keeps him all the year, 


Now ſtop your noſes, readers, all and ſome, }_ 
For here's a ton of midanig;.t-work to come, 


Og from a treaſon-tavern rowling home. 
Round as a globe, and liquor'd er'ry chink, 

| Goodly and great he fails behind his link; 

__ | With all this bulk there's nothing loſt in Og ;- 
For ev'ry inch that is not fool is rogue: 


A monſtrous maſs of foul corrupted matter, 


As all the devils had ſpew'd to make the batter. _ 
_ | Whenwinehasgiv'n him courage toblaſpheme, 
He curſes God, but God before curſt him; 
And, if man could have reaſon, none has more, 


That made his paunch fo rich, and him fo poor. ; 


With wealth he was not truſted, for Heav'n knew 
What *twas of old to pamper up a Jew ; 


To what would he on quail and phcaiant fell, 
That ev'n on tripe and carrion could rebel 
But tho' Heav'n made him poor, with rev'rence 
He never was a poet of God's making; ¶ ſpeaking, 

The midwife laid her hand on his thick ſkull, 
With this prophetic bleſhng—* Be thou dull; 


Drink, ſwear, and roar, forbear no lewd C:light 


Fit for thy bulk ; do any thing but write : 
Thou art of laſting make, like thoughtleſs men, 


A ſtrong nativity—but for the penn 
| Eat opium, mingle arſenic in thy drink, 


Still thou mayſt live, avoiding pen and ink: 

I ſee, I fee, 'tis counſel given in vain, 

For treaſon botcht in ryhme will be thy bane: 

Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck, 

'Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck: 

Why ſhould thy metre good king David blaſt ? 

A pfalm of his will ſurely be thy laſt. 

Dar'ft thou preſume in verſe to meet thy foes, 

Thou whom the penny pamphlet foil'd in proſe » 
S3 i Doeg, 
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Hadſt thou the glories of thy king expreſt, 


' Intriguing fops, dull jefters, and worſe pimps. | 
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And all to be no Zakeu at the laſt. 


262 . ELEGANT EXTRACTS 


Doeg, whom God for mankind's mirth has made, 


O'ertops thy talent in thy very trade; 
Doeg to thee, thy paintings are ſo coarſe, 
A poet is, tho! he's the pout's horſe. 


A double nooſe thou on thy neck doſt pull 


For writing treaſon, and for writing dull; 


To die for faction is a common evil; _ 
But to be hang'd for nonſenſe is the devil ! 


Thy praiſes had been ſatyr at the beſt ; 
But thou in clumſy verſe, unlickt, unpointed, 


 Haſt ſhamefully defy'd the Lord's anointed : 


I will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes, 


For who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes ? | 
But of king David's foes be this the doom, 
May all be like the young man Abſalom |! 


And for my foes, may this their bleſſing be, 
To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee !” 
Achitophel each rank, degree, and age, 


For various ends neglects not to engage; 
The wiſe and rich for purſe and counſel brought, 
The fools and beggars for their number ſought: 


Who yet not only on the town depends, 

For ev'n in court the faction had its friends; 
Theſe thought the places they poſſeſt too ſmall, 
And in their hearts wiſh'd court and king to fall: 


W hoſe names the Muſe diſdaining, holds i'th'dark, 
Thruſt in the villain herd without a mark; 


With paraſites and libel- ſpaw ning imps, 


Diſdain the raſcal rabble to purſue, 


Their ſet cabals are yet a viler crew; 


See where involved in common ſinoke they ſit; 


Some for our mirth, ſome for our ſatyr fit: 
Theſe gloomy, thoughtful, and on miſchief bent, 


While thoſe for mere good fellowſhip frequent 


Th'appointed club, can let ſedition paſs, 
Senſe, nonſenſe, any thing employ the glaſs ; 
And who believe in their dull honeſt hearts, 
The reſt talk treaſon but to ſhew their parts; 
Who ne'er had wit or will for miſchief yet, 


But pleas'd to be reputed of a ſet. 
But in the ſacred annals of our plot, 


Iuduſtrious Arod never be forgot: 


The labours of this midnight-magiſtrate 


May vie with Corah's, to preſerve the ſtate. 
In ſearch of arms he fail'd not to lay hold 
On war's moſt pow'rful, dang*rous weapon, gold. 
And laſt, to take from Jebuſires all odds, 
Their altars pillag'd, ſtole their very gods 
Oft would he cry, when treaſure he ſurpriz'd, 


"Tis Baaliſh gold in David's coin difguis'd : 


Which to his houſe with richer relics came, 


While lumber idols only fed the flame: 

For our wiſe rabble ne'cr took pains t'enquire 
What *twas he burnt, ſo't made a rouſing fire. 
With which our elder was enricht no more 
Than falſe Gehazi with the Syrian's ſtore ; 

So poor, that when our chuſmg-tribes were met, 


- Ev'n for his ſtinking votes he ran in debt; 


For meat the wicked, and as authors think, 
The ſaints he chous'd for his electing drink; 
Thus ev'ry ſhift and ſubtle method paſt, 


As when a battering ſtorm engender'd high, 
| This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain 
| For blooming plants, and flow'rs new openiny, 


For lambs yean'd lately, and far-labouring bees; 
| To guard his ſtock each to the gods does call, 


_ 


| But thou, with inbred broils and faction preſt, 
Thy prince from ſanhedrims no truſt allow'd, 


| To bar his reign, whate'er his faith ſhall be! 


Book II. 


| Now, rais'd on Tyre's ſad ruins, Pharaoh's pride 
Soar'd high, his legions threat'ning far and wide; 


By winds upheld, hangs hov'ring in the ſky, 
| Is gaz'd upon by ev'ry trembling ſwain ; 


theſe, 


Uncertain where the fire-charg'd clouds will fall; 
Ev*'n fo the doubtful nations watch his arms, 
With terror each expecting his alarms. 
Where, Judah, where was now the lion's roar? 
Thou only couldſt the captive lands reſtore : 


From Egypt need'ſt a guardian with the reſt. 


Too much the repreſenters of the crowd, 
Who for their own defence give no ſupply, 
But what the crown's prerogatives muſt buy: 
As if their monarch's rights to violate 
More needful were than to preſerve the ſtate ! 

From preſent dangers they divert their carc, 
And all their fears are of the royal heir; 
Whom now the reigning malice of his foes, 
Unjudg'd would ſentence, and ere crown depoſe, 

Religion the pretence, but their decree 


By ſanhedrims and clam'rous crowds thus preſt, 
What paſſions rent the righteous David's breaſt 
Who knows not how t'oppoſe or to comply, 
Unjuſt to grant, and dang'rous to deny 
How near in this dark juncture Iſrael's fate, 
Whoſe peace one ſole expedient could create, 
Which yet th'extremeſt virtue did require, 
 Ev*n of that prince whoſe downfal they conſpire! 
His abſence David does with tears adviſe, 

| T*appeaſe their rage. Undaunted he complies; 
Thus he who prodigal of blood and eaſe, 
A royal life expos'd to winds and ſeas, 
At once contending with the waves and fire, 
And heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 
Inglorious now forſakes his native ſand, 
And, like an exile, quits the. promis'd land ! 
Our monarch ſcarce from preſſing tears refrains, 
And painfully his royal ſtate maintains; 
Who now embracing on th'extremeſt ſhore, 
Almoſt revokes what he enjoin'd before : 
Concludes at laſt more truſt to be allow/d 
To ſtorms and ſeas than to the raging crowd! 
| Forbear, raſh. NMuſe, the parting ſcene to draw, 
With filence charm'd as deep as theirs that fav: 
Not only our attending nobles weep, 

But hardy ſailors ſwell with tears the deep ! 
The tide reftrain'd her courſe, and more amaz'd, 
The twin-ſtars on the royal brothers gaz'd : 
While this ſole fear 

Does trouble to our ſuffcring hero bring, 
Leſt next the pop'lar rage oppreſs the king! 
Thus parting, cach for th'other's danger griev , 
The ſhore the king, and ſeas the prince receiv'd- 
Go, injur'd hero, while propitious gales, 


| Soft as thy conſort's breath, inſpire thy 1 a 
| 7 3 e 
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Well may the truſt her beauties on a flood, 
Where thy triumphant fleets ſo oft have rode 
safe on thy breaſt reclin'd her reſt be deep, 
Rock'd like a Nereid by the waves aſleep; 
While happieſt dreams her fancy entertain, 
And to Elyſian fields convert the main ! 
Go, injur'd hero, while the ſhores of Tyre 
At thy approach ſo ſilent ſhall admire, 
Who on thy thunder till their thoughts employ, 
And greet thy landing with a trembling joy. 

On heroes thus the prophet's fate is throun, 
Admir'd by ev'ry nation but their own ; 
Yet while our factious Jews his worth deny, 
Their aking conſcience gives their tongue the lie, 
Ev'n in the worft of men the nobleſt parts 
Confeſs him, and he triumphs in their hearts, 
Whom to his king the beſt reſpects commend 
Of ſubject, ſoldier, kinſman, prince, and friend; 
All ſacred names of moſt divine eſteem, 
And to perfection all ſuſtain'd by him ;. 
Wiſe, juſt, and conſtant, courtly without art, 
Swift to diſcern and to reward deſert ; 
No hour of his in fruitleſs eaſe deſtroy'd, 


ms, 


roar ? 
: 
reſt, 
eſt. 


Whoſe ſteady ſoul ne er learn'd to ſeparate . 
Between his monarch's int'reſt and the ſtate ; 
But heaps thoſe bleſſings on the royal head, 
Whick he well knows muſt be on ſubjects ſhed. 
On what pretence could then the vulgar rage 
Againſt his worth and native rights engage ? 
Religious fears their argument are made, 
Religious fears his ſacred rights invade! 

Of future ſuperſtition they complain, 

And Jebufitic worſhip in his reign : 

With ſuch alarms his foes the crowd deceive 
With dangers fright which not themſelves believe. 
vince nothing can our ſacred rites remove, 
Whatc'er the faith of the ſucceſſor prove: 

Our Jews their ark ſhall undiſturb'd retain, 
At leaſt while their religion is their gain, 
Who know, by old experience, Baal's commands 
Not only claim'd their conſcience but their lands; 
They grudge God's tythes, how therefore ſhall 
An idol full poſſeſſion of the field ? - [they yield 
Grant ſuch a prince enthron'd, we muſt confeſs 
The people's ſufferings than that monarch's leſs, 
Who muſt to hard conditions ſtill be bound, 
And for his quiet with the crowd compound; 
Or ſhould his thoughts to tyranny incline, 
Where are the means to compaſs the defign ? 

ar crown's revenues are too ſhort a ſtore, 
And jealous ſanhedrims would give no more. 
As vain: our fears of Egypt's potent aid, 

Not ſo has Pharaoh learn'd ambition's trade, 

or ever with ſuch meaſures can comply, 

As ſhock the common rules of policy; | 
None dread like him the growth of Iſrael's king ; 
And he alone ſufficient aids can bring; | 
bo knows that prince to Egypt can give law; 
hat on our ſtubborn tribes his yoke could draw, 
At ſuch profound expence he has not ſtood, = 
Nor dy'd for this his hands ſo deep in blood; ¶ take, 
Would nc'er thro' wrong and right his progreſs 
rudge his owa reſt, and keep the world awake, 


But on the nobleit ſubjects ſtill employ'd : 1 
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| To fix a lawleſs prince on Judah's throne, 


Firſt to invade our rights, and then his own: 


His dear-gain'd conqueſts cheaply to deſpoil, 


And reap the harveſt of his crimes and toil. 
We grant his wealth vaſt as our occan's fand, 
And curſe its fatal influence on our land, 


| Which our brib'd Jews ſo num'rouſiy partake, 


That ev'n an hoſt his penſioners would make; 
From theſe deceivers our diviſions ſpring, 


| Our weakneſs, and the growth of Egypt's king 


Theſe with pretended friendſhip to the fate, 


Our crowd's ſuſpicion of their prince create ; 


Both pleas'd and frighten'd with the ſpecious cry, 
To guard their ſacred rights and property; 
To ruin, thus the choſen flock are fold, _ 
While wolves are ta'en for guardians of the fold ; 
Seduc'd by theſe we groundleſsly complain, 
And loath the manna of a gentle reign : 


| Thus our forefathers crooked paths are trod; 
| We truſt our prince no more than they their od, 
| But all in vain our reas'ning prophets preach, 

| To thoſe whom ſad experience nc'er could teach, 


Who can commence new broils in blecding ſcars, 
And freſh remembrance of inteſtine wars; 
When the ſame. houſhold mortal foes did yield, 
And brothers ſtain'd with brothers blood the Held; 
When ſons curſt ſteel the fathers gore did ſtain, 
And mothers mourn'd for ſons by fathers {lain ! 
When thick as Egypt's locuſts on the ſand, _ 
Our tribes lay ſlaughter'd thro? the promis'd land, 
| Whoſe few ſurvivors with worſe fate remain, 
To drag the bondage of a tyrant's reign : 
Which ſcene of woes, unknowing, we renew, 
And madly, ev'n thoſe ills we fear, purſue ; 


| While Pharaoh laughs at our domeſtic broils, 


And fafely crowds his tents with nations ſpoils. 


| Yet our fierce ſanhedrim in reſtleſs rage, 
| Againſt our abſent hero ſtill engage, 


And _— urge, ſuch did their phrenzy prove, 
The only ſuit their prince forbids to move; 


Which till obtain'd they ceaſe affairs of ſtate, 


And real dangers wave for groundleſs hate. _ 
Long David's patience waits relief to bring, 
With all th'indulgence of a lawful king, | 
Expecting ſtill the troubled waves would ceaſe; 
But found the raging billows ſtill increaſe. _ 
The crowd, whoſe inſolence forbearance ſwells, 
While he forgives too far, almoſt rebels. 
At laſt his deep reſentments ſilence broke; 
Th'imperial palace ſhook, while thus he ſpoke: 
Then Juſtice wake, and Rigour take her time, 


For lo] our mercy is become our crime. 


While halting Puniſhment her ſtroke delays, 


| Our ſor'reign right, Heav'n's ſacred truſt, decays ! 


For whoſe ſupport ev'n ſubjctts intereſt calls, 
Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falls ! 
That prince who yields the leaſt of regal ſway, 
So far his people's freedom does betray. - 
Right lives by law, and law ſubſiſts by pow'r ; 
Diſarm the ſhepherd, wolves the flock devour, 
Hard lot of empire o'er a ſtubborn race, 
Which Heav'n itſelf in vain has try'd with grace! 
Whenwill our reaſon's long-charm'd eyes uncloic, 


And Iſrael judge between her friends and focs ? 
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Diſſembled patriots, brib'd with Egypt's gold, 
Ev'n ſanhedrims in blind obedience hold; 
'Thoſe patriots falſhood in their actions ſee, 


And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree; 


If aught for which fa loudly they declaun, 
Religion, laws, and freedom, were their aim; 


Our ſenates in due methods they had led, 
Teavoidthoſt miſchiefs which theyſeem'd todread; 


But firſt ere yet they propt the ſinking ſtate, 


T'impeach and charge, as urg'd by private hate; 
Proves that they ne'cr believ'd the fears they preſt, 
But barbarouſly deftroy'd the nation's reſt! 


O ! whither will 'ungovern'd ſenates drive, 


And to what bounds licentious votes arrive ? 


When their injuſtice we are preſs'd to ſhare, 


The monarch urg'd t'exclude the lawful heir; 
Are princes thus diſtinguiſh'd from the crow'd, 


And this the privilege of royal blood ? 
But grant we ſhould confirm the wrongs they preſs, 
His ſufferings yet were than the people's ſeſs; 


Condemu'd for life the murdering ſword to wield, 


And on their heirs entail a bloody field: 
Thus madly their own freedom they betray, 


And for th'oppreflion which they fear make way; 


Pucceſſion fix'd by Heav'n, the kingdom's bar, 
Which once diffolv'd, admits the flood of war, 
Waſte, rapine, ſpoil, withaut, th'aſſault begin; 
And our mad tribes ſupplant the fence within, 
Since then their good they will not underſtand, 
Tis time to take the monarch's power in hand; 


Authority and force to join with ſkill, 
And fave the lunatics againſt their will. 


[ peaſe 
The ſame rough means that ſwage the crawd, ap- 


Our ſenate's, raging with the crowd's diſeaſe. 


Henceforth unbia(s'd meaſures let them draw 
From na falſe glaſs, but genuine text of law; 
Nor urge thoſe crimes upon religion's ſcore, 
Themſelves ſo much in Jebuſites abhor. 


| Whom laws canvict, and only they, ſhall bleed, 


Nor Phariſees by Phariſees be freed. 


Impartial juſtice from our throne ſhall ſhow'r ; 
All ſhall have right, and we our ſov'reign pow'r. 


He ſaid; th'attendants heard with awful joy, 


And glad preſages their fix'd thoughts employ ; 

From Hebron now the ſutlering heir return d, 
A realm that long with civil diſcord mourn'd; 
Till his approach, like ſome arriving god, 

Compos'd and heal'd the place of his abode; 


The deluge check'd that to Judea ſpread, 


And ſtopp'd feditian at the fountain's head. 


Thus in forgiving David's paths he drives, 


And, chacid from Iſrael, Ifrael's peace contrives, 


The field confels'd his power in arms before, 
And ſeas proclaim'd his triumphs to the ſhore ; 
As nobly has his ſway in Hebron ſhown, 
How fit t'inherit godlike David's throne. 
Thro' Sion's ftreets his glad arrival's ſpread, 


And canſcious faction ſhrinks her ſnaky head; 
His train their ſufferings think o'crpaid, to ſee 


The crowd's applauſe with virtue once agree. 
Succeſs charms all, but zeal for worth diſtreſt 


A virtue proper to the brave and beſt; 


| ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
' When ſhall we ſke expir'd deceivers ſway, 
And credit what our God and monarchs ſay ? 


| 


Book II. 


| *Mongfſt whom was Jothran, Jothran always bent 


| To ſerve the crown, and loyal by deſcent ;. 

W hoſe conſtancy ſo firm, and conduct juſt, 
Deſerv'd at once two royal maſters truſt; _ 

| Who Tyre's proud arms had manfully withſtood 
| On ſeas, and gather'd laurels from the flood; 


Of learning yet, no portion was deny d; 


Friend to the Muſes, and the Muſes pride. 

| Nor can Benaiah's worth forgotten lie, 
Of ſteady ſoul when public ſtorms were high ; 
Whoſe conduct. while the Moor fierce onſets made, 
Secur'd at once our honour and our trade. 
Such were the chiefs who moſt his ſufferings 


mourn'd, | | 


| And viewed with filent joy the prince return'd; 


While thoſe that ſought his abſence to betray, 
Preſs firſt their nauſeous falſe reſpects to pay; 
Him ſtill th'officious hypocrites moleſt, _ 
And with malicious duty break his reſt. 

' While real tranſports thus his friends employ, 


His triumphs fo reſounded far and near, 
Miſs'd not his young ambitious rival's ear; 
And as when joyful hunters elamorous train 
Some ſlumbering lion wakes in Moab's plain, 
Who oft had forc'd the bold affailants yield, 
And ſcatter'd his purſuers thro” the field, 
Diſdaining, furls his mane and tears the 

His eyes enflaming all the deſart round, 
With roar of ſeas directs his chacers way, 
Provokes from far, and dares them to the fray ; 
Such rage ſtorm'd now in Abſalom's fierce breaſt, 
Such indignation his fir'd eyes confeſt; | 
Where now was the inſtructor of his pride? 
Slept the old pilot in fo rough a tide ? 

Whoſe wiles had from the happy ſhore betray'd, 
And thus = ſhelves the _ youth con- 


| In deep revolving thoughts he weighs his ſtate, 
| Secure of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate; 


At leait, if his ſtorm'd bark muſt go adrift, 
To baulk his charge, and for himſelf to ſhift, 
In which his dextꝰrous wit had oft been ſhown, 
Aud in the wreck of kingdoms ſav'd his own; 
But now with mare than common danger preſt, 
Of variqus reſolutions ſtands poſſeſt, 


| Perceives the crowd's unſtable zeal decay, 


Leſt their recanting chief the cauſe betray; 
Wha on a father's grace his hopes may ground, 
And for his pardon with their heads compound, 
Him therefore, ere his fortune {lip her time, 
The ſtateſman plots t'engage in ſome bold crime 
Paſt pardon, whether to attempt his beds, 
Or treat with open arms the royal head, 

Or other daring method, and unjuſt, ©. 

That may confirm him in the people's truſt ; 
But failing thus t'enſnare him, nor ſecure 

How long his foil'd ambition may endure, 


| Plots next to lay him by as paſt his date, 


And try ſome new pretender's luckier fate; 
Whoſe hopes with equal toil he would purſue, 
Nor cares what claimer*scrown'd, except the true. 
Wake, Abſalom, approaching ruin ſhun, 


And ſee, O ſee, for whom thou art undone! 


And foes are loud in their diſſembled joy, 
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| For could their pride brook any prince's ſway, 


The fall of monarchy itſelf deſign; 


Book IL. 


are thy honours and thy fame betray'd, 
* of deſpꝰ rate villains made x 
Loſt power and conſcious fears tneir crimes create, 
And guilt in them was little leſs than fate; 
Bur chy ſhouldſt thou, from ey'ry grievance free, 
Fo; 'ake thy viaeyards for their ſtormy fea ? 
For thee did Canaan's milk and honey flow; 
Love dreſs'd thy bowers, and laurels ſought thy 
bdrow ; | 8 | 
Preferment, wealth, and power, thy vaſſals were, 
And of a monarch all things but the care. 
Oh ſhould our crimes again that curſe draw down, 
And rebel-arms once more attempt the crown, 
Sure ruin waits unhappy Abſalom, 
Alike by conqueſt or defeat undone ; Rs 
Who could relentleſs ſee ſuch youth and charms 
Expire with wretched fate in impious arms ? 
A prince fo form'd with earth's and Heaven's 
_— 5 
To triumph o'er crown'd heads in David's cauſe: 
Or grant him victor, ſtill his hopes muſt fail, 
Who conquering would not for himſelf prevail; 
The faction whom he truſts for future ſway, 
Him and the public would alike betray; 
Amongſt themſelves divide the captive ſtate, 
And found their hydra-empire in his fate! 
Thus having beat the clouds with painful flight, 
The pity'd youth, with ſceptres in his fight, 
8o have their cruel politics decreed, | 
Muſt, by that crew that made him guilty, bleed ! 
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Whom but mild David would they chuſe t'obey? 
Who once at ſuch a gentle reign repine, 


From hate to that their reformations ſpring, 
And David not their grievance, but the king. 
Sciz'd now with panic fear, the faction lies, 


Leſt he perceive, from long enchantment free, 
What all beſide the flatter'd youth muſt ſee. 
But whate'er doubts his troubled boſom (well 
Fair carriage ſtill became Achitophel. 
Who now an envious feſtival enſtals 
And to ſurvey their ſtrength the faction calls, 
Which fraud, religious worſhip too muſt gild; 
But oh how weakly does ſedition build ! 
For lo! the royal mandate iſſues forth, 
ing at once their treaſon, zeal, and mirth ! 

do have I ſcen diſaſtrous chance invade, 
Where careful emmets had their forage laid, 

/ hether fierce Vulcan's rage the furzy plain 
Had ſeiz'd, engender'd by ſome mk Nrain ; 
Or ſwelling Neptune lawleſs inroads made, 
And to their cell of tore his flood convey'd ; 

he commonwealth broke up, diſtracted go, 
And in wild haſte their loaded mates o'erthrow ; 
En fo our ſcatter d gueſts canfus'dly meet, 
Wich boil'd, bak'd, roaſt, all juſtling in the ſtreet; 
Jeſecting all, and ruefully diſmay'd, 

or ſhekel without treat or treaſon paid. 

edition's dark eclipſe now fainter ſhows; 
ore bright each hour the royal planet grows, 
oree the clouds of envy to diſperſe, 


* 


| 


Proceed, illuſtrious, happy chief! proceed, 
| Foreſeize the garlands for thy brow decreed, 
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| Here, lab'ring Muſe, thoſe glorious chicfs relate, 


That turn'd the doubtful ſcale of David's fate ; 
The reſt of that illuſtrious band rehearſe, 
Immortaliz'd in laurel'd Afaph's verſe: 
Hard taſk ! yet will not I thy flight recal ; 


| View heav*n, and then enjoy = glorious fall. 


Firſt write Bezaliel, whoſe illuſtrious name 
Foreſtalls our praiſe, and gives his poet fame. 
The Kenites rocky province his command, 

A barren limb of fertile Canaan's land 
Which for its generous natives yet could be 
Held worthy ſuch a preſident as he ! 

ce and virtue fraught, 
Serene his looks; ſerene his life and thought; 


On whom ſo largely nature heap'd her ſtore, 


There ſcarce remain'd for arts to give him more ! 
To aid the crown and ftate his greateſt zeal, 
His econd care that ſervice to conceal : 

Of due: obſervant, firm to ev'ry truſt, 

And to the needy always more than juſt. 
Who truth from ſpecious falſhood can divide, 
Has all the gownſmens ſkill without their pride; 


| Thus crown'd with worth from heights of honour 


Sees all his glories copy'd in his ſon ; [won, 


| Whoſe forward fame ſhould ev'ry Muſe engage: 
| Whoſe youth boaſts ſkill deny'd to others age. 


Men, manners, language, books of nobleſt kind, 


Already are the conqueſt of his mind. 


Whoſe loyalty before its date was prime ; 
Nor waited the dull courſe of rolling time: 


| The monſter Faction early he diſmay'd, 


And David's cauſe long ſince confeſs'd his aid. 
Brave Abdael o'er the prophet's ſchool was 
plac'd; | 


| Abdael with all his father's virtue grac'd ; 
A hero, who, while ſtars look'd wond'ring down, 


c | Without one Hebrew's blood reſtor'd the crown. 
Leſt this clear truth ſtrike Abſalom'scharm'd eyes; 


That praiſe was his; what therefore did remain 


For following chiefs, but boldly to maintain 


That crown reſtor'd ; and in this rank of fame, 
Brave Abdael with the firſt a place muſt claim. 


While tinſpir'd tribe attend with noblett train | 


To regiſter the glories thou ſhalt gain: 


For ſure the dew ſhall Gilboah's hills forſake, 
And Jordan mix his ſtream with Sodom's lake; 
Or ſeas retir'd their ſecret ſtores diſcloſe, 


And to the ſun their ſcaly brood expoſe; 


Or ſwell d above the clifes their billows raiſe, 
Before the Muſes leave their patron's praiſe. 


| Eliab our next labour does invite, 


And hard the taſk to do Eliab right : 


Long with the royal wanderer he rov'd, 


And firm in all the turns of fortune prov'd! 
Such ancient ſervice, and deſert ſo large, | 
Well claim'd the royal houſhold for his charge. 
His age with only one mild heireſs bleſt, 
In all the bloom of ſmiling nature dreſt, 
And bleſt again to ſee his flow'r allv C 
To _ ſtock, and made young Othaiel's 
ide ! 

The bright reſtorer of his father's youth, 
Devoted to a ſon's and ſubject's truth: 

| |  Redvolv'd 
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Re ſolv'd to bear that prize of duty home, 
So bravely fought, while ſought by Abſalom. 
Ah prince! th'illuſtrious planet ef thy birth, 
And thy more pow'rful virtue guard thy worth, 
That no Achitophel thy ruin boaſt; 
Iſrael too much in one ſach wreck has loſt. 
Ex'n envy muſt conſent to Helon's worth, 
Whoſe ſoul, tho? Egypt glories in his birth, 
Could for our captive-ark its zeal retain, _ 
And Pharaoh's altars in their pomp diſdain : 


EXTRACTS, 


While ſtars and fountains to their courſe are 
| While Judah's throne and Sion's rock ſtand 
The ſong of Aſaph and the fame ſhall laſt. 

Still Hebron's honour'd happy ſoil retains 


4 


| Our royal hero's beauteous dear remains ; 
| Who now fails off with winds nor withes ſlack, 


To bring his ſuff rings bright companion back. 
But ere ſuch tranſport can our ſenſe employ, 
A bitter grief muſt poiſon half our joy 


Io light his gods was ſmall; with nobler pride, | Nor can our doaſts reſtor'd thoſe bleſſings ſee 


He all th'allurements of his court defy'd. 

W hom proſit nor example could betray, 

But Iſrael's friend, and true to David's ſway, 

What acts of favour in his province fall, 

On merit he confers, and freely all. 
Our lift of nobles next let Amri grace, 

Whoſe merits claim'd the Abethdin's high place; 

Who with a loyalty that did excel, | 

Brought all th'endowments of Achitophel. 

Sincere was Amri, and not only knew, 


But Ifrael's ſanctions into practice drew; 


Our laws, that did a boundleſs ocean ſeem, 
More coaſted all, and fathom'd all by him. 
No rabbin ſpeaks like him their myſtic ſenſe, 
So juſt, and with ſuch charms of eloquence : 
To whom the double blefling does belong, 
With Moſes? inſpiration, Aaron's tongue. 
Than Shava none more loval zeal have ſhown, 
Woakeful as Judah's lion for the crown, | 
Who for that cauſe ſtill combats in his age, 
For which his youth with Canger did engage. 
In vain our lions prieſts the cant revive z 
In vain feditious ſcribes with libel ſtrive 
T*cnflame the crowd; while he with watchful eye 
Obſerves, and ſhoots their treaſons as they fly: 
Their weekly frauds his keen replies detect; 
Ile undeceives more faſt than they infect. f 
80 Moſes, when the peſt on legions prey'd, 
Aqvanc'd his ſignal, and the plague was ftav'd. 
Once more, my fainting Muſe, thy pinions try, 
And ftrength's exhauſted ſtore let love ſupply. 
What tribute, Aſaph, ſhall we render thee ? 
We'll crownthee with a wreath from thy own trec! 
Thy laurel grove no envy's flaſh can blaſt; 
The ſong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. 
With wonder late poſterity ſhall dwell 
On Abſalom and falſe Achitophel : = 
Thy ſtrains ſhall be our ſlumb*ring prophets dream, 
And when our Sion virgins fing their theme, 
Our jubitees ſhall with thy verſe be grac'd ; 
The ſong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. tame; 
How fierce his ſatyr loos'd ; reſtrain'd, how 
How tender of th'offending young man's fame 
How well his worth, and brave adventures ſtil'd; 
Juft to his virtues, to his errors mild. | 
No paye of thine, that fears the ſtricteſt view, 
But tcems with juſt reproof, or praiſe as true: 
Not Eden could a fairer proſpect yes 
All paradiſe without one barren field: 
Whoſe wit the cenſure of his foes has paſt; 
The ſong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. 
What praiſe for ſuch rich ſtrains ſhall weallow ? 
What jutt rewards the grateful crown beſtow ? 


| Nor crowns his days with mirt 


Without a bribe to envious deſtiny! 

Curs'd Sodom's doom for ever fix the tide 

Where, by inglorious chance, the valiant dy'q! 
Give not inſulting Aſkalon to know, 

Nor let Gath's daughters triumph in our woe! 

No failor with the news ſwell Egypt's pride, 

By what inglorious fate our valiant dy'd! 

Weep, Arnon ! Jordan, weep thy fountains dr. 
While Sion's rock diſſolves for a ſupply. 

Calm were the elements, night's ſilence deey, 
The waves ſcarce murm'ring, and the winds aſlcey; 


—_ . 


| Yet fate for ruin takes ſo ſtill an hour, 


And treach'rous ſands the princely bark devour; 


| Then death unworthy ſeiz'd a gen'rous race, 
Io virtue's ſcandal, and the ſtars diſgrace ! 


Oh! had th'indulgent pow'rs vouchſaf d to yield, 
Inſtead of faithleſs ſhelves, a lifted field; 


| A lifted field of Heav'n's and David's foes, 


Fierce as the troops that did his youth oppoſe, 
Each life had on his ſlaughter'd heap retir'd, 


| Not tamely, and unconquering thus expir'd; 


But deſtiny is now their only foe, | 
And dying ev'n o'er that they triumph too; 
With loud laſt breaths their maſter's ſcape applaut, 
Of whom kind force could ſcarce the fates defraud; 
Who for ſuch followers loſt, O matchleſs mind! 
At his own ſafety now almoſt repin'd! 
Say, royal Sir, by all your fame in arms, 
Your praiſe in peace, and by Urania's charms, 


| If all your ſuff rings paſt ſo nearly preſt, 
| Or pierc'd with half fo painful grief your breaſt? 


Thus ſome diviner Muſe her hero forms, 
Not ſooth'd with ſoft delights, but toſt in ſtorms 
Nor ſtretch'd on roſes in the myrtle grove, _ 

h, his nights wick 
love. | | | 


But far remov'd in thund'ring camps is found, 


His flumbers ſhort, his bed the herbleſs ground: 
In taſks of danger always ſeen the firſt, _ 
Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his thi 
Long muſt his patience ſtrive with fortune's rage, 
And long oppoſing gods themſelves engage; 
Muſt ſee his country flame, his friends deſtroy'd 
Before the Fedares empire be enjoy'd : 


| Such toil of fate muſt butld a man of fame, 


And ſuch, to Iſrael's frown, the god-like David 
came. | | | 

What ſudden beams diſpel the clouds ſo faf 

Whoſe drenching rains laid all our vineyardswal 

The ſpring ſo far behind her courſe delay'd, 

On th' inſtant is in all her bloom array'd; 

The winds breathe low, the element ſerene; 

Yet mark what motion in the wayes is ſcen! 
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.noing and buſy as Hyblzan ſwarms, | Jews, r 

8 ſoldiers — to their arms. Jonas, — Sir William Jones. 

dee where the princely bark, in looſeſt pride, Jordan, — Dever. 3 

With all her guardian fleet adorns the tide! Jotham, — Marquis of Halifax, 

High on her deck the royal lovers ſtand, | Tothran, | — Lord Dartmouth. 

Our erimes to pardon ere they touch'd our land. Iſibefheth, — Richard Cromwell, 
Welcome to Iſrael and to David's breaſt! | Iſrael, 2 England. IS 
Here all your toils, here all your ſufÞ rings reſt. ; Jac har, — Thomas Thynne, Eg. 

This year did Ziloah rule Jeruſalem, 4 8 Mr. Ferguſon, a canting 

And boldly all ſedition's Syrtes ſtem, 1 - Teacher. N 
Howe'er incumber'd with a viler par | I/iban,: „ Sir Robert Clayton. 

Than Ziph or Shimei to aſſiſt the chair; | Mephibehheth, — W ſ 
Yet Ziloah's loyal labous; ſo prevail d, Michal, b — Queen Catharine. ER 
That faction at the next election fail'd; Nadal, — Lord Howard of Eſeriek. 
When ev'n the common cry did juſtice ſound, | Og, — Shadwell. ON 
And merit by the multitude was crown'd: | Phaleg, — Forbes. 5 

With David then was Iſrael's peace reſtor d; Pharaoh, — King of F rance, 
Crowds mourn'd their error, and obey'dtheir lord, Rab/ieka, — Sir Thomas Player. 

Dk oe i dh | Sagan of Jeruſalem, Dr. Compton, Bp. of Lond. 
ee JJ? _ eG 
*; | h , . 

XL [General Monk, Duke of | Shimei, — Sheriff Bethell, 

Abaaet, wenn 1 Albemarle. [ Sheva, — Sir Roger Leſtrange. 

[ The name giv'n 2 — — 3 — _— Sy | 

hdin e m to a Lord- - | Tyre, — Holland. | 
225 , 8 1 3 I za, W 1 2 
Ab/alom, — Duke of Monmouth. "I 3 1 iſhop of 
Jclitophel, — The Earl of Shafteſbury. Zadoc, { Canterbury. OS 
Adriel, — FEarlof Mulgrave. 7 atlas __ .J A Memberof the Houſe 
Hag, — Sir Edmundbury Godfrey. x58 of Commons, SE 
x Mr. Seymour, Speaker of | Zimri, — Villers, D. of Buckingham 
Amel, — the Houſe of Commons. | Ziloah, — Sir John Moor. . 
_ [. Sir Heneage Finch, Earl] 7 ie. 
Anri, — of Winchelſea, and ; . 
| | Lord-Chancellor. |{$ 27. Palamon and Arcite; or, the Knight's 
Annabel, — 2 of 8 | 1 55 Tale. DRYDEN. | 
. A Character draun by | „„ 
Aſaph, — ate for Dryden, in che N days of old, there liv'd, of mighty fame, 

. L ſecond part of this Poem. A valiant prince, and Theſeus was his name: 
Balaam, — Earl of Huntingdon. A chief who more in feats of arms excell'd, 
Balaak, — Barnet. I The riſing nor the ſetting ſun beheld. 
Barzillai, — Duke of Ormond. Of Athens he was lord; much land he won, 
Bathſheba, — Ducheſs of Portſmouth, | And added foreign countries to his crown. 
Benaiah, — General Sackville. In Scythia with the warrior queen he ſtrove, 
Ben Jochanan, Rev. Mr. Sam. Johnſon. | Whom firſt by force he conquer'd, then by love; 

Bexaliel, — _ Duke of Beaufort. | | He brought in triumph back the beautcous dame, 
T. | ©" | With whom her fiſter, fair Emilia, came. 
Cra, — Dr. Oates. 1 With henour to his home let Theſeus ride RI 
David, | — Charles II. 1 With love to friend, and fortune for his guide, | : 
Dreg, — _ FElkanah Settle. And his victorious army at his ſide. | 
Erypt, — France. e I paſs their warlike pomp, their proud array, 

Elia, | 1 a + Bennet, Earl of | Their ſhouts, their ſongs, their welcome on the 
5 rlington. way: | | 
Ethnic-Plot, — The Popiſh-Plot. But, were it not too long, I would recite 


The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight | 
Betwixt the hardy queen and hero knight; 
The town beſieg'd, and how much blood it coſt 


The female army and th' Athenian hoſt ; 


The *ſpouſals of Hippolita, the queen; _ 
What tilts and turneys at the feaſt were ſeen; 
The ſtorm at their return, the ladies fear : 

But theſe, and other things, I muſt forbear. 
The field is ſpacious I deſign to ſow, 


The Land of mT ow 
particularly els, 
Fork, 13 5 — K. Charles II. 

long reſided. 
Hebr on, — Scotland. E 
Hebrew Priefls, The Ch. of Engl. Clergy. 
9, — Earl of Feverſham. 
Mrfhai. Hyde, Earl of Rocheſter. 
Jebuftes, > = Papiſts. 855 | 
: crufale N, — London. 
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Ll 
* 
. 
1 
* 
3 
qo 
[2 
4 
ql 
- 
. 
* 
j 
LT 


And why this fun'ral pageant you prepare? 
Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds, 
To meet my triumph in ill-omen'd weeds? 


| The wife of Capaneus, and once a queen. 
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The remnant of my tale is of a length 
To tire your patience, and to waſte my ſtrength ; 


And trivial accidents Ralf be forborn, 


That others may have time to take their turn; 


As was at firſt enjoin'd us by mine hoſt, N 
That he whoſe tale is beſt, and pleaſes moſt, 
Should win his ſupper at our common coſt. 


And, therefore, where I left, I will purſue, 3 


This ancient ſtory, whether falſe or true, 
In ͤ hope it may be mended with a new. 
I be prince I mention'd, full of high renown, 


In this array drew near th' Athenian town; 


ide, 


At his approach they rais'd a rueful cry, [high, 
And beat their breaſts, and held their hands on 
Creeping and crying, till they ſeiz'd at laſt 
His courſer's bridle, and his feet embrac'd. 
Tell me, ſaid Theſeus, what and whence you 


are, | 8 


Or envy you my praiſe, and would deſtroy 


With grief my pleaſures, and pollute my joy? 


Or are you injur'd, and demand relief? 


Name your requeſt, and I will caſe your grief. 


The moſt in years of all the mourning train 


| Began (but ſwooned firſt away for pain); 


'Then, ſcarce recover'd, ſpoke : Nor envy we 


Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory; 


»Tis thine, O king, th'afflicted to redreſs, 


And fame has fill'd the world with thy ſucceſs : 


We, wretched women, ſue for that alone, 


| Which of thy goodneſs is refus'd to none; 
Let fall ſome drops of pity on our grief, 
If what we beg be juſt, and we deſerve relief: 
- o none of us, who now thy grace implore, 


ut held the rank of fov'reign queen before; 


Till, thanks to giddy chance, which never bears, 


That mortal bliſs ſhould laſt for length of years, 


| She caſt us headlong from our high eſtate, 
And here, in hope of thy return, we wait : 


And long have waited in the temple nigh, 


Built to the gracious goddeſs Clemency. 


But rev'rence thou the Pow'r whoſe name it bears, 
Relieve th'oppreſs'd, and wipe the widow's tears; 
I, wretched I, have other fortune ſcen, | 


At Thebes he fell; curs'd be the fatal day! 
And all the reſt thou ſeeſt in this array, 
To make their moan, their lords in battle loſt, 


Before that town beſieg'd by our confed'rate hoſt : 


But Creon, old and impious, who commands 
The Theban city, and uſurps the lands, 
Deaies the rites of fun'ral fires to thoſe 
Whoſe breathleſs bodies yet he calls his foes. 


Unburn'd, unbury'd, on a heap they lie; 
Such is their fate, and ſuch his tyranny; 


No friend has leave to bear away the dead, 


1 
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And cruel Creon find his juſt reward. 
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| With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind 
Beſought his pity to their helpleſs kind I 


Dee prince was touch'd, his tears began to flow, 
And, as his tender heart would break in tuo, 


So wretched now, ſo forcunate before. 


Then lightly from his lofty ſtced he flew, | 


And raiſing, one by one, the ſuppliant crew, 
To comfort cach, full ſolemnly he ſwore, 
his to knighthood 

bore, | | 5 


| And whate'er elſe to chivalry belongs, 
When in his pomp and utmoſt of his _ _ 

Marching he chanc'd to caſt his eye a | 
And faw a choir of mourning dames, who lay 
By two and two acroſs the common way: 


He would not ceaſe till he reveng'd their wrongs; 
That Greece ſhould fee perform'd what he de. 
clar'd 
He faid no more; but, ſhunning all a. ; 
Rode on: nor enter'd Athens on his way:; 
But left his ſiſter and his queen behind, 
And wav'd his royal banner in the wind: 
Where in an argent field the God of War 
Was drawn triumphant on his iron car: 
Red was his ſword, and ſhield, and whole attire: 
And all the godhead ſeem'd to glow with fire; 
Ev'n the ground glitter'd where the ſtandard flew, 


| And the green graſs was « to ſanguine hue, 


High on his pointed lance his pennon bore 
His Cretan fight, the conquer'd Minotaur : 
The ſoldiers ſhout around with gen'rous rage, 
And in that victory their own preſage. 
He prais'd their ardour, inly pleas'd to ſee 
His hoſt the flow'r of Grecian chivalry, 
All day he march'd, and all th'enſuing night, 
And ſaw the city with returning light. 

The proceſs of the war I need not tell, 

How: Theſeus conquer'd, and how Creon fell: 


| Or after, how by ſtorm the walls were won, 


Or how the victor ſack'd and burn'd the town: 
How to the ladies he reſtor'd again 
The bodies of their lords in battle lain : 


All theſe to fitter times ſhall be deferr'd. 
I ſparc the widow's tears, their woeful cries, 
And howling at their huſband's obſequies; 
How Theſcus at theſe fun'rals did aflift, 


And with what gifts the mourning dames diſ- 


miſs'd. | | 
Thus, when the victor chief had Creon ſlain, 
And conquer'd Thebes, he pitch'd upon the plain 
His mighty camp, and, when the day return'd, 
The country waſted, and the hamlets burn'd, 


And left the pillagers, to rapine bred, | 
Without controul to ſtrip and ſpoil the dead. 


There, in a heap of ſlain, among the reſt 


| Two youthful knights they found, bencath 2 


| load oppreſt 


Of flaughter'd foes, whom firſt to death they ſent, 


| Thetrophies of their ſtrength, a bloody monument. 


Both fair, and both of royal blood they ſcem'd, 
Whom kinſmen to the crown the heralds deem'd; 
That day in equal arms they fought for fame; 


Their ſwords, their ſhields, their ſurcoats, were 


the ſame. 


But with their lifeleſs limbs his hounds are fed! Cloſe by each other laid, they preſs'd the ground, 
| Their manly boſoms pierc'd with many a grieſly 


At this ſhe ſhrick'd aloud; the mournful train 
Echo'd her grief, and, grov'ling on the plain, 


wound; 


Nor 


He ſigh'd; and could not but their fate deplore, 


And with what ancient rites they were interr'd; 
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r well alive, nor wholly dead they were, 
_ fame faint ſigns of feeble life appear : 
The wand'ring breath was on the wing to part, 
Weak was the pulſe, and hardly heav'd the heart. 
Theſe two were liſters ſons ; and Arcite one, 
Much fam'd in fields, with valiant Palamon. 
From theſe their coftly arms the ſpoilers rent, 
And foftly both convey'd to Theſeus' tent: 
Whom known of Creon's line, and cur'd with care, 
He to his city ſent as pris'ners of the war, 
Hobeleſs of ranſom, and condemn'd to lic 
In durance, doom'd a ling'ring death to die. 
Thi;done,hemarch'd awaywith warlike ſound, 
And to his Athens turn'd with laurels crown'd, 
Where happy long he liv'd, much lov'd, and 
more renown” | SER 
But in a tow'r, and never to be loos'd, 
The woeful captive kinſmen are inclos'd: _ 
Thus vear by year they paſs, and day by day; 
Till once, *twas on the morn of cheerful May, 
The young Emilia, fairer to be ſcen | 
Than the fair lily on the flow'ry green, 
More freſh than May herſelf in bloſſoms new _ 
(For with the roſy colour ſtrove her hue,) 
Wak'd, as her cuſtom was, before the day, 
To do th'obſervance due to ſprightly May: 
For ſprightly May commands our youth to keep 
The vigils of her night, and breaks their ſlug- 
gard _ 3 5 
Each gentle breaſt with kindly warmth ſhe moves; 
Inſpires new flames, revives extinguiſh'd loves. 
In this remembrance, Emily ere day 
Aroſe, and dreſs'd herſelf in rich array: 
Freſh as the month, and as the morning fair; 
Adowa her ſhoulders fell her length of hair: 
A ribband did the braided treſſes bind, _ 
The reſt was looſe, and wanton'd in the wind: 
Aurora had but newly chac'd the night, 
And purpl'd o'er the ſky with bluſhing light, 
When to the garden-walk ſhe took her way, 
To ſport and trip along in cool of day, 
And offer maiden vows in honour of the May. 
Atev'ry turn ſnhe made a little ſtand, 
And thrui among the thoras her lily hand 
To draw the roſe; and ev'ry roſe ſhe drew 
She ſhook the ſtalk, and bruſh'd away the dew: 
Thea party-colour'd flow'rs of white and red 
She wove, to make a garland for her head: 
This done, ſhe ſung, and carol'd out fo clear, 
hat men and angels might rejoice to hear! 
Ev'n wond'ring Philomel forgot to ſing, het, 
And learn'd from her to welcome-in the ſpring ! 
he tow'r, of which before was mention made, 
Within whoſe keep the captive knights were laid, 
Built of a large extent, and ſtrong withal, 
das one partition of the palace wall: 
ne garden was inclos'd within the ſquare, 
nere young Emilia took the morning-air. 
t happen'd Palamon, the pris'ner knight, 
etlels for woe, aroſe before the light, 
nd, with his jailor's leave, defir'd to breathe 
dar more wholeſome than the damps beneath. 
» granted, to the tow'r he took his way, 


| 
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But when my mortal anguifh caus'd my cry, 


DPfDAC TIC. DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| Stung to the quick, he felt 
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Then caſt a languiſhing regard around, 

And ſaw with hateful eyes the temples crown'd } | 
With golden ſpires, and all the hoſtile ground.) 
He figh'd, and turn'd his eyes, becauſe he knew 
Twas but a larger gaol he had in view: | 


Then look'd below, and from the caſtle's height 


Beheld a nearer and more pleaſing fight : 


The garden, which before he had not ſeen, 1 


In ſpring's new liv'ry clad of white and green, | 
Freſh flow'rs in wide parterres, and ſhady [_ 
walks between. 5 5 


I This viewed, but not enjoy'd, with arms acroſs 


Wich walking giddy, and with thinking ti 


He ſtood, reflecting on his country's loſs; 
Himſelf an object of the public ſcorn, 
And often wiſh'd he never had been born. 
Ar laſt, for ſo his deſtiny requir'd, 3 
r'd 
He thro? a little window caſt his fight, = 


Tho? thick of bars, that gave a ſcanty light: 


But ev'n that glimm'ring ſerv'd him 

Th' inevitable charms of Emily. 
Scarce had he ſeen, but, ſciz'd with ſudden 
| ſmart, | | As 


to deſcry 


it at his heat; 
Struck blind with overpow'ring light he ſtood, 


Then ftarted back amaz'd, and cry'd aloud. 


Young Arcite heard; and uphe ran with haſte, 


To help his friend, and in his arms embrac'd ; 


And aſk'd him why he look'd fo deadly wan, 
And whence and how his change of cheer began? 
Or who had done th'offence? But if, ſaid he, 


Your grief alone is hard captivity, 

For love of heav'n, with patience undergo 
A cureleſs ill, ſince fate will have it ſo: 

| So ſtood our horoſcope in chains to lie, 


And Saturn in the dungeon of the ſky, 


Or other baleful aſpect, rul'd our birth, 


When all the friendly ſtars were under earth: 
Whatc'er betides, by deſtiny 'tis donc; | 
And better bear, like. men, than vainly ſeek ts 
ſhun. „ 5 
Nor of my bonds, ſaid Palamon again, 
Nor of unhappy planets I complain; 


That moment I was hurt thro' either eye; 


Pierc'd with a random ſhaft I faint away, 


And periſh with inſenſible decay: :- _ 
A glance of ſome new goddeſs gave the wound, 
And all the Cyprian qucen is in her face. ſ 
If thou art Venus (for thy charms confeſs 
That face was form'd in heav'n, nor art thou leſs; 


Dilguis'd in habit, undiſguis'd in ſhape) 
Or help us captives from our chains to ſcape; 


Whom, like Acteon, unaware I found. 
| Look how ſhe walks along yon ſhady ſpace, 
Not Juno moves with more majeſtic grace; 


| But if our doom be paſt in bonds to lie 


For life, and in a loathſome dungeon die, 
Then be thy wrath appeas'd with our diſgrace, 
And ſhew compaſſion to the Theban race, | 
Oppreſs'd by tyrant pow'r! While yet he ſpoke, 
Arcite on Emily had fix'd his look; 2 2 


| The fatal dart a ready paſſage found, 


cer ' d with the promiſe of a glorious day: 


1 


And deep within his heart iatix'd the wound 
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Poiſon's in her eyes, and death in ev'ry glance. 


' (Eager his tone, and ardent were his eyes) 


_ Jeſting, ſaid Arcite, ſuits but ill with pain. 
It ſuits far worſe (ſaid Palamon again, 
And bent his brows) with men who honor weigh, 
Their faith to break, their friendſhip to betray ; 
But worſt with thee, of noble lineage born, 


His fellow's hindrance in purſuit of love? 
To this before the gods we gave our hands, 
And nothing but our death can break the bands. 
This binds thee, then, to further my deſign 
Es I am bound by vow to further thine) : 
Nor can'ſt, nor dar'ſt thou, traitor, on the plain 


Since thou art of my council, and the friend 
W hoſe faith I truſt, and on whoſe care depend: 


Thou, as my counſel, and my brother ſworn, 
Or juſtly to be deem'd a perjur'd knight. 
In haughty language, thus reply'd again; 


1 
-* 


I firſt return, and then diſprove thy claim. 
If love be paſſion, and that paſſion nurſt 
With ſtrong defires, I lov'd the lady firft. 


Tphine was devotion to the bleſt above; 
I faw the woman, and defir'd her love; 


Suppoſe (which yet I grant not) thy deſire 
A moment elder than my rival fire; 
Can chance of ſeeing firſt thy title prove? 
And know'ft thou not, no law is made for love; 


4 — 322 
a 
12 a 


So that if Palamon were wounded ſore, 
Arcite was hurt as much as he, or more: 
Then from his. inmoſt ſoul he ſigh'd, and ſaid; 
The beauty I behold has ftruck me dead: 
Unknowingly the ſtrikes, and kills by chance; 


O, I muſt aſk; nor aſk alone, but move 
Her mind to mercy, or muſt die for love. 
Thus Arcite: and thus Palamon replies 


Speak'ſt thou in earneſt, or in jeſting vein? | 


My kinſman, and in arms my brother ſworn. 
Have we not plighted each our holy oath, 
That one ſhould be the common good of both; 
One ſoul ſhould both inſpire, and neither prove 


Approach my honour, or thine own maintain, 


And would'ft thou court iny lady's love, which I 
Much rather than releaſe would chooſe to die ? 
But thou, falſe Arcite, never ſhalt obtain 

Thy bad pretence; I told thee firſt my pain: 
For firſt my love began ere thine was born, 


Art bound t'aſſiſt my elderfhip of right : 
Thus Palamon : but Arcite with diſdain, 


Forſworn thyſelf : the traitor's odious name 


Canſt thou pretend deſire, whom zeal inflam'd 
To worſhip, and a pow'r celeſtial nam'd ? 


Firſt own'd my paſſion, and to thee commend 
Th'important ſecret, as my choſen friend. 


].aw is to things which to free choice relate; 

Love is not in our choice, but in our fate; 

Laws are but poſitive ; love's pow'r, we ſee, 

Is Nature's ſanction, and her firſt decree. 

Each day we break the bond of human laws 

For love, and vindicate the common cauſe. 

Laws for defence of civil rights are plac'd ; 

Love throws the fences down, and makes a 
gen'ral waſte : | 

Maids, widows, wives, without diſtinction fall; 

The tweeping deluge, Love, comes an, and 
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But on theſe har 


covers all. 


Book II. 
If then the laws of friendſhip I tranſgreſs, 


I keep the greater, while I break the leſs ; 
And both are mad alike, ſince neither can poſſeſs. 
Both hopeleſs to be ranſom'd, never more 


To ſee the ſun, but as he paſſes o'er. 
Like Zſop's hounds contending for the bone, 

Each pleaded right, and would be lord alone 

The fruitleſs fight continu'd all the day; 


| A cur. came by, and ſnatch'd the prize away. 
| As courtiers therefore juftle for a grant, [want, 
And when they break their friendſhip plead thcir 


| So thou, if fortune will thy ſuit advance, 


Love on, nor envy me my equal chance: 

For J muſt love, and am reſolv'd to try 

My fate, or, failing in th' adventure, die. 
reat was their ſtrife, which hourly was renew'd, 


Till each with mortal hate his rival view'd : 
| Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand; 


But when they met they made a furly ſtand, 

And glar'd like angry — as they paſs'd, 

And wiſh'd that ev'ry look might be their laſt, 
It chanc'd at length, Pirithous came t'attend 


This worthy Theſeus, his familiar friend; 


Their love in early infancy began, 
And roſe as childhood ripen'd into man. 
Companions of the war, and lov'd fo well, 


| That when one dy'd, as ancient ſtories tell, 


His fellow to redeem him went to hell. 
But to purſue my tale; to welcome home 


His warlike brother is Pirithous come: 


Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long 
fince, 3 ä 8 


And honour'd by this young Theſſalian prince. 


Theſeus, to gratify his friend and gueſt, 


Who made our Arcite's freedom his requeſt, 


Reſtor'd to 1 the captive knight, 


conditions I recite : 


That if hereafter Arcite ſhould be found | 


Within the compaſs of Athenian ground, 


By day or mght, or on whate'er pretence, 


His head ſhould pay the forfeit,of th'offence. 
| To this Pirithous for his friend agreed; 


And on his promiſe was the pris'ner freed. 


Unpleas'd and penſive hence he takes his way, 


At his own peril; for his life muſt pay. 


| Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate, 


Finds his dear purchaſe, and repents too late ? 
What have I gain'd, he ſaid, in priſon peat, 
If I but change my bonds for baniſnment? 


| | And baniſh'd from her fight, I ſuffer more ; 
| In freedom than I felt in bonds before; 


Forc'd from her preſence, and condemn'd to live: 
Unwelcome freedom, and unthank'd reprieve: 
Heav'n is not but where Emily abides; 
And where ſhe's abſent—all is hell beſides. 
Next to my day of birth was that accurſt, 
Which bound my friendſhip to Pirithous firſt : 


| Had I not known that prince, I ftilt had been 


In bondage, and had ſtill Emilia ſeen : 
For tho? I never can her grace deſerve, 
Tis recompence enough to ſee and ſerve. 
O Palamon, my kinſman and my friend, 
How much more happy fates thy love attend 
Thine is th' adventure; thine the victory: 


| Well has thy fortune turn'd the dice for thee: 
: Thos 
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n that angel's face may'ſt feed thine eyes, 
n riſon—No3 but bliſsful paradiſe 
Thou daily ſeeſt that ſun of beauty ſhine, 
And lov'ſt at leaſt in love's extremeſt line. 
I mourn in abſence, love's eternal night; 


And art a comely, young, and valiant knight, 
Fortunc (a various pow'r)may ceaſe to frown, 
And, by ſome ways unknown, thy withes crown ? 
But I, the moſt forlorn of human kind, 
Nor help can hope, nor remedy can hind 3 
But, doom'd to drag my loathſome life in care, 
For my reward, muſt end it in deſpair. 
Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates 
That governs all, and Heay'n that all creates, 
Nor art, 2or nature's hand can eaſe my grief; 
Nothing but death, the wretch's laſt relief: 
Then farewell youth, and all the joys that dwell 
With youth and life, and life itſelf farewell. 
But why, alas! do mortal men in vai 
Of fortune, fate, or providence complain? 
God gives us what he knows our wants require, 
And better things than thoſe which we deſire : 
dome pray for riches; riches they obtain; 
But, watch'd by robbers,for their wealth are ſlain : 
Some pray from priſon to be freed ; and come, 
Vhcn guilty of their vows, to fall at home; 
Marder'd by thoſe they truſted with their life, 
A favour'd ſervant, or a boſom wife. 5 
Suck dear-bought bleſſings happen ev'ry day, 
Becauſe we know not for what things to pray. 
Like drunken ſots, about the ſtreet we roam: 
Well knows the ſot he has a certain home; 
Vet knows not how to find th'uncertain place, 
And blunders on, and ſtaggers ev'ry pace. 
Thus all ſeek happineſs, but few can find; 
For far the greater part of men are blind. 
This is my caſe, who thought our utmoſt good 
Was in one word of freedom underſtood : 
The fatal bleſſing came; from priſon free, 
I ftarve abroad, and loſe the ſight of Emily. 
Thus Arcite: but if Arcite thus deplore 


* 


— 


His ſuff'rings, Palamon yet ſuffers more. 


For when he knew his rival freed and gone, 


He frets, he fumes, he ſtares, he ſtamps tlie ground; 
The hollow tower with clamours rings around: 
With briny tears he bath'd his fetter'd feet, 
And dropt all o'er with agony of ſweat, '. 
Alas! he cry'd, I, wretch, in priſon pine. 

00 happy rival, while the fruit is thine, 
Thou liv'ſt at large, thou draw'ſt thy native air, 
bleas'd with thy freedom, proud of my deſpair 
Thou may*, fince thou haſt youth and courage 

lweet behaviour and a ſolid mind, [join'd, 
ſemble ours, and all the Theban race, | 

9 vindicate on Athens thy diſgrace; 

-_> after, by ſome treaty made, poſſeſs 
cr Emily, the pledge of laſting peace. 
de thine ſhall be the beauteous prize, while I 
Muſt languiſh in deſpair, in priſon die. 


portion double joys, and double ſorrows mine. 
he rage of jealouſy then fir'd his foul, 


d 
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us all tl advantage of the ſtrife is thine; 
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Now cold Deſpair, ſucceeding in her ſtead, 


To livid paleneſs turns the glowing red. 


His blood, ſcarce liquid, creeps within his veins, 
Like water, which the freezing wind coaſtrains. 
| Then thus he {aid : Eternal Denies, by 

And who can tell but fince thou haſt her fight, 


Who rule the world with abſolute decrees, . 


And write whatever time ſhall bring to pals, 


With pens of adamant on plates of braſs; 


What, is the race of human kind your care 


Beyond what all his fellow-creatures are? 


He with the reſt is liable to pain, an, 
And like the ſheep, his brother beaſt, is ſlain,  _ 


Cold, hunger, priſons, ills without a cure, 
All theſe he muſt, and guiltleſs oft endure ; 


Or does your juſtice, pow?r, or preſcience fail 


When the good ſuffer, and the bad prevail 
W bat worle to wretched virtue could befal, 
If fate or giddy fortune govern'd all? 


Nay, worle than other beaſts is our eftate; 
Them, to purſue their pleaſures, you create; 


We, bound by harder laws, muſt curb our will, 
And your commands, not our defires, fulfil; 
Then when the creature is unjuſtly ſlain, 


| Yet after death at leaſt he feels no pain; 


But man, in life furcharg'd with woe before, 
Not freed when dead, is doom'd to ſuffer more. 
A ſerpent ſhoots his ſting at unaware ; 

An ambuſh'd thief forelavs a traveller: : 
The man lies murder'd, while the thief and ſnake, 
One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake. 
This let diviaes decide; but well I know, 
Juſt or unjuſt, I have my ſhare of woe, 
Through Saturn ſeated in a luckleſs place, 
And Juno's wrath that perſecutes my race; 


Or Mars and Venus in a quartil, move 
My pangs of jealouſy for Arcite's love. 


Let Palamon, oppreſs'd in bondage, mourn, 
While to his exil'd rival we return. | | 


| By this, the ſun, declining from his height, 


The day had ſhorten'd to prolong the night ; 
The lengthen'd night gave length of mitcry 
Both to the captive lover and the free ; 

For Palamon in endleſs priſon, mourns, 


And Arcite forfeits life if he returns: 
He ſwells with wrath; he makes outrageous moan: 


The baniſh'd never hopes his love to ſce, 
Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty: 


Tis hard to ſay who ſuffers greater pains : 


One ſees his love, but cannot break his chains: 


One free, and all his motions uncontroul'd, _ 
he would 


Beholds whate'er he would, but what 

behold. RK | 
Judge as you pleaſe, for I will haſte to tel! 
What fortune to the baniſh'd knight befcl.* 
When Arcite was to Thebes return'd again, 
The loſs of her he lov'd renew'd his pain; 


| What could be worſe, than never mare to ſee 
His life, his ſoul, his charming Emily? 


He rav'd with all the madnets of deſpair, 
He roar'd, he beat his breaſt, he tore his hair. 


Dry forrow in his ſtupid eyes appears; 


For wanting nouriſhment, he wanted tears; 
His eve-balls in their hollow ſockets fink; 
Bereft of ileep, he loathes his meat and drink, 

He withers at his heart, and looks as wan | 


uis face kindl'd like a burning coal: 


As the pale ſpectre of a murder d man: 


That ' 


/ 
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That pale turns yellow, and his face receives | All think him worthy of a greater place, 
Te faded hue of ſapleſs hoxen leaves: And recommend him to the royal grace : 
In ſolitary groves he makes his moan, That, exercis'd within a higher ſphere, 
Walks early out, and ever is alone: IAis virtues more conſpicuous might appear, 
Nor, mix'd in mirth, in youthful pleaſures ſhares, | Thus by the gen'ral voice was Arcite prais'd, 


Book 
At caſe 


Turn'd 
The gri 
A wood 
Then ti 


But ſighs when ſongs and inſtruments he hears. | And by * Theſeus to high favour rais'd : | 
His ſpirits are fo low, his voice is drowu'd, J Among his menial ſervants firſt enroll'd, | And ra 
Hie hears as from afar, or in a ſu oon, And largely entertain'd with ſums of gold; Fort 
Like the deaf murmurs of a diſtant found: J Beſides what ſecretly from Thebes was ſent, If not th 
Uncomb'd his locks, and ſqualid his attire, Of his own income, and his annual rent: I fame, For the 
Unlike the trim of love and gay defire: [This well employ'd, he purchas'd ro a And N. 
But full of muſeful mopings, which preſage | But cautiouſly conceal'd from whence it came. When | 
| The loſs of reaſon, and conclude in rage. Thus for three years heliv'd with large increaſe, The fu 
This when he had endur'd a year and more, | In arms of honor, and eſteem in peace; | So may 
Now wholly chang'd from what he was before, | To Theſeus' perſon he was ever ner; Nor got 
It —_— _— 1 - 735 0 And Theſeus, for his virtues, held him dear. 3 _ 
He dream'd (his dream n at break of day) | . | 8 ne 
That 2 o'er his head in air appear'd, F n Palamon and Arcite ; or, the Knight's Tale. His vo 
And with ſoft words his drooping ſpirits cheer'd: | BOOK II. nd Till fat 
His hat, adorn'd with wings, difclos'd the God, WHILE Arcite lives in bliſs, the ſtory turns His ſte 
And in his hand he bore the fleep-compelling rod: | Where hopeleſs Palamon in priſon mourns. Full lit 

Such as he ſcem'd, when, at his ſire's command, | For fix long years immur'd, the captive knight Whofl 
On Argus head he laid the ſnaky wand. | Had dragg'dhis chains, and ſcarcely ſeen the light: In brak 

Ariſe, he ſaid, to conqu' ring Athens go; | Loft liberty and love at once he bore : 

There Fate appoints an end to all thy woe, | His priſon pain'd him much, his paſſion more: Ard le 
The fright awaken'd Arcite with a ftart; | Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove, Pat tea 
Againſt his boſom bounc'd his heaving heart; | Nor ever wiſhes to be free from love. | But as 

But ſoon he ſaid, with ſcarce- recover'd breath, | But when the fixth revolving year was run, That fi 

Aud thither will I go to meet my death, ' | And May within the Twins receiv'd the ſun, For thi 

Sure to be ſlain; but death is my defire, | Were it by chance, or forcetul deſtiny, 7 | For, ur 


Uncaut 
And le 
Who! 
And lc 
But on 


As lov 


Since in Emilia's fight I thall expire. | Which forms in cauſes firſt whate'er ſhall be, 

By chance he ſpy'd a mirror while he ſpoke, |} Aſſiſted by a friend, one moonlets night, 
And gazing there, beheld his alter*d look; I This Palamon from priſon took his flight : 
Wond'ring, he ſaw his features and his hue | A pleafant bev'rage he prepar'd before 
So much werechang'd, that ſcarce himſelfheknew. | Of wine and honey, mix'd with added ſtore 

A ſudden thought then ſtarting in his mind, | Of opium; to his keeper this he brought, 
Since I in Arcite cannnot Arcite find, _ | Who ſwallow'd unaware the flee y draught, 
The world may ſearch in vain with all their eyes, | And ſnor'd ſecure till morn, his ſenſes bound 
But never penetrate through this diſguiſe. In flumber, and in long oblivion drown'd. 
Thanks to the change which grief and ficknefs | Short was the night, and careful Palumon 


In low eſtate I may ſecurely live, 
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[ give ; | Sought the next covert ere the riſing fan. ; : 

And ſec, unknown, my miſirels day by day. A thick ſpread foreſt near the city h = * _ 
| He ſaid; and cloth'd himfelf in coarſe array: Tothis with hen'd ſtrides he took is way A eſp 
A lab'ring hind in ſhew ; then forth he went, | (For far he could not fly, and fear'd the day). J _ at 
And to th Athenian tow'rs his journey bent: {| Safe from purſuit, he meant to fhun the light, 4 0 
One *ſ{quire attended in the ſame diſguiſe, Till the brown ſhadows of the friendly ng * it! 
Made conſcious of his maſter's enterpriſe: —| To Thebes might favour his intended flight. } Sul 1 
Arriv'd at Athens, ſoon he came to court, | When to his country come, his next deſign = w 
Unknown, unqueſtion'd, in that thick reſort: | Was all the Theban race in arms to join, 1. 2 
Proff ring for hire his ſervice at the gate, And war on Theſeus, till he loſt his life, * " 

| To drudge, draw water, and to run or wait. Or won the beauteous Emily to wife. = * 
Zo far befel him, that for little gain I Thus While his 3 ——— L | a C1 
| He ſerv'd at firſt Emilia's chamberlain ; | To gentle Arcite let us turn our fille ; Ws ap [ 
And, watchful all advantages to ſpy, Who little dreamt how nigh he was to care, 2 
Was ſtill at hand, and in his maſter's ẽe; Till rreach'rous fortune caught him in the ſaare- 8 mM 
And as his bones were big, and ſinews ſtrong, The morning- lark, the metlenger of day, . 2 


Refus'd no toil that could to ſlaves belong; Saluted in her ſong the morning gray; | 
But from deep wells with engines water drew, | And foon the ſun aroſe with beams fo bright, 
And us'd his noble hands the wood to hew. That all th*horizon laugh's to ſee the joyous fight; 
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He paſs'd a year at Jeatt attending thus 1 He with his tepid rays the roſe renews, — al 
On Emily, and call'd Philoſtratus. I ͤAnd licks the drooping leaves, and dries the dews; Beſide. 
But never was there man of his degree I When Areite left his bed, reſoly*d to pay | Whay, 
8s much eſteem'd, ſo well belov'd as he. Obſervance to the month of merry May: Wige 
So gentle of condition was he known, Forth on his fiery ſteed betimes he rode, ver ch 


That thro? the court his courteſy was blown: That ſcarcely prints the turf on which he 
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At caſe he ſeem'd, and, prancing o'er the plains, 
| Turn'd only to the grove his horſe's reins, | 
The grove I nam'd before; and, lighted there, 
A woodbine garland fought to crown his hair; 
Then turn'd his face againſt the riſing day, 
And rais'd his voice to welcome in the May. 
For thee, ſweet month, the groves green live- 
Ifnot the firſt, the faireſt of the year: | ries wear: 
For thee the Graces lead the dancing hours, 
And Nature's ready pencil paints the flow'rs : 
When thy ſhort reign is 2 the fevꝰriſli ſun 
The ſultry tropic fears and moves more ſlowly on. 
So may thy tender bloſſoms fear no hlight, 
Nor goats with venom'd teeth thy tendrils bite, 
As thou ſhalt guide my wand'ring feet to find 
| The fragrant greens I ſeek, my brows to bind. 
His vows addreſs'd, within the grove heſtray'd, 
Till fate, or fortune, near the place convey'd | 
His ſteps where ſecret Palamon was laid. 
Full little thought of him the gentle knight, 1 
Who flying death had there conceal'd his flight, 1 | 
In brakes and brambles hid, and ſhunning mor- | 
wn | 
And leſs he knew him for his hated foe, 
But fear'd him as a man he did not know. 
But as it has been ſaid of ancient years, | 
That fields are full of eyes, and woods have ears 
For this the wiſe are ever on their guard; 
| For, unforeſeen, they ſay, is unprepar'd. 
Uacautious Arcite thought himſelf alone, 
And leſs than all ſuſpected Palamon; 
Who liſt'ning heard him, while he ſearch'd the 
And loudly ſung his roundelay of love: | grove, 
But on the ſudden ſtopp'd, and filent ftood, 
As lovers often muſe, and change their mood; 
Now high as heav'n, and then as low as hell, 
Now up, now down, as buckets in a well ; 
For Venus, like her day, will change her cheer, 
And ſeldom ſhall we ſce a Friday clear. 
Thus Arcite, having ſung, with alter'd hue 
Sunk on the ground, and from his boſom drew 
A deſp'rate ſigh, accuſing Heav'n and fate, 
And angry Juno's unrelenting hate. 
| Curs'd be the day when firſt I did appear; } 
the J 


tt; 


z 


Let it be blotted from the calendar, [year. 
Left it pollute the month, and poiſon all 

Still will the jealous Queen purſue our race: 
Cadmus is dead, the Theban city u as: 

Vet ceaſes not her hate: for all who come 
From Cadmus are involv'd in Cadmus? doom. 
I ſuffer for my blood :- unjuſt decree! _ 
hat puniſhes another's crime on me. 

1 mean eſtate I ſerve my mortal foe, 


le, 
8 he man who caus'd my country's overthrow. 
| his is not all; for Juno, to my ſhame, 
35 forc*d me to forſake my former name; j 
reite I was, Philoſtratus I am. ED 
Ot all the royal race remains but one 
Wies myſelf, th'unhappy Palamon, 8 
Wy om Theſeus holds in bonds, and will not free; 
Vithout a crime, except his kin to me. 


hat fide of heav'n is all my enemy: 

ars ruin'd Thebes : his mother ruin'd me. 
et theſe, and all the reſt, I could endure ; 
ut Love's a malady without a cure | 
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| The ſurety which I gave thee, I defy : 


| And wilt not bear a rival in thy reign, 


223 


Fierce Love has pierc'd me with his fiery dart; 

He fires within, and hiſſes at my heart. | 

Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate purſue 

I ſuffer for the reſt, I die for you. | 

Of ſuch a Goddeſs no time leaves record, 

Who burn'd the temple where the was ador'd : 

And let it burn, I never will complain,  _ 

Pleas'd with my ſuff rings, if you knew my pain. 
At this a ſickly qualm his heart aſlaild, 


| His ears ring inward, and his ſenſes fail'd. 
No word miſs'd Palamon of all he ſpoke, 


But ſoon to deadly pale he chang'd his look: 


He trembl'd ev'ry limb, and felt a ſmart, 


As if cold ſteel had glided through his heart; 
No longer ſtaid, but, ſtarting from his place, 
Diſcover'd ſtood, and ſhew'd his hoſtile face. 
Falſe traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood, 
Bound by thy ſacred cath to ſcek my good, 
Now art thou found foreſworn, for Emily; 
And dar'ſt attempt her love, for whom I die, 
So haſt thou cheated Theicus with a wile, 


Againſt thy vow, returning to beguile 


Under a borrow'd name: as falſe to me, 


| So falic thou art to him who ſet thee free : 


But reſt aftur'd, that either thou ſhalt die, 
Or clic renounce thy claim in Emily: o 
Forthough unarm'd Iam, and (free'd by chance) 
Am here without my ſword, or pointed lance, 


Hope not, baſe man, unqueſtion'd hence to go; 
For I am Palamon, thy mortal foe. | 


Arcite, who heard his tale, and knew the man, 
His ſword unſheath'd, and fiercely thus began: 
Now, by the Gods who govern heav'n above, 
Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with love, 
That word had been thy laſt, or in this grove 
This hand ſhould force thee to renounce thy love. 
And Jove but laughs at lovers perjury. 


Know, I will ſerve the fair in thy deſpight; 
But ſince thou art my kinſman, and a knight, 
Here, have my faith, to-morrow in this grove 


Fool, not to know that love endures no tie, 


- | Ours arms ſhall plead the titles of our love: 


And Heav'n ſo help my right, as I alone 
Will come, and keep the cauſe and quarrel both. 
unknown; 3 5 


| With arms of proof both for myſelf and thee; 
| Chuſe thou the beſt, and leave the worſt to me. 


And, that a better eaſe thou may'ſt abide, 


| Bedding and clothes I will this night provide, 


And need ful ſuſtenance, that thou mayſt be 
A conqueit better won, and worthy me. 


His promiſe Palamon accepts; but pray'd, 


Ts keep it better than the firſt he made. 
Thus fair they parted till the morrow's dawn; | 
For each had laid his plighted faith to pawa. , 

Oh Love | thou ſternly doſt thy pow'r maintain, 


Both in deſpair, yet each would love alone. 
Arcite return'd, and, as in honor ty'd, N 
His foe with bedding and with food ſupply*d; 


Tyrants and thou all fellowſhip diſdain. 


This was in Arcite prov'd, and Palamon 


Then, ere the day, two ſuits of armour ſought, 


Which borne before him on his ſteed he brought : 
| | 5 Both 


2 
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Both were of ſhining ſteel, and wrought ſo pure, And, thence diſlodg'd, was wont to leave the wool 


And from afar their hatred chang'd their hue. 


His courle at diſtance, by the bending trees 


5 And either he muſt fall in figlit, or I: 


His foe profeſt, as brother of the war: 


Forſook his eaſy couch at early day, 
And to'the wood and wilds purſu'd his way. 


Book II. 
As micht the ſtrokes of two ſuch arms endure, For open helds, and croſs the cryſtal flood, 
Now, at the time, and in th'appointed place, Approach'd, and looking underneath the ſun, 
The challenger and challeng'd, face to face, He ſaw proud Arcite and fierce Palamon 
Approach; cach other from afar they knew, In mortal battle doubling blow on blow; 


— 


So ſtands the Thracian herdſman with his ſpear, | And ſhot a dreadful gleam, fo ſtrong they ſtrook, 
Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear, There ſcem'd leſs force requir'd to fell an oak, 
And hears him rultling in the wood, and fees | He gaz'd with wonder on their equal might, 

| | Look'd cayer on, but knew not either knight: 
Retolv'd to learn, he ſpurr'd his fiery ſteed 
Vith goring rowels to provoke his ſpeed. 
This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart; | The minute ended that began the race, 


And thinks, here comes my mortal enemy, 


A gea'rouschilnels ſeites ev'ry part: {heart. þ | So ſoon he was betwixt them on the place; 


The veins pour back the blood, and fortify the And with his {word unſhcath'd, on pain of life, 
Thus pale they meet; their eyes with fury burn; Commands both combatants to ceaſe their ſtrife: 


None greets; for none the greeting will return; Then with imperious tone purſues his threat; 


But in dumb ſurlineſs, each arm'd with care What are you? why in arms together met? 

Hou dares your pride preſume againſt my laws, 

Then both, no moment loſt, at once advance As in a liſted field to fight your caule ? 
Againſt each other, arm'd. with ſword and lance : | Unaſk'd the royal grant; no marthal by, 

They laſk, they foin, they pals, they ſtrive to bore | As knightly rites require, nor judge to try ? 
Their corſlets, and the thinneſt parts explore. Then Palamon, with ſcarce recover'd breath, 
Thus two long hours in equal arms they ſtood, | Thus haſty ſpoke : We beth deſerve the death, 
And wounded, wound, till both. were bath'd in | And both would die; for look the world around, 
And not a foot of ground had either got, [ blood; A pair fo wretched is not to be found : 

As if the world depended on the ſpot. Our life's a load; encumber'd with the charge, 


Fell Arcite like an angry tvger far'd ; tf We long to ſet th'impriſon'd foul at large. 


And like a hon Palamon appear'd : | 
Or as two boars whom love to battle draws, 
With rifing briſtles, and with frothy jaws, 


Now as tliou art a ſov'reign judge, decree ] 
The rightful doom of death to him and me, 
I. et neither find thiy grace; for grace is cruelty. 


Their adverſe breaſts with tuſks oblique they Me firſt, O kill me firſt, and cure my woe; 


wound; | 


Then ſheath the ſword of juſtice on my foe : 


| i 
With grunts and groans the foreſt rings around. | Or kill him firſt ; for when his name is heard, 


So fought the knights, and fighting muſt abide, He foremoſt will receive his due reward. 
Till fate an umpire ſends their diff *rence todecide. Arcite of Thebes is he; thy mortal foe : 
The pow'r that miniſters to God's decrees, | On whom thy grace did liberty beſtow; 
And executes on earth what Heav'n forſees, But firſt contracted, that if ever found 
Call'd providence, or chance, or fatal ſway, By day or night upon tl'Athenian ground, 
Comes with reſiſtleſs force, and finds or makes her | His head ſhould pay the forfeit ; ſee return'd 


Nor kings, nor nations, nor united pow'r, [way. The perjur'd knight, his oath and honor ſcorn'd. 
One moment can retardth'appomted hour. [ pears, | For this is he who, with a borrow'd name 


And ſome one dav, fome wond'rous chance ap- Aud profter'd ſervice, to thy palace came, 


Which happen'd not in centuries of years: No cail'd Philoſtratus: retain'd by thee, } 
For ſure, whare'er we mortals hate, or love, A traitor truſted, and in high degree, 5 
Or hope, or. fear, depends on pow'rs above: | Alpirps to the bed of beauteous Emily. _. 
They move our appetites to good or ill.. ij My Part remains; from Thebes my birth I own, 


—— —ü— 


And by foreſight neceſſitate the will. 
In Theſcus this appcars; whoſe youthful joy 
Was beaſts of chace in foreſts to deſtroy ; 
This gentle knight, inſpir'd by jolly NIay, 


Aud call myſelf th'unhappy Palamon. 


— 
— 


Nor promis d I thy pris'ner to remain: 


3 . , 
'} | Know me for what I am : I broke my chain, 
The love of hberty with life is giv'n; 


— . 


Befide him rode Hippolita the queen, And life itfelf ch'inferior gift of. Heav'n. 

And Emily, attir'd in lively greer; 3 Thus without crime I fled; but farther know, 
With horns, and hounds, and all the tuneful cry, I with this Arcite am thy mortal foe : 

To hunt a roval hart within the covert nigh : | Then gi: e me death, ſince I thy life purſue ; 
And as he follow'd & lars before, ſo now For ſateguurd of thylelf, death is my due. | 
He terves the goddefs of the filver bow. 2 More woulllt thou know? I love bright Emily, 
The war that Theſcus took was to the wood Au for her Jake and in her fight wilt dic : 
Where.the to knights in cruel battle ſggod ; | But kill my rival too; for he no leſs | | 


—— — — 


The lawn on which theyfought,th/appointed place Deſerves; and1 thy rightcous doom will bleſs, 
In which th*uncoupl'd hounds began the chace. Alur'd that what [looſe henever ſhall poſſeſs. 
Thither forth-right he rode to rouſe the prey, 

That, ſhaded by the fern, in harbour lay; 


us reply'd the fiern Athenian prince, 
Aud) touriy fmil'd,—In owning your offence, 
- * ou 


| Like lightning flam'd their faulchions to and fro, 


Think me not like that man; ſince no diſgrace 
Caa force me to renounce the honor of my race. 


Boo! 
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vou judge ourſelf ; and I but keep record 


In place of law, while you pronounce the word. 


Take your deſert, the death you have decreed ; | 


] ſeal your doom, and rarify the deed : | 
Ry Mars, the patron of my arms, you die. 
He ſaid; dumb forrow ſeiz'd the ſtanders-by. 
The queen, above the reſt, by nature good 
(The pattern form'd of perfect womanhood) 
For tender pity wept : when ſhe began, 
Thro? the bright quire th'infeCtious virtue ran. 
All dropt their tears, ev'n the contended maid : 
And thus among themſelves they ſoftly ſaid: 
What eyes can ſuffer this unworthy ſight! 
Two youths of royal blood, renown'd in fight, 
The maſterſhip of Heav'n in face and mind, 
And lovers, far beyond their faithleſs kind: 
Sce their wide ſtreaming wounds ; they- neither 
came . „ | 
For pride of empire, nor defire of fame : 
Kings fight for kingdoms, madmen for applauſe : 
But love for love alone ; that crowns the lover's 
cauſe. —— 


This thought, which ever bribes the beauteous 


duch pity wrought in ev'ry lady's mind, 


They left their ſteeds, and proſtrate on the place, 


From the fierce king implor'd th'offenders grace. 
He paus'd awhile, ſtood filent in his mood 
(For yet his rage was boiling in his blood); 
But ſoon his tender mind th'impreſſion felt 
(As ſofteſt metals are not flow to melt, 
And pity ſooneſt runs in ſofteſt minds); _ 
Then reaſons with himſelf ; and firſt he finds 
His paſſion caſt a miſt before his ſenſe, 
And either made or magnify'd th'offence. 
Offence! of what? to whom? who judg'dthe cauſe? 
The pris'ner freed himſelf by nature's laws: 
Born free, he ſought his right: the man he freed 
Was perjur'd ; but his love excus'd the deed : 
Thus pond'ring, he look'd under with his eyes, 
And ſaw the womens tears, and heard their cries ; 


| 


Which mov'd compaſſion more, he ſhook his head, 


And, ſoftly ſighing, to himſelf he faid, [draw 


Curſe on th'unpardoning prince, whom tears can 


o no remorſe; who rules by lions lav; 
And deaf to prayers, by no ſubmiſſion bow'd, 
Rends all alike, the penitent and proud. 
At this, with look ſerene, he rais'd his head! 
Reaſon reſum'd her place, and paſſion fled : _ 
Then thus aloud he ſpoke : The pow'r of love, 

n earth, and feas, and air, and heav'n above, 
Uules, unreſiſted, with an awful nod; | 
By daily miracles declar'd a God: PE: 
He blinds the wiſe, giveseye-ſight to the blind; 
And moulds and ftamps anew the lover's mind. 
Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon, 

reed from my fetters, and in ſafety gone, 

Vhat hinder'd either in their native foil | 

t eale to reap the harveſt of their toil ; 

ut Love, their lord, did otherwiſe ordain, 

nd brought them in their own deſpite again, 
20 ſuffer death deſerv'd ; for well they know 
= in my pow'r, and I their deadly foe ; 

he proverb holds, that to be wiſe and loye, 

hardly. granted to the Gods aboyg. 


, Sew, 
See how the madmen bleed ! behold the gains 
With which their maſter, Love, rewards their 
For ſev'n long years, on duty ev'ry day, [pans | 
Lo their obedience, and their monarch's pay 


Vet, as in duty bound, they ſerve him on; 
| And, aſk the fools, they think it wiſely done; 


Nor eaſe, nor wealth, nor life itlelf regard, 

For 'tis their maxim, Love is love's reward. 
This is not all; the fair for whom they ſtrove 
Nor knew before, nor could ſuſpect their love, = 

Nor thought, when ſhe beheld the fight from far, 
Her beauty was th'occaſion of the var. 


But ſure a gen'ral doom on man 1s paſt, 
And all are fools and lovers, hrſt or laſt : 
This both by others and myſelf I know, 


| For I have ſerv'd their ſov'reign _ ago; 


Of female ſnares, and felt the lover's pain, 


And learn'd how far the God can human 


Oft have been caught within the winding train 


hearts conſtrain. . „ 
To this remembrance, and the pray'rs of thoſe 
Who for th'offending warriors interpoſe, 
I give their forfeit lives on this accord, 
To do me homage as their ſov'reign lord; 
And as my vallals, to their utmoſt might, _ 
Alliſt my perſon, and aſſert my right. tain'd. 


| This freely ſworn, the knights their grace ob- 
Then thus the king his ſecret thoughts explain'd z 
If wealth, or honour, or a royal race, 1 
Or each, or all, may win a lady's grace, 


Then either of you knights may well deſerve 
A princeſs born; and ſuch is the you ſerve: 
For Emily is ſiſter to the crown, 5 
And but too well to both her beauty known: 
But ſhould you combat till ye both were dead, 


| Two lovers cannot ſhare a fagte bed : | 


As therefore both are equal in degree, 


| The lot of both be left to deſtiny. 


Now hear th'award, and happy may it prove 

To her, and him who beſt deſerves her love ! 
Depart from hence in peace, and free as air, 
Search the wide world, and where you pleaſe re- 
But on the day when this returning ſun 


| To the ſame point thro' ev'ry ſign has run, 


| Then each of you his hundred knights ſhall | 
In royal liſts to fight before the king; {[bfing 


And then the knight, whom fate or happy chance, 


Shall with his friends to victory advance, 


| And grace his arms fo far in equal fight, 
From out the bars to force his oppoſite, 
Or kill, or make him recreant on the plain, 


The prize of valour and of love ſhall gain ; 
The vanquiſh'd party ſhall their claim releaſe, 
And the long jars conclude in laſting peace: 


| The charge be mine t'adorn the choſen ground, 


The theatre of war, for champions ſo renown'd 
And take the patron's place of either knight, J 
With eyes impartial to behold the fight ; | 
Andheav'n of me ſo judge as I ſhall judgearight. JJ 


| If both are fatisfy'd with this accord, 


Swear by the laws of knighthood on my ſword. 
Who now but Palamon exults with joy? _ 
And raviſh'd Arcite ſrems to touch the ſky: 

T3 $US The 
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The whole aſſembl'd troop was pleas'd as v ell; | 
Extol th'award, and on their knees they fell 
To bleis the gracious king. The knights with 
leave [ceive : 
. Departing from the place, his laſt commands re- 
On Emily with equal ardour look, | | 
And from her eyes their inſpiration took. [Way, 
From thence to Thebes” old walls purſue their 
Each to provide his champions for the day. 
It might be deem'd, on cur hiſtorian's part, 

Gr too much negligence or want of art, 
If he forgot the vaſt mag niſicence 
Ok royal Theſeus, and his large expence. 
He firſt inclos'd for liſis a level ground, 
The whole circumference a mile around; 
The form was circular; and all without 
A trench was ſunk, to moat the place about. 
Within an amphitheatre appear'd, 
| Rais'd in degrees; to ſixty paces rear d: 
That when a man was plac'd in one "OR 
Height was allow'd for him above to fee. 
Faſtward was built a gate of marble white; 
Tha like adorn'd the weſtern oppoſite. 
A nobler object than this fabric was 

Rome never ſaw; nor of ſo vaſt a ſpace: 
For, rich with ſpoils of many a conquer'd land, 
All arts and artiſts Theſcus could conimand; 
Who fold for hire, or wrought for better fame; 
The maſter-painters and the carvers came. 
 $a1ole within the compaſs of the vear 
An age's work, a glorious theatre. 
Then o'er its caſtern gate was rais'd ahove 
A temple, tacred to the queen of love; 
An altar ſtood below: on either hand [ wand. 
A pricſt with roſes crown'd, who held a mvrtle 
The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos'd, 
And on the north a turret was inclos'd, 
Within the wall of alabaſter white, 
And crim{on coral for the queen of night, 
Who takes in ſylvan ſports her chaſte delight. 
Within theſe oratories might you fee = 
EKich car\ ings, pourtraitures, and imagery: 

M here ev'ry ligure to the life cxpreſs'd 
The godhead's pow'r to whom it was addreſs'd. 
In Venus temple, on the ſides were ſeen 
The broken flambers of enamour'd men, 
Prayers that een ſpoke, and pity ſeem'd to call, 
And ifſuing ſighs that ſmok'd along the wall. 
Complaints and hot deſires, the lover's heil, 
And ſcalding tears that wore a channel where 


they fell: 
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And all around where nuptial bonds, the ties 
Of love's ail! urance, and a train of hes, 
That, made in luſt, conclude in perjuries. 
Beauty, and youth, and wealth, and luxury, 
And ſpritel hope, and ſhort enduring joy; 
And ſorceries to raiſe th'infernal powers; 
And ſigils fram'd in planetary hours: 
Expence, and after- thought, and idle care, 
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Suſpicions, and fantaſtical ſurmiſe, 

And jcalouſy ſufſus'd, with jaundice in hier eyes, 
Diſcolouriag all ſhe view'd, in tawyy dreſt: 
Dow n-look'd, and with a cucko on her fiſt. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
With acts and monuments of times before: = 


And looſe array, fat port'reſs Idlenefs : 


And all the mighty names dy love undone. 
| With bowls that turn'd enamour'd youths to 
| Here-might be feen, that beaut 

Aud proweſs, to che pow'r of 10 
| The ſpreading ſnare for all mankind is laid; 


And lovers all betray, and are betray'd, _ 
| The Goddels? ſelf ſome noble hand had wrought; 


j 


And doubts of motley hue and dark deſpair ; | 


Book II. 
Oppos'd to her, on t'other fide advance = 
The coſtly feaſt, the carol, and the dance, 

Minſtrels, and mubic, poctry, and play, 


And balls by night, and tournaments by day. 
All rheſe were painted on the wall, and more; 


And others added by prophetic doom, 
And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come: 
For there th'Idalian mount and Citheron, 
The court of Venus was in colours drawn: 
Before the palace-gate, in careleſs dreſs, 
There, by the fount, Narciffus pin'd alone; 3 
There Sampſon was; with wiſer Solomon; 
Medea's charms were there, Circean feaſts, 


beaſts. - 


wealth, and wit, 
ve : : 


Smiling ſhe ſeem'd, and full of pleafing thouglit 
From occan as the firft began to rife, 
And ſmooth'd the ruffled ſeas and clear'd the ſkics; 
She trod tlie brine all bare below the breœaſt, 
And the green waves but ill conceal'd the reſt; 
A lute ſhe held; and on her head was ſcen 
A wreath of roſes red, and myrtles green; 
Her turtles fann'd the buxom ir abov es 
And, by his mother, ſtood an infant Love, 
With wings unfledg'd: his eyes were banded 
His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, [ o'er; 
Suppl yd with arrows bright and keen, a deadly | 
ſtore. 
But in the dome of mighty Mars, the red 
With diff'rent figures all the ſides were ſpread, 
This temple, lets in form with equal grace, 
Was imitative of the firſt in Thrace : 
For that cold region was the lov'd abode, 
And ſov'reign manſion of the warrior god. 
The landſcape was a foreſt wide and bare; 
Where neither beaſt nor human kind repait; ; 
The fowl that ſcent afar, the borders fly, 
And ſhun the bitter blaſt, and wheel about the ſky. 
A cake of ſcurf lies baking on the ground, 
| And prickly ſtubs, inſtead of trees are found; 
Or with knots and knares deform'd aad 
„ 
Headleſs the moſt, and hideous to behold : 
A rettling tempeſt through the branches went, 
That ſtripꝰd them bare, and one {ole w ay they vents 
 Heav'n froze above, ſevere the clouds congeal, 
And through the chryſtal vault appear d che 
ſtanding hail; 
Such was the face without: 2 mountain ſtood 
Threat'ning from high, and over! ook'd rhe v 
Beneath the lowring brow, and on a bent, 
The temple ſtood of Mars armipotent : 
The frame of burniſh'd ſtecl, that cuſt a glare 
From far, and ſeem'd to thaw thie freezing ait. 
| A ftrait long entry to the temple led, _ - 
Blind with high walls; and * over bead 


1 | Tick 


In thro? that door a northern light there ſlione; 


And all with blood beſpread the holy lawn. 


In midſt of all the dome, Misfortune fat, | away. | 
And gloomy Diſcontent, and fell Debate, 


Ships burnt in fight, or forc'd on rocky 


The new-born babe by nurſes overlaid; [made. 


Who forges ſharpen'd faulchions, or the ſcythe. 


Book II. 


Thence iſſu'd ſuch a blaſt and hollow roar, 
As threaten'd from the hinge to heave the door; 


was all it had; for windows there were none. 
The gate was adamant ; eternal frame! 
Which, hew'd by Mars himſelf, from 
quarries came, „ 
The labour of a God; and all along 
Tough iron plates were clench'd to make it ſtrong. 
A tun about was ev'ry pillar there; 5 
A poliſh'd mirror ſho.:e not half ſo clear. 
Tnere ſaw I how the ſecret felon wrought, 
And treaſon lab'ring in the traitor's thought; 
And midwife Time the ripen'd plot to murder | 
brought. 5 e 
There the red anger dar'd the pallid fear; 
Next ſtood Hypocriſy with holy leer; 
Soft ſmiling, and demurely looking 
But hid the dagger underneath the gown ; 
Th'aſſaſſinating wife, the houſhold/tiend ; 
And far the blackeſt there, the traikor-friend. 
On t'other ſide there ſtood Deſtructiin bare; 
Unpuniſh'd Rapine, and a waſte of war. 
Conteſt, with ſharpen'd knives, in cloiſters drawn, 


Indian | 


aF 


— 


Loud menaces were heard, and foul diſgrace, 

And bawling infamy, in language baſe; 

Till ſenſe was loſt in found, and ſilence fled 
the place. | 1 

The ſlayer of himſelf yet ſaw I there; 

The gore congeal'd was clotted in his hair : 

With eyes half clos'd, and gaping mouth he lay, 

And grim, as when he breath'd his fullen ſoul 


And Madneſs, laughing in his ireful mood ; 
Andarm'd Complaint ontheft; and cries of blood. 
There was the murder'd corpſe, in covert laid, 
And violent death in thouſand ſhapes diſplay'd ; 
The =y to the ſoldier's rage reſign'd: 
Succeſsleſs wars, and poverty behind : 
ſhores, 
And the raſh hunters ſtrangled by the boars : | 


And the cook caught within the raging fire he 
All ills of Mars's nature, flame and itcel; 
he gaſping charioteer, beneath the wheel 
Of his own car; the ruin'd houſe that falls 
And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls: 
he whole divition that to Mars pertains ; 
All trades of death that deal ia ſteel for gains 
Were there : the butcher, armourer, and ſmith, 


The ſcarlet conqueſt on a tow'r was plac'd, 
With ſhows and ſoldiers acclamations grac'd : 
A pointed {word hung threat'ning o'er his head, 
Suſtain'd but by a flender twine of thread. 
There ſaw I Mars's ides, the capitol, 

he ſeer in vain foretelling C:efar's fall; 

he laſt triumvirs, and the wars they move, 
And Anthony, who loſt the world for love. 
Theſe, and a thouſand more, the fane adorn ; 

heir fates were painted cre the men were born; 
All copied from the hcav'ns, and ruling force 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
The form of Mars high on a chariot ſtood, 


Of the red ſtar, in his revolving courſe. 


| 
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All ſheath'd in arms, and gruſfly look'd the God: 
Two geomantic figures were diſplay'd | 
Above his head, a warrior and a maid ; } 
One when direct, and one when retrograde. 

Tw'd with deformities of death, I hate * 
To the third teinple of Diana chaſte. 


 Alylvan ſcene with various greens was dravn, 


Shades on the ſides, and on the midſt a lawn : 
The ſilver Cynthia, with her nymphs a ound, 


Pur tu'd the flying deer, the woods with hoing . 


- 


. e 
Caliſta there ſtood manifeſt of ſhame, | 
And, turn'd a bear, the northern ſtar became : 


| Her ſon was next, and by peculiar grac: 
In the cold circle held the fecond place: 
The ſtag Acteon in the ſtream had ſpy'd 

| The naked huntreſs, and, for ſceing dy'd : 


His hounds, unknowing of his change, purſue 


The chace, and their miſtaken maſtcr ſlew. 


Peneian Daphne too was there, to ſee 


| | Apollo's love before, and now his tree : 


Th'adjoining fane th'aſſembled Greeks expreſt, 
And hunting of the Caledonian beaſt, 
Oenides' vaiour, and his envy'd prize; 

The fatal pow'r of Atalanta's eyes; 
Diana's vengeance on the victor ſhown, _ 
The murd'reſs mother, and conſuming ſon ; 
The Volſcian queen extended on the plain; 
The treaſon puniſh'd, and the traitor flain. 


| The reſt were various huntings, well defign'd, 


Aud favage beaſts deſtroy'd of ev'ry kind. 
The graceful goddeſs was array'd in green ; 
About her feet were little beagles ſeen, 


That watch'd with upward eyes the motions 


| of their queen, EY 

Her legs were buſkin'd, and the left before 
In act to ſhoot, a ſilver bow ſhe bore, "2 } 
And at her back a painted quiver wore, J 
She trod a waxing moon, that ſoon would wane, 
And drinking borrow'd light, be fill'd again: 


| With downcaſt eyes, as ſeeming to ſurvey 


The dark dominions her alternate ſway. 
Before her ſtood a woman in her throes, 
And call'd Lucina's aid, her burden to diſcloſe, 


All theſe the painter drew with fuch command, 
| That Nature ſuatch'd the pencil from his hand, 
Aſham'd and angry that his art could feign, 


And mend the tortures of a mother's pain. 


Theſeus beheld the fanes of eviry God, 
| And thought his mighty coſt was well beſtow'd. 
So princes now their poets ſhould regard : 1 


But few can write, and fewer can reward. 
The theatre thus rais'd, the lifts enclos'd, 


And all with vaſt magnificence diſpos'd, 
We leave the monarch pleas'd, and haſte to bring 
| The knights to combat, and their arms to ſing, 


| Palamon and Arcite ; or, the Knag it's Tale. 


BOOK III. 


| THE day approach'd when fortune ſhould 


decide | 
Th'important enterprize, and give the bride ; 
For now the rivals round the world had ſought. 
And cach his rival, well appointed, brought. 
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- Beſides the champions, all of high degree, 


The names of others, not theit own, enroll'd. 

W bo loves the fair, and is endu'd with might, þ 
In ſuch a quarrel would be proud to fight. 
There breathes not ſcarce a man on Britiſh ground 


But would have fold his life to purchaſe fame, | 


And had the land ſelected of the beſt, 
Half had come hence, and let the world provide the 


A hundred knights with Palamon there came, 
Some wore coat armour, imitating ſcale; 


Some for defence would leathern bucklers uſe 


And onea heavy mace to ſhun the foe; 


With jambeux arm'd, and double plates of ſteel : 
This on his helmet wore a lady's glove; 


The balls of his broad eyes roll'd in his head, 
And glar'd betwixt a yellow and a red: 


Broad ſhoulder'd, and his arins were round and 
Four milk-white bulls (the Thracian uſe of old) 
Upright he ſtood, and bore aloft his ſhield, 


His ſurcoat was a bear-ſkin on his back ; 
5 His hair hung long behind, and gloſſy raven black. 


With ſparkling diamonds and with rubies ſet: 


A match for pards in flight, in grappling for 
With golden muzzles all their mouths werebound, 


Tuc trappings of his horſe adorn'd with barb'rons 
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The nations, far and near, contend in choice, | 


And fend the flow'r of war by public voice; 
That after, or before, were never known 
Such chiefs, as each an army ſeem'd alone: 


Who knighthood lov'd, and deeds of chivalry, 
Throng'd to the liſts, and envy'd to behold 


Nor ſeems it ſtrange ; for ev'ry noble knight } 


(An iſle for love and arins of old renown'd) 


To Palamon or Arcite ſent his name ; 


A . 


Approv'd in fight, and men of mighty name; 
Their arms were ſev'ral, as their nations were; 
Bur furniſh'd all alike with ſword and ſpear. 


And next their ſkins were ſtubborn ſhirts of mail; 
Some wore a breaſtplate and a light juppon ; 
Their horſes cloath'd with rich caparifon z _ | 


Of folded hides; and others ſhields of pruce; 
One hung a pole-ax at his ſaddle- bow, 


One for his legs and knees provided well, 


And that a ſleeve embroider'd by 4 love. 


With Palamon, above the reſt ia place, \ 
1 came, the ſurly king of Thrace : i 
B 


ack was his beard, and manly was his face; 


He look'd a lion with a gloomy ſtare, 

Big-bon'd, and large of limbs, with finews ſtrong, 
long. 

Vere yok'd to draw his car of burniſh'd gold. 


Conſpicuous from afar, and overlook'd the field. 


His ample forehead bore a coronet 


And tall as ſtags, ran looſe and cours'd around 
| his chair, 


Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, fnowy fair 
[ the bear-: 


And callars of the ſame their necks ſurround, 

Thus thro! the fields Lycurgus took his way; 

His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud 
' 's » - alin | | 

To match this monarcn, with ſtrong Arcite came 

Emetrus, king of Iude, a mighty name, 

On a bay courſer, goodly to behold [ gold. 
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Not Mars beſtrode a ſteed with greater grace; 


His ſurcoat o'er his arms was cloth of Thrace, 
Adorn'd with pearls, all orient, round, and great ; 


His ſaddle was of gold, with em'ralds ſet. 


His ſhoulders large a mantle did attire, 


| With rubies thick, and ſparkling as the fire : 
His amber-colour'd locks in ringlets run, ſun. 
With graceful negligence, and ſhone againſt the 


His noſe was aquiline, his eyes were blue, 


- Ruddy his lips, and freſh and fair his hue: 
Some ſprinkled freckles on his face were ſeen, 
Whoſe duſk ſet off the whiteneſs of the ſkin: 


His awful preſence did the crowd ſurprize, 
Nor durſt the raſh ſpectator meet his eyes; 


Eyes that confeſs'd him born for kingly ſway ; 
+| So fierce, they flaſh'd intolerable day. 


His age in nature's youthful prime appear'd, 


| And juſt began to bloom his yellow beard. 


Whene'er he ſpoke, his voice was heard around, 


| Loud as a trumpet, with a filver ſound. 


A laurel wreath'd his temples, freſti and green ; 
And mvrtle ſprigs, the marks of love,were mix'd 


Upon his fiſt he bore, for his delight, [ between, 


An eagle well reclaim'd, and lily white. 

His hundred knights attend him to the war, 
All arm'd for battle ; ſave their heads were bare, 
Words and devices blaz'd on ev'ry ſhield ; 
And pleafing was the terror of the field, 
For kings,anddukes,and barons, you might ſee, } 
Like ſparkling ſtars, though diff rent in degree, i 
All for th'increaſe of arms, and love of chivalry. 
Before the king tame leopards led the way, 
And troops of lions innocently play. 


| So Bacchus through the conquer'd Indies rode, 


And beafts in gambols friſk'd beforethe honeſtgod. 
In this array the war of either ſide 

Through Athens paſs'd with military pride. 

At prime they enter'd on the Sunday morn ; 


Rich tapeſtry ſpread the ſtreets, and flow'rs the 


And o' er his eye-brows hung his matted hair; 
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The town was all a jubilee of feaſts; 

So Theſeus will'd the honor of his gueſts ; 
Himſelf with open arms the king embrac'd, 
Then all the reſt in their degrees were grac'd. 
No harbinger was needful for a night ; 


For ev'ry houſe was proud to lodge a knight. 


I paſs the royal treat, nor muſt relate 


Their vows, or who was faireſt at the feaſt; 
Whoſe voice, whoſe graceful dance did moſt fur- 
Soft am'rous ſighs, and ſilent love of eyes. ¶ prize: 
The rivals call my Mufe another way, 

To ſing their vigils for th'enſuing day. . _ 
Twas cbbing darkneſs, paſt the noon of night; 
And Phoſpher on the confines of the light, 
Promis'd the ſun, ere day began to-ſpring ; 


| The tuneful lark already ftretch'd her wing, 
| And, flick'ring on her neſt, made ſhort eſſays 


| to ſing. 

When wakeful Palamon, preventing day, 

| Took to the royal liſts his early way, 

To Venus at her fane, in her own houſe to pray. 
There, falling on his knees before her ſhrine, 


| He thus implor'd with pray'rs her pow'r divine: 
| N EP | Creatol 


The gifts beftow'd, nor how the champion ſat : 
| Who firit, or laſt, or how the knights addreſt 
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— 


or 


So grant my ſuit, as I enforce my might; 


Poſſeſſion, more than conqueſt, is my care. 


Spare me but one ſmall portion of the twine, 


Bur, if you this ambitious pray'r deny 
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Creator Venus, genial pow'r of love, 
The bliſs of men below and gods above! 
Beneath the fliding ſun thou runn'ſt thy race, 
Poſt faireſt ſhine, and beſt become thy place. 
For thee the winds their eaſtern blaſt forbear, 
Thy month reveals the ſpring, and opens all the 
Fear! . : 
Thee, Go deſs, thee the ſtorms of winter fly, 
Earth ſmiles, with flow'rs renewing, laughs the 
8 Lapply. 
And birds to lays of love their tuncful notes J. 
For thee the lion loathes the taſte of blood, 
And roaring hunts his female thro? the wood : 


For thee the bulls rebellow thro? the groves, 


And tempt the ſtream, and ſnuff their abſent 
loves. . 


All nature is thy province, life thy care: 
Thou mad ſt the world, and doſt theworldrepair. 
Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron, | 
Increaſe of Jove, companion of the ſun ; 

If e'er Adonis touch'd thy tender heart, 


'Tis thine whate'er is pleaſant, good, or fair: | 


Have pity, Goddeſs, for thou know'ft the ſmart. 


Alas! I have not words to tell my grief; 

To vent my ſorrow would be ſome relief; 
Light ſuff*rings give us leiſure to complain; 
We groan, but cannot ſpeak in greater pain. 
O Goddeſs, tell thytelf what I would fay, 
Thou know'ft it; and I feel too much to pray. 


In love to be thy champion, and thy knight ; 
A ſervant to thy ſex, a flave to thee, 

A foc profeſt to barren chaſtity. _ 

Nor aſk I fame or honor of the field, 

Nor chooſe I more to vanguith titan to yield: 
In my divine Emilia make me bleſt; 


Let fate, or partial chance, diſpoſe the reſt: 


Find thou the manner, and the means prepare; 


Mars is the warrior's god; in him it lies, 

On whom he favours to coufer the prize; 
With ſmiling aſpect you ſerenely move | 
In your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love. 
The fates but only ſpin the coarſer clue, 
The fineſt of the. wool is left for you. 


And let the ſiſters cut below your line: f 
The reſt among the rubbiſh may they ſweep, 
Or add it to the yarn of ſome old miſer's heap. 


(A wiſh, I grant, beyond mortality) 
Then let me fink beneath proud Arcite's arms, 
And, I once dead, let him poſſeſs her charms. 
Thus ended he; then with obſervance due, 
The ſacred incenſe on her altar threw : 
The curling ſmoke mounts heavy from the fires ; 
At length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires; 
At once the gracious Goddeſs gave the ſign, 
Her ſtatue ſhook, and trembl'd all the ſhrine : 
Pleas'd Palamon the tardy omen took: 
For, fince the flames purſu'd the trailing ſmoke, 
He knew his boon was granted; but the day [ lay. 
odiſtance driv*n, and joy adjourn'd with long de- 
Now. morn with roſy light kad fireak'd the 
Up roſe the ſun, and up roſe Emily; [{ky, 


1 


| 
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Addreſs'd her early ſteps to Cynthia's fane, 
In ſtate attended by her maiden train, 
Wo bore the veſts that holy rites require, 
Incenſe, and od'rous gums, and cover'd fire. 
The plenteous horns with pleaſant mcad they 
Fron, 3 wm 2 
Nor wanted aught beſides in honor of the moon. 
Now u hile the temple ſmok'd with hollow'd fteam 
They wath tne virgin in a living ftream ; 
The fecrct ceremonies I conceal, 
Uncouth, perhaps unlawful, to reveal? 
But ſuch they were as Pagan ule requir'd, 
Perform'd by women when the men retir'd ; 
Whoſe eyes profane their chaſte inyſterious rites 
Might turn to ſcandal, or obſcene delights. _ 
Weil-meaners think no harm; but for the reſt, 
Things facred they pervert, and ſilence is the beſt. 
Her ſhining hair, uncomb'd, was looſcly ſpread, 
A crown of maſtleſs oak ade n'd her head: | 
When to the ſhrine approac!: +}. the ſpotleſs maid 
Had kindling fires oa ©1470. and | 


(The rites were ſuch as were 02{-rv'd of old 


By Statius, in his Thehan fto-y tali) 


Then kneeling, with her hands acruts her breaſt, 


Thus lowly ſhe preferr'd her chaſte requeſt : 
O Goddeſs, haunter of the woodland green, 
To whom both heav'n and earth and ſcas are cen; 


| Queen of the nether ſkies, where half the year 


Thy ſilver beams deſcend, and light the gloomy 
ſphere ; 


Goddeſs of maids, and conſcious of our hearts, 
| So keep me from the vengeance of thy darts, 


Which Niobe's devoted ilfue felt, [were dealt; 
When hifling thro” the ſkics the feather'd deaths 
As I dchre to live a virgin life, ES 
Nor know the name of mother or of wife. 
Thy vorreſs from my tender years I am, 


| And love, like thee, the words and ſylvan game. 
Like death, thou know'ft, I loath the nuptial * 
And man, the tyrant of our ſex, I hate; [ ſtate; 

A lowly ſervant, but a lofty mate 
| Where love is duty on the female ſide; [ pride. 


On theirs mere ſenſual guſt, a fought with ſurly 
Now by thy triple ſhape, as thou art ſeen 


In heav'n, earth, hell, and ev'rywhere a queen, 
Grant this my firſt deſire; let diſcord ceaſe, 
And make betwixt the rivals laſting peace: 


Quench their hot fire, or far from me remove 


| The flame, and turn it on ſome other love: 

| Or, if my frowning ſtars have ſo decreed; 
That one muſt be rejected, one ſucceed, — 
Make him my lord, within whoſe faithful breaſt 
Is fix'd my image, and who loves me beſt. 
| But, oh! ev'n that avert! I chuſe it not, 

But take it as the leaſt unhappy lot. | 


A maid I am, and of thy virgin train ; 
Oh, let me ſtill that ſpotleſs name retain ! 
Frequent the foreſts, thy chaſte will obey, 


| And only make the beaſts of chace my prey 


The flames aſcend on either altar clear, 
White thusthe blameleſsmaid addreſs'd her pray'r. 
When lo! the burning fire that ſhone fo bright, 
Flew off, all ſudden, with extinguiſh'd light, 
And left one altar dark, a little ſpace; 


Which turn'd ſelf-Eindl'd, and renew d the blaze; 
3 The 


280 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. Book 11, ll Book 


The other „Abr dene a moment ſtood, FT Now by her blandiſhmentsand pow'rful charms, Till Sat 
Then fell, and lifeleſs left th 'extinguiſh'd wood; When yielded the lay curling in thy arms, And foi 
For ever loft, th'irrevocable light | Een by thy ſhame, if ſhame it may be call'd, Thougt 


Forſook the black'ning coals, and ſunk to night: When Vulcan had thee in his net enthrall'd; He ſelde 


Wa ay Wa 
To ple: 
For thi: 
As not 
By fort 


At either end it whiſtled as it flew, [dew; | O envy'd j 1gnominy, ſweet diſgrace, 
And as the brands were green, ſo dropp'd the When ev'ry God that ſaw thee wiſh'dthy huts 


Infected as it fell with ſwear of ſanguine hue. ] By thoſe dear pleaſures, aid my arms in fight, 


The maid from that ill omen turn'd her eyes, | And make me conquer in my patron's right: 


And with loud ſhrieks and clamours rent the ſkies, | For I am young, a novice in the trade, 


i Nor knew what ſignify'd the boding hgn, The fool of love, unpractis'd to perſuade : And w 
407 Butfound the pow rsdifpleas'd, andfcar'dthewrath And want the ſoothing arts that catch the fair, Of him 
1 , © But, caught myſelf, lie ſtruggling in the ſnare: He ſoot 
. Then ſhook the ſacred ſhrine, and ſudden light | And ſhe I love, or laughs at all my pain, Ceale, « 
wh Sprung through the vaulted roof, and made the | Or knows her worth too well, and pays me with Thy P 
ht temple bright. | For ſure J am, unleſs I win in arms, [difdam, And N 
. The pow'r, behold ! the pow'r in glory "REO To ſtand excluded from Emilia's charms : With! 
EU. Ry her bent bow and her keen arrows known ; | Nor can my ſtrength avail, unleſs by thee Wide | 
9 The reſt, a huntreſs iſſuing from the wood, Endu'd by force, I gain che victory; Till le 
N | Reclining on her cornel ſpear ſhe ſtood, | Then for the fire which warm'd thy gen'row Man f 
"WY Then gracious thus began: Diſmiſs thy . Pity thy ſubject's pains and equal ſmart. heart, My he 
. And Heav'n's unchang d decrees attentive hear : | So be the morrow's ſweat and labour mine; Mine 
. More pow rful Gods have torn thee from my fide, | The palm and honor of the conqueſt thine : And 1 
. Unwilling to refign, and doom'd a bride : Then ſhall the war, and ftern debate, and ſtrife Cold i 
7 The two contending knights are weigh'd above; | Immortal, be the bus'neſs of my life; And b 
1 One Mars protects, and one the Queen of Love: | And in thy fane, the duſty fpoils among, hung: Are n 
i 4+ | But which the man, is in the Thund'rer's breaſt ; | High on ho burniſh'd roof, my banners ſhall be | 
4 1 This he pronounc'd, tis he who loves thec beſt. Rank'd with my champion's bucklers, and below, The t 
ii Th The fire that once extinct reviv'd again, 8 With arms revers' d, th'atchie vements of my foe: And 1 
1 Foreſhews the love allotted to remain: And while theſe limbs the vital ſpirit feeds, Wher 
"RI Farewell! the ſaid, and vaniſh'd from the place; ; | While day to night, and night to day ſucceeds, ] arm 
. The ſheaf of arrows ſhook, and rattl'd in the cafe. | Thy ſmoking altar ſhall be fat with food _ And, 
. Aghatt at this, the royal virgin ſtood, [Of incenſe, and the grateful ſteam of blood; Boug 
of - Diſclaim'd, and now no more a btcrofthe wood ; | Burnt-off rings morn and ev'ning ſhall be thine; Mine 
90 But to the parting Goddeſs thus ſhe pray d; J And fires eternal in thy temple fhine. Unki 
Propitious ſtill be preſent to my aid, 1 The buſh of yellow beard, this length of hair, By m 
Nor quite abandon vour once 1 d maid. Which from my birth 8 F bear, © Andi 
Then ſighing ſhe return'd; but ſmil'd herwixt, | Guiltleſs of ſtecl, and from the razor free, Twa 
With hopes and fears, and joys with ſorrows mixt. Shall fall a plenteous crop, reſerv'd for thee. Fell « 
The next returning planetary hour | So may my arms with victory be bleſt, My | 
Of Mars, whoſhar'd the heptarchy of pow'r, I aſk no more; let fate diſpoſe the re. That 
His ſteps bold Arcite to the temple bent, „ champion ceas'd; there follow d in the cloſe Now 
T'adore with Pagan rites the pow'r armipotent : | A hollow groan : a murmꝰ ring wind aroſe ; Mar: 
Then profirate, 4 w be fore his altar lay, The rings of i iron, that on the doors were hung, Tis 


And rais'd his manly voice, and thus began to pray: | Sent out a jarring ſound, and harſhly rung: 
| 2 God of Arms, whoſe iron ſceptre ſways | The bolted gites ſtew open at the blaſt, 
r 


The treeziug North, and Hy perborean ſeas, | The ftorm ruſh'd in, and Arcite ſtood aghaſt : Mar 
And Scythian colds, and Thracia's winter coaſt, | T he flames were blown afide, yet ſhone they The 
W here ſtand thyſteeds, and thou art honour dmoſt: in, Nou 

There moſt; but ev Tywherethy pow'r is known, | Fann'd by the wind, and gave a ruffled light. Ir 
The fortune of the f ohr is all thy own: Then from the ground a ſcent began to riſe, All 
Terror is thine, and wild amazement, flung Sweet- ſmelling as accepted facrific: : Wh 
From out thy chariot, withers ev'n the ſtrong : | This omen pleas'd, and as the flames aſpire Tv 
And difarray and ſhameful rout enſue, Wich od'rous incenfe Arcite heaps the fire: Hea 
And force is added to the fainting crew, Nor wanted hymns to Mars, or heathen charms: Anc 
Acknowledg'd as thou art, accept my pray'r, | Ar length the nodding ſtatue claſh'd his arms, At 
If aught I have atchiev'd deerve thy care: | And with a ſullen ſound and feeble cry, (tor. Ane 
If to my utmoſt pow'r with ſword and ſhield Half ſunk, and half pronounc'd, the word of Vic- N 
J dar'd the death, unknowii ing how to yield, j For this, with foul devour, he thank'd the God, As; 
And, falling m my rank, Rill kept the field : And, af ſucceſs fecure, return'd to his abode. At 
Then let my arms prevail, by thee ſuſtain'd, Theſe vows thus granted, rais'd a ſtrife above, Ev 
That Emily be conqueſt may be gain'd. 1 Betwixt the God of War and Queen of Love. For 
Have pity on my pains ; nor thoſe unknown She granting firſt, had right of time to plead ; Th 
To Mars, w hich, when a lover, were his own. | But he had granted t50, nor would recede. an 
Venus, the public care of all hos e, Jove was for Venus ; but he fear'd his wife, A 
l 


Thy ſtubborn heart has ſoften'd into love: Aud ſeem'd unwilling to decide the ftrife ; 


Till 


E. 


My hand is heavy, and the wound remains. 
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Till Saturn from his leaden throne aroſe, 
And found a way the diff rence to compoſe: 
Though ſparing of his grace, to miſchief bent, 
He ſeldom does a good with good intent. 
Wayward, but wiſe ; by long experience taught 
To pleaſe both parties, for ill ends, he fought : 
For this advantage age from youth has won, 

As not to be outridden, though outrun, < 
By fortune he was now to Venus _, 
And with ftern Mars in Capricorn was join'd : 
Of him diſpoſing in his own abode, _ 1 
He ſooth'd the Goddeſs, while he gull'd the God: 
Ceaſe, daughter, to complain, and ſtint the ſtrife; 
Thy Palamon ſhall have his promis'd wife: 
And Mars, the lord of conqueſt, in the fight 
With palm and laurel ſhall adorn his knight. 
Wide 1s my courſe, nor turn I to my place, 

Till length of time, and move with tardy pace. 
Man feels me when I preſs th*etherial plains ; 


—_— 


Mine is the ſhipwreck, in a wat'ry fign : | 
And in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine. | 
Cold ſhiv'ring agues, melancholy care, — 
And bitter blaſting winds, and poiſon'd air, 1 
Are mine, and wilful death, reſulting from I | 
mr. A. 39 5 
The throttling quinſey 'tis my ſtar appoints, 
And rheumatiſms aſcend to rack the joints: 
When churls rebel againſt their native prince, 
I arm their hands and furniſh the pretence ; 
And, houſing in the lion's hateful fign, _ 
Bought ſenates and deſerting troops are mine. 
Mine is the privy pois'ning ; I command | 
Unkindly ſcaſons, and ungrateful land. 
By me kings palaces are puſh'd to ground, 
And miners cruſh'd beneath their mines are found. 
Twas I flew Samſon, when the pillar'd hall 
Fell down, and cruſh'd the many with the fall. 
My looking is the fire of peſtilence, 
That ſweeps at once the people and the prince. 
Now weep no more, but truſt thy graudfire's art, 
Mars ſhall be pleas'd, and thou perform thy part. 
'Tis ill, though diff *rent your complexions are, 
The family of Heav'n for men ſhould war. 
Tlrexpedient pleas'd, where neither loſt his right; 
Mars had the day, and Venus had the night. 
The management they left to Chronos? care; 
Now turn we to th'eſſect, and ſing the war. 
In Athens all was pleaſure, mirth, and play, 
All proper to the ſpring, and ſprightly May; 
Which ev'ry ſoul inſpir'd with ſuch delight, 
Twas jeſting all the day, and love at night. 
Heav'n ſmil'd, and gladded was the heart of man; 
And Venus had the world as when it firſt began. 
At length in ſleep their bodies they compoſe, 
And dreamt the future night, and early roſc. 
Now ſcarce the dawning day began to ſpring, 
at a ſignal giv'n, the ſtreets with clamours ring: 
At once the crowd aroſe; confus'd and = | 


n from the Heav'n was heard a ſhouting cry; 
or Mars was early up, and rous'd the ſky. 
1 fo Gods caine downward to behold the wars, 
arp'ning their ſights, and leaning from rheirſtars, 
de neighing of the gen'rous horſe was heard, 
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Ruſtling of harneſs, rattling of the ſhield, 
Clatt'ring of armour, furbith'd for the field. 
Crowds to the caſtle mounted up the ſtreet, 
Batt'ring the pavement with their courſers feet. 
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The grecdy fight might there devour the gold 


Of glitt'ring arms, too dazzling to behold ; 
And poliſh'd ſteel that caſt the view aſide, 
And creſted morions, with their plumy pride. 
Knights, with a long retinue of their *ſquires, 


| In gaudy liv'ries march, and quaint attires. 


One lac'd the helm, another held the laace, 
A third the ſhining buckler did advance. _ 
The courſer paw'd the ground with reſtleſs feet, 


| And ſnorting foam'd, and champ'd the golden bit. 


| Files in their hands, and hammers at their fide, 
| And nails for looſen'd ſpears, and thongs for 


The ſmiths and armourers on palfreys ride, 


ſhields provide. | 
The yeomen guard the ftreets, in ſeemly bands; 
And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels in 
| their hands. | | | 
The trumpets, next the gate, in order plac'd, 
Attend the fign to found the martial blaſt; 


| The palace-yard is ſill'd with floating tides, _ 


And the laſt comers bear the former to the ſides. 
The throng 1s in the midſt ; the common crew 
Shut out, the hall admits the better few; 

In knots they tand, or in a rank they walk, 
Serious in aſpect, earneſt in their talk; | 
Factious, and favouring this or t'other fide, 

As their ſtrong fancy or weak reaſon guide, | 
Their wagers back their withes ; numbers hold 
With the fair freckled king, and beard of gold; 
So vig'rous are his eyes, ſuch rays they caſt, 


| So prominent his cagle's beak is plac'd. 


But moſt their looks on the black monarch bend, 
His riſing muſcles and his braun commend ; 


| His double-biting axe and beamy ſpear, - 


Each aſking a gigantic force to rear. 
All ſpoke as partial favour mov'd the mind; 
And, ſafe themſelves, at others coſt divin'd. 
Wak'd by the cries, th' Athemian chief aroſe, 
The knightly forms of combat to diſpoſe ; 
And, paſling thro' th'obſequious guards, he ſat 
Conſpicuous on a throne, ſublime in ſtate ; 
There, for the two contending knights he ſent 
Arm'd cap-a-pce, with rev'rcnce low they bent; 
He ſmil'd on both, and with ſuperior look, _ 


| Alike their offer'd adoration took. _ | 
| The people preis on ev'ry fide, to fee Os 


Their awful prince, and hear his high decrce. 
Then ſigning to their heralds with his hand, 
They gave his orders from their lofty ſtand. 
Silence is thrice enjoin'd; then thus aloud ſ crowd: 


Te king at arms heſpeałs the knights andliſt'nin g 


Our ſov'reign lord has ponder'd in his mind 
The means to ſpare the blood of gentle kind; 

And of his grace and inborn clemency, 

He modifies his firſt ſevere decree! ' 

The keenecr edge of battle to rebate, 

The troops for honor ſizhting, not for hate. 

He wills not death ſhould terminate their ſtrife; 

And wounds, if wounds enſue, be ſhort of life: 

But iſſues, ere the fight, his dread command, 


or battle by the buſy grozm prepar'd, 


That ſlings afar, and poinards hand to hand, 
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Nor, if at miſchief taken, on the ground 
Be ſlain, but priſoners to the pillar bound, 
At either barrier plac'd; nor (captives made) 


| The chief of either ſide, bereft of life, 


Thus dooms the lord: now valiant knights and 


This was the gen'ral cry. The trumpets ſound; 
And warlike ſymphony is heard around. 
The marching troops through Athens take their 
The great earl-marſhal orders their array. [way, 
The fair from high the paſſing pomp behold; 
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And, whceling eaſt and weſt, before their many 


Next thele the kindred of the crown are grac'd 
Vith nearer feats, and lords by ladies plac'd. 
Scarce were they ſeared, when with clamours loud 
The guards aud then each other overbeer, 
Now chang'd the jarring noiſe to whiſpers low, 
As winds forſaking ſcas more ſoftly blow ; | 


Prod Arcite ent'ring arm'd hefore his train, 
Stops at the barrier, and divides the plain. 


In ſtature fiz'd ; fo proud an equipage: 


Where lay th'advantage, or what ſide to take, 


ww ELEGANT EXTRACTS 


Be baniſh'd from the field, that none ſhall dare 
_ With ſhort'ned ſword to ſtab in cloſer war; 


But in fair combat fight with ny ſirengrh, 
Nor puſh with biting point, but firike at length, 
The tourney is allow'd but one career 

Of the tough aſh, with the ſharp grinded ſpear ; 


But knights unhors'd may riſe from offthe plain, | 


And fight on foot their honor to regain ; 


Re freed, or arm'd ancw the fight invade, 
Or yielded to his foe, concludes the ſtrife. [young 


Fight each his fill with ſwoxds and maces long. 

he herald ends: the vaulted firmament 
With loud acclaim and vaſt applauſe is rent, 
Heav'n guard a prince fo gracious and ſo good, 
So juſt, and yet ſo provident of blood! 


A rain of flow'rs is from the window roll'd ; 
The caſements are with golden tiſſue ſpread, 


And horſes hoofs, for earth, on ſilken tapeſtry j 


The king goes midmoſt, and the rivals ride tread: 
In equal rank, and cloſe his either fide. 

Next after theſe there rode the royal wife, 
With Emily, the cauſe and the reward of ſtrife. 
The following cavalcade, by three and three, 
Proceed by titles marſhal'd in degree. 


Thus through the ſouthern gate they take their 


ad at the liſt arniv'd ere prime of day. [way, 
There, parting from the king, the chiefs divide, 


ride, 
Th” Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high, 
And after him the queen and Emily : 


— — 


In ruſh'd at once a rude promiſcuous crowd : | 


And in a moment throng the ſpacious theatre. 


Whea at the weſtern gate, on which the car 
Is plac'd aloft, that bears the God of war, 


Red was his banner, and diſplay'd abroad 
The blood colours of his patron God. 
At that ſelf moment enters Palamon 
The gate of Venus, and the riſing fun; 
Wav'd by the wanton winds, his banner flies, | 
All maiden white, and ſhares the people's eyes. | 
From eaſt to weſt, look all the world around, 
Two troops fo match'd were never to be found: 
Such bodies built for ſtrength, of · equal age, 


The niceſt eve could no diftinftion make 


| Histrumpet ſounds; the challeng'd makesreply: 


— _ 


| And ſpurring ſee decreaſe the middle ſpace. 
A cloud of ſmoke envelops either hoſt, 


The glitt'ring faulchions caſt a gleaming light: 


One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 


Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they cloſe. 


A filence, while they anſwer'd to their names: 
For to the king decreed, to ſhun the care, 


| war. e 
The tale was juſt, and then the gates were closꝰd ; 
And chief to chief, and troop to troop oppos d. 


The heralds laſt retir'd, and loudly cry'd, 
| The fortune of the field be fairly try'd. 


At this, the challenger with fierce defy 


With clangor rings the field, reſounds the 
_—_ 

Their vizors clos'd, their lances in the reft, 

Or at the helmet pointed, or the creſt ; 

They vaniſh from the barrier, ſpecd the race, 


And all at once the combatants are loſt : 
Darkling they join adverſe, and ſhock unſeen, 
Courſers with courſers juſtling, men with men; 
As lab'ring in eclipſe a while they ſtay, | 
Till the next blaſt of wind reſtores the day. 
They look anew : the beauteous form of fight 
Is chang'd, and war appears a grizly fight. 
Two troops in fair array one moment thow'd ; 
The next, a field with fallen bodies ſtrow'd: 
Not half the number in their ſcats are found; 
But men and ſtecds lie grov'ling on the ground, 
The points of ſpears are ſtuck within the ſhicld, 
The ſteeds without their riders ſcour the field; 
The knights unhors'd, on foot renew the fight; 


Hauberks and helms are hew'd with many 3 

__ wound: | LEN [ ground, 
Out ſpins the ſtreaming blood, and dies tht 
The mighty maces with fuch haſte deſcentl, 
They break the bones, and make the ſolid ar. 
| mour bend. | „ 
This thruſts amidſt the throng with furious force; 
Down goes, at once, the horſeman and the horle: 
That courſer ſtumbles on the falling ſteed, 
And flound'ring, throws the rider o'er his head. 
One rolls along, a foot-ball to his foes ; 


This halting, this diſabled with his wound, 

In triumph led, is to the pillar bound, 
Where by the king's award he muſt abide: 
There goes a captive led on t'other ſide. 

By fits they ceaſe; and, leaning on the lance, 
Take breath a while, and to new fight advance 
Full oft the rivals met, and neither ſpar'd 
His utmoſt force, and each forgot to ward, 
The head of this was to the ſaddle bent; 

The other backward to the crupper ſent : 
Both were by turns unhors'd; the jealous blows 


So deep their faulchions bite, that ev'ry ſtroke 
Pierc'd to the quick; and equal wounds the 


| 2 and took. 
Borne far aſunder by the tides of men, 
Like adamant and ſteel they meet again. 


A famiſh'd lion iſſuing from the wood 


So when a tiger ſucks the bullock's blood, | 
Roars Jordly fierce, and challenges the food. 


E ch 
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T hus rang'd, the herald for the laſt prociaimy 


Th « fraud of muſters falſe, the common bane of 
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claims Each claims poſſeſſion, neither will obey, 


nes; both their paws are faſten'd on the prey 
3 bite, they tear; and while in vain the - 4 BY 


ane of WW The ſwains come arm'd between, and both to 
diſtance drive. | [tend 
Sd; At length, as fate foredoom'd, and all things 
08'd, gy courſe of time to their appointed end, 
do when the ſun to weſt was far declin'd, 
And both afreſh in mortal battle join'd, 
\ The ſtrong Emetrius came in Arcite's aid, 
ly: | And Palamon with odds was overlaid : | 
the | For, turning ſhort, he ſtruck with all his might 
/ Full on the helmet of th'unwary knight. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


fight His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain. 
Who now laments but Palamon, compell'd 
vd; No more to try the fortune of the field ! TY 

a: And, worſe than death, to view with hateful eyes 
nd; His riral's conqueſt, and renounce the prize! 
round The royal judge on his tribunal plac'd, | 
ſhicid, Who had beheld the fight from firſt to laſt, 
ield; Bade ceaſe the war, pronouncing from on high, 
fight; Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily. 
ight: The ſound of trumpets to the voice reply d, 
any 2 And round the royal liſts, the heralds cry'd, 
round, Arcite of Thebes has won the beautcous bride. 
es tlie The people rend the ſkies with vaſt applauſe; 
l, All own the chief when fortune owns the cauſe. 
id ar- Arcite is own'd ev'n by the gods above, 

TN And conqu'ring Mars inſults the Queen of Love. | 
force; do laugh'd he, when the rightful "Titan fail'd, 
horle: And Jove's uſurping arms in heav'n prevail'd; 
L Laugh'd all the pow'rs who favour tyranny ; 
head, And all the ſtanding army of the ſky. _ 

= But Venus with de jected eyes appears, 
ows. And weeping on the liſts, diſtill'd her tears; 
d, Her will refus'd, which grieves a woman moſt, 

| And, in her champion foil'd, the cauſe of Love 
2 ne „ | 8 

Till Saturn ſaid, Fair daughter, now be ſtill, 
nce, The bluſt'ring fool has ſatisfy'4 his will; 
vance His boon is giv'n; his knight has gain'd the day, 
d But loſt the prize, th'/arrears are yet to pay. 
. Tny hour is come, and mine the care ſhall be 
To pleaſe thy knight, and ſet thy promiſe free. 
Now, while the heralds run the liſts around, 
; blows nd Arcite, Arcite, heav'n and earth reſound, 
cloſe, miracle (nor leſs it could be call'd) 
troke eir joy with unexpected ſorrow pall'd. 
s the; The rictor knight had laid his helm aſide, 
art for his eaſe, the greater part for pride: 
Bare-headed, popularly low he bow'd, 
nd paid the ſalutations of the crowd. 
od, ww en, ſpurring at full ſpeed, ran headlong on 

; here Theſeus fat on his imperial throne; | 

Ot. 


Deep was the wound; he ſtagger d wit the blow, | 
And turn'd him to his unexpected foe; 
Whom with ſuch force he ſtruck, he fell'd him 


down, | 
And cleft the circle of his golden crown. 
But Arcite's men, who now prevail'd in fight, 
Twice ten at once ſurround & fingle knight : 
O'crpow'r*d at length, they force him tothe ground 
Unyielded as he was, and to the pillar bound; 
And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 
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| Furious he drove, and upward caft his eye, 


Where, next the queen, was plac'd his Emily; 
Then paſſing to the ſaddle-bow he bent: | 

A ſweet regard the gracious virgin lent 

(For woman, to the brave an ealy prey, | 

Still follow fortune where ſhe leads the way); 


| Juft then, from earth ſprung out a flaſhing fire, 
| By Pluto ſent, at Saturn's bad defire = --- 
| The ſtartling ſteed was ſeiz'd with ſudden fright, 


And, bounding, o'er the pommel caſt the knight: 


| Forward he flew, and pitching on his head, 


He quiver'd with his feet, and lay for dead. 

| Black was his count'nance in a little ſpace; 
For all the blood was gather'd in his face. 
Help was at hand: they rear'd him from the 
Be ground,” 5 
And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound; 
Then lanc'd a vein, and watch'd returning breath; 


It came, but clogg'd with ſymptoms of his death. 


The ſaddle- bow the nobleſt parts had preſt, 
All bruis'd and mortify'd his manly breaſt. 
Him ſtill entranc'd, and in a litter paid, 

| They bore from field, and to his bed convey'd. 
| At length he wak'd, and, with a feeble cry, 


| The word he firſt pronounc'd was Emily. 


Meantime the king, tho' inwardly he mourn'd, 
In pomp triumphant to the town return'd, 


| Attended by the chiefs who fought the field | 
| (Now friendly mix'd, and in one troop compell'd) 


Compos'd his looks to counterfeited cheer, 

And bade them not for Arcite's life to fear. 
But that which gladded all the warricr-train, 
Tho? moſt were ſorely wounded, none were ſlain. 


And ſome with ſalves they cure, and ſome with 
charms; | | ; 

Foment the bruiſes, and the pains aſſuage, 

And heal their inward hurts with ſov'reiga 
Araugnts of ſage. Lo 

The king in perſon viſits all around; 
Comforts the ſick, congratulates the ſound; 
| Honours the princely chiefs, rewards the reſt, 


| And holds for thrice three days a royal feaſt. 
None was diſgrac'd; for failing is no ſhame ; 


And cowardice alone is loſs of fame. 
The vent'rous knight is from the ſaddle thrown; = 
Bur *tis the fault of fortune, not his own. 


| If crowds and palms the conqu'ring fide adorn, | 


The victor under better ſtars was born: | 


| The brave man ſeeks not popular applauſe, 


Nor overpow'r'd with arms deſerts his cauſe ; 
Unſham'd, tho? foil'd, he does the beſt he can; 
Force is of brutes, but honour is of man. 
Thus Theſeus ſmil'd on all with equal grace; 
And each was ſet according to his place. 
With caſe were reconcil'd the diff ring parts ; 
For envy never dwells in noble hearts, 

At length. they took their leave, the time expir'd, 
Well pleas'd, and to their ſev'ral homes retir'd. 
__ Meanwhile the health of Arcite ſtill impairs ; 
From bad proceeds to worſe, and mocks the 
| leeches cares; | 

Swoln is his breaſt; his inward pains increaſe; 
All means are us'd, and all without ſucceſs, 
| The 


The ſurgeons ſoon deſpoil'd them of their arms, 
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234 6 
The clotted blood lies heavy on his heart, 


Corrupts, and there remains in ſpite of art: 
Nor breathing vcins, nor cupping will prevail ; | And his concurrent flame, that blew my fire; 


All outward remedies and inward fail : 
The mold of nature's fabric is deſtroy'd; 
Her veſſels diſcompos'd, her virtue void: 


The bellows of his lungs begin to ſwell; } | 


Nor can the good receive, nor bad expel. 


Thoſe breathing organs, thus within oppreſt 
With venom, foon diſtend the finews of his breaft. 


Nought profits him to fave abandon'd life, 
Nor vomits upward aid, nor downward laxative. 


Te midmoſt region batter'd and deſtroy'd, 


When nature cannot work, th'effect of art is void. 


For phyſic can but mend our crazy ſtate, 
Patch an old building, not a new create. 


Arcite is doom'd :0 die in all his pride, 


bride, 


Gain'd hardly, againſt right, and unenjoy'd. 
When 'twas declar'd all hope of life was paſt, 
Conſcience (that of all phyſic works the laſt) j 
Caus'd him to ſend for Emily in hate. 


With her, at his defire, came Palamon ; 
Then on his pillow rais'd, he thus begun: 
No language can expreſs the ſinalleſt part 
Of what I feel, and ſuffer in my heart, 

For you whom beſt I love and value moſt; 
But to your ſervice I bequeath my ghoſt ; 
Which from this mortal body, when unty'd, 


_ Unſeen, unheard, ſhall hover at your fide; 


Nor fright you waking, nor your ſleep offend, 
But wait officious, and your ſteps attend. 


How I have lov'd—excule my talt'ring tongue, 


My ſpirits fecble, and my pains are ſtrong : 
This I may tay, I only grieve to dic, 
Becauſe I loſe my charming Emily. 


To die, when Feav'n had put vou in my pow?r, 
Fate could not chooſe a more malicious hour! 
What greater curſe could envious fortune give, 
Than juft to die when I began to live! 
Vain men, how vaniſhing a bliſs we crave, 
Nor warm in love, now with'ring in the grave! 
Never, O never more to fee the fun! ! 


Still dark, in a damp vault, and ſtill alone! 
This fate is common; but I loſe my breath 


Near bliſs, and yet not blefs'd before my death. 


Farewell! byt take me dying in your arms; 
»Tis all I end enjoy of all your charms: 
This hand I cannot but in death reſign; 

Ah! could I live! but while I live 'tis mine. 
I feel my end approach, and, thus embrac'd, 
Am pleas'd to die; but hear me ſpeak my laſt: 
Ah! my ſweet foe, for you, and you alone, 


I broke my faith with injur'd Palamon. 


But love the ſenſe of right and wrong confounds; 
Strong love and proud ambition have no bounds, 
And much I doubt, ſhould Heav'nmy life prolong, 


I ſhould retura to juſtify my wrong. 
For, while my former flames remain within, 


Repentance is but want of pow'r to ſin, 
With mortal hatred I purſu'd his life, 
Nor hc, nor you, were guilty of the ftrife ; 


| 


Muſt leave his youth, and yield his 2 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Lor holds this earth a more deſerving knight 


| Nor any love but yours could ours divide. 


1 | Yet could he not his cloſing eyes withdraw, 
Tho! leſs and Jeſs of Emily he law; 


Far from fo ſad a fight the ſwooning fair. 


| Hl bears the ſex a youthful lover's fate, 


Then upward to the ſeat of life he 


| Then graſp'd the hand he held, and fgh'd his 


| Who ſearch the ſecrets of the future ſtate, 


| Silent, he wept, aſham'd to ſhew his tears: 


ut, like a low-hung cloud, it rains ſo faſt, 


| The face of things is chang'd, and Athens not, 
That laugh'd fo late, becomes the ſcene of woc 


| For Hector's death; but Hector was not then. 


| When thou hadſt gold enough, and Emily * 


| 


Boon I], 


Nor I, but as I lov'd; yet all combin'd; 
Your beauty, and my impotence of mind, 
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For ſtill our kindred fouls had one deſire. 
He had a moment's right, in point of time; 
Had 1 ſeen firſt, then his had been the crime. 
Fate made it mine, and juſtify'd his right; 


For virtue, valour, and for nable blood, 
Truth, honour, all that is compriz'd in good; 
So help me Heav'n, in all the world is none 
So worthy to be lov'd as Palamon. | 
He loves you too, with ſuch an holy fire 
As will not, cannot, but with life expire: 
Our vow'd affections both have often try'd, 


Then, by my love's inviolable band, 
By my long ſuff ring, and my fhort command, 
if e'er you plight your vows when I am gone, 
Have pity on the faithful Falamon. - | 

This was his laſt; for death came on amain, 
And exercis'd below his iron reign; 


oes : 
Senſe fled before him, what he wack's he froze; 


So, ſpeechleſs, for a little ſpace he lay; 
. foul away. | | 
But whither went his ſoul, let ſuch relate 


Div ines can ſay but what themſelves believe; 
Strong proofs they have, but not demonſtrative: 
For, were all pain, then all ſides muſt agree, 
And faith itſelf be Joſt in certaintv. | 
To live uprightly then is ſure the beſt; 
To fave ourſelves, and not to damn the reſt. 
The ſoul of Arcite went where heathens go, 
Who better live than we, tho? leſs they know, 
In Palamon a manly grief appears; 


Emilia ſhriek'd but once, and then, oppreſt 
With ſorrow, funk upon her lover's breaſt ; 
Till Theſeus in his arms convey'd with care, 


*Twere loſs of time her ſorrow to relate, | 
When juſt approaching to the nuptial ſtate ; ) 


That all at once it falls, and cannot laſt. 


Matrons and maids, both ſexes, ev'ry ſtate, 
With tears lament the knight's untimely fate. 
Nor greater grief in falling Troy was ſeen 


Old men with duſt deform'd their hoary hair; 

The women beat their breaſts, their cheeks the 
tare. 

Why would'ſt thou go, with one conſent they ci 


Theſeus himſelf, who thould have cheer'd the 


grief 


| 


Of others, wanted now the ſame relief. ol! 


- 
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o Zgeus only could revive his fon, | With ſober pace they march'd, and often ſtaid, 

Who various changes of the world had known: | And through the inaſter - ſtreet the corpſe. 

And ſtrange viciſſitudes of human fate, convey'd. SO . * 

dull alt'ring, never in a ſteady ſtate; The houſes to their tops with black were ſpread, 

Good after ill, and after pain delight; And ev'n the pavements were with mourning hid. 

Alternate, like the ſcenes of day and night: | The right fide of the pall old Ægeus kept; 

Since ev'ry man who lives is born to die, And on the left the royal Theſeus wept; 

And none can boaſt ſincere felicity, Each bore a golden bowl of work divine, wh 

With equal mind what happens let us bear, With honey fill'd, and milk, and mix'd wich 

Nor joy nor grieve too much for things beyond ruddy wine. . 5 
fr ere. 755 : Then Palamon, the kinſman of the lain, 

Like pilgrims to th' appointed place we tend; | And after him appear'd th'illuſtrious train. 

The world's an inn, and death the journey's end. | To grace the pomp, came Emily the bright, 

Even kings but play; and when their part is done, | With cover'd tire, the fun'ral pile to light. 

Some other, worſe or better, mount the throne. | With high devotion was the ſervice made, 

With words like theſe the crowd was ſatisfy'd; | And all the rights of Pagan honour paid: 

And ſo they would have been had Theſeus dy'd. | So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow, 

But he, their king, was lab'ring in his mind, J] With vigour drawn, muſt ſend the ſhaft below. 

A fitting place for fun'ral pomps to find, f | The bottom was full twenty fathom broad, 

Which were in honour of the dead deſign'd. With crackling ſtraw beneath in due proportion 

And, after long debate, at laſt he found | - firowd. _ _ | | 

(As love itſelf had mark'd the ſpot of ground) | The fabric ſeem'd a wood of riſing green, 

That grove for ever green, that conſcious land, | With ſulphur and bitumen caſt between, | 

Where he with Palamon fought hand to hand: To feed the flames: the trees were unctuous fir, 

That where he fed his amorous deſires And mountain aſh, the mother of the ſpear; 

With ſoft complaints, and felt his hotteſt fires, | The mourner-yew, and builder oak were there: | 

There other flames might waſte his earthly part, | The beech, thefwimming alder, and the plane, _ 

And burn his limbs, where love had burn'd his | Hard box, and linden of a fofter grain, f | = 
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. _ - "heart. oO | | And laurels, which the Gods for conqu'ring 

Fn. This once reſolv'd, the peaſants were enjoin'd | chiefs ordain. TIF | 
Sere-wood, and firs, and dodder'd oaks to find. | How they were rank'd ſha!l reſt untold by me, 
With ſounding axes to the grove they go, With nameleſs nymphs that liv'd in ev'ry tree ; 
Fell, ſplit, and lay the fuel on a row, Nor how the dryads, or the woodland train, 
Vulcanian food: a bier is next prepar'd, Diſherited, ran howling o'er tne plain : 

On which the lifeleſs body ſhould be rear'd, Nor how the birds to foreign ſcats repair'd, 
Cover'd with cloth of gold, on which was laid Or beaſts, that bolted out, and ſaw the foreſt bar'd : 


The corpſe of Arcite, in like robes array d. Nor how the ground, now clear'd, with.ghaftly 
White gloves were on his hands, and on his head | | fright, | | Gs | 
A wreath of laurel, mix'd with myrtle ſpread. | Bcheld the ſudden ſun, a ftranger to the light. 

A ſword keen-edg'd within his right he held, The ftraw, as firſt I ſaid, was laid below: 

The warlike emblem of the conquer'd field: | Of chips and fere-wood was the ſecond row ; 


Bare was his manly viſage on the bier: The third of greens, and timber newly fell'd; 
Menac'd his count'nance; ev'n in death ſevere. | The fourth high ſtage the fragrant odours held, 
Then to the palace-hall they bore the knight, | And pearls, and precious ſtones, and rich array; 


To lie in ſolemn ſtate, a public fight. In midft of which, embalm'd, the body lay. 
Groans, cries,and howlings, fill the crowded place, | The ſervice ſung, the maid with mourning eyes 
And unaffected ſorrow ſat on ev'ry face, | The ſtubble fir'd; the ſinould' ring flames ariſe : 
Sad Palamon above the reſt appears, | This office done, ſhe funk upon the ground; 
In fable garments, dew'd with guſhing tears; But what ſhe ſpoke, recover'd from her ſwoon, 
His auburn locks on either ſhoulder flow d, I want the wit in moving words to dreſs; | 
Which to the fun'ral of his friend he vow'd: | But by themſelves the tender ſex may gueſs. 
ut Emil, as chief, was next his fide, | While the devouring fire was burning faſt, 
A virgin widow, and a mourning bride. Rich jewels in the flame the wealthy caſt ; | 
And, that the princely obſequies might be And ſome their ſhields, and ſome their lances 
erform'd according to his high degree, threw, | 1 


The ſteed that bore him living to the fight, | And gave their warrior's ghoſt a warriors due. 
Was trapp'd with poliſh'd ſteed, all ſhining | Full bowls of winc, of honey, milk, and blood, 


bright, 1 [Knight. | Were pour'd upon the pile of burning wood, 
nd cover'd with th'atchievements of the 


And hitſſing flames receive, and, hungry, lick 
The riders rode abreaſt, and one his ſhield; the food. 
is lance of cornel- wood another held; Then thrice-the mounted ſquadrons ride around 
tc third his bow, and, glorious to behold, The fire, and Arcite's name they thrice r:found 
The coltly quiver, all of burniſh'd gold. Hail and Farewell! they ſhouted thrice amain 
Lhe nobleſt of the Grecians next appear, Thrice facing to the left, and thrice they turn'd 


d, weeping, oa their ſhoulders bore the bier; again. 


Still 


Il paſs the reſt; the year was fully mourn'd, 


At Athens Theſeus held his parliament: 


— "x — 


286 ELEGANT 
Still as they turn'd, they beat 
ſhietds ; 1 

The women mix their cries; and clamour fills 
The warlike wakes continu'd all the night, 
And fun'ral games were plav'd at new return- 

ing ſ light. | oe Ts 
Who naked wreltled beſt, beſmear'd with oil, 
Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil, 
Iwill not tell vou, nor would you attend; 
But briefly haſte to my long _—y end, 


And Palamon long ſince to Thebes return'd : 
When, by the Grecians general conſent, 


Among the laws that paſs'd, it was decreed, 
That conquer'd Thebes from bondage ſhould 
AR OT | | 
 Referving homage to th*'Athenian throne; 
To which the foy'reign ſummon'd Palamon. 
Unknowing of the cauſe, he took his way, 
Mournful in mind, and ſtill in black array, 
The monarch mounts the throne, and, plac'd 
” on high, En | 


Commands into the court the beauteous Emily. 


So call'd, ſhe came; the ſenate roſe, and paid 
Betoming rev'rence to the royal maid. 1 8 
And firſt foft whiſpers thro? th aſſembly went; 
With flent wonder then they watch'd th'event. 
Alt huſh'd, the king aroſe with awful grace; 
Deep thought was in his breaſt, and counſel in 
5 his face. 8 
At length he figh'd; and, having firſt prepar'd 
Th'attentive audience, thus his will declar'd: 
The cauſe and ſpring of motion, from above, 
Hung down on earth the golden chain of love; 
Great was th'effect, and high was his intent, 
When peace among the jarring ſeeds he ſent. 


their clatr'ring | This lawth*Omniſ.ient Pow r was pleas'd togi 
[the fields. That ev'ry kind ſhould by ſucceſſion live: 


EXTRACTS, Book II. 


Sire, 
That individuals die his will ordains; 

The propagated ſpecies ſtill remains. 
The monarch oak, the patriarch of the trees, 


Shoots riſing up, and ſpreads by flow degrees; 
Three centuries he grows, and three he ſtays, 


| Supreme in ſtate, and in three more decays; 


So wears the paving pebble in the ſtreet, 
And towns and tow'rs their fatal periods met, 


| So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie, 


Forſaken of their 
nels dry. ; | 1s 

So man, at firſt a drop, dilates with heat, 

Then, form'd, the little heart begins to beat; 

Secret he feeds, unknowing in the cell ; 

At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the ſhell, 

And ſtruggles into breath, and cries for aid ; 


ſprings, and leave their chan- 


4 Then, helpleſs, in his mether's lap is laid. 


He creeps, he walks, and, iſſuing into man, 
Grudges their life from whence his own began; 
Reckleſs of laws, aſſects to rule alone, 
Anxious to rein, Tels on the throne; 
Firſt vegetive, then feels, and reaſons laſt; 
Rich of three ſouls, and lives all three to waſte, 
Some thus; but thouſands more in flow'r of age; 


For few arrive to run the latter ſtage, 


Sunk in the firſt, in battle ſome are ſlain, 
And others whelm'd beneath the ſtormy main 
What makes all this, but Jupiter the king, 
At whole command we periſh and we ſpring? 
Then *tis our beſt, ſince thus ordain'd to die, 
To make a virtue of neceſſity. | 
Take what he gives, ſince to rebel is vain; 


The bad grows better, which we well ſuſtain; 


And could we chuſe the time, and chuſe aright, 
Tis beſt to die, our honour at the height. 
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Fire, flood, and earth, and air, by this were bound, When we have done our anceſtors no ſhame, Sent hit 
And love, the common link, the new creation | But ſerv'd our friends, and well ſecur'd our fame, So m 
crown'd. | | Then ſhould we wiſh our happy life to cloſe, Aud al 


The chain ſtill holds, for, tho! the forms decay, 
Eternal matter never wears away: | 
The fame firſt Mover ccitain bounds has plac'd, 
How long thoſe periſhable forms ſhall laſt : | 

Nor can they laſt beyond the time aſſign'd 

By that all-ſeeing and all-making Mind: 
Shorten their hours they may; for will is free; 
But never paſs th'appointed deſtiny. ag 
So men oppreſs'd, when weary of their breath, 
Throw off the burden, and ſuborn their death. 
Then, ſance thoſe forms begin, and have their end, 
On ſome unalter'd caufe they ſure depend: 


| 


And joyous of our conqueſt early won; 


| And leave no more for fortune to diſpoſe. 
| So ſhould we make our death a glad relief 


From future ſhame, from ſickneſs, and from grief; 


_ | Enjoying while we live the preſent hour, 
And dying in our excellence and flow'r. 


Then round our death-bed ev'ry friend ſhould 
[ run, 
While the malicious world, with envious tears 
Should grudge our happy end, and wiſh it theus- 
Since then our Arcite is with honour dead, 
Why ſhould we mourn, that he ſo ſoon is oy 
Or call untimely what the Gods decreed ? 
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Parts of the whole are we; but God the whole, | With grief as juſt a friend may be deplor'd, But gu 
| Who gives us life and animating ſoul; From a foul priſon to free air reſtor'd. | And as 
N For nature cannot from a part derive Ought he to thank his kinſmen or his wife, When 
1 That being which the whole can only give: Could tears recal him into wretched life? 80 pale 
be He perfect, ſtable ; but _—_— we, | | Their forrow hurts themſelves; on him tis loſt A dies 
1 Subject to change, and diff'rent in degree; And, worſe than both, offends his happy ghoſt. ome 
we” Plants, beaſts, and man; and, as our organs are, What then remains, but, after paſt. annoy, * 
2 * Wie more or leſs of his perfection ſhare. I To take the good vicitlitude of joy ? 8 en 
_ But by a long deſcent, th'etherial fire | To thank the gracious Gods for what they give, , ad f. 
1 Corrupts; and forms, the mortal part, expire. Poſſeſs our ſouls, and, while we live, to live? aut w. 
| As he winhdraws his virtue, fo they pals ; | Ordain we then, two forrows to combine, 6 hett 
And the ſame matter mak es another maſs. uma 


And in one point th'extremes of grief to . 


That thence reſulting joy may be renew'd, 


As jarring notes in harmony conclude. 


W Then I propoſe that Palamon ſhall be 


jn marriage join'd with beauteous Emily; 
For which already I have gain'd th'aſſent 


Ot my free people in full parliament. 


7 


Long love to her has borne the faithful knight, 
And well deſerv'd, had fortune done him right. 


Tis time to mend her fault; ſinee Emily 
By Arcite's death from former vows is free. 


[f you, fair fiſter, ratify th'ꝰaccord, 


And take him for your huſband and your lord, 


'Tis no diſhonour to confer your grace 
On one deſcended from a royal race; 


And were he leſs, yet years of ſervice paſt 


From grateful ſouls exact reward at laſt. 
Pity is Heav'n's and yours; nor can ſhe 
A throne ſo ſoft as in a woman's mind. 


find 


Then turning to the Theban, thus he ſaid; 


Small arguments are needful to perſuade 


Your temper to compty with my command 
And ſpeaking thus, he gave Emilia's hand. 
Smil'd Venus, to behold her own true knight 
Cbtain the conqueſt, tho? he loſt the fight; 


And bleſs'd with nuptial bliſs the ſwect . 
| [bride; 


Onc fir'd the bridegroom, and one warm'd the Vit 
Elie God were partial, and to fome deny'd 


rious night. | 
Eros and Anteros on either fide, 


And long attending Hymen, from above, 


Show'r'd on the bed the whole Idalian g 
All of a tenor was their after-life, 


No jealoufy, but mutual truth believ'd, 
Secure repoſe, and kindneſs undeceiv'd. 


Thus Hcav'n, beyond the compaſs of his thought, 
Sent him the bletfing he ſo dearly bought. | 
So may the Queen of Love long duty bleſs, 
And all true lovers find the ſame tucceſs. 


AN EPISTLE. 


I reaſon to the ſoul ; and as on high, 


But guide us upward to a better day. 


* as thoſe nightly tapers diſappear 


o pale grows reaſon at religion's ſight ; 
been led, 


ut u hat, or who, that univerſal He; 


Thoſe rolling fires diſcover but the ſky, _ 
ot light us here, ſo reaſon's glimm'ring ray 
Vas lent, not to aſſure our doubtful way "> 


rove. 


No day di ſcolour'd with domeſtic ſtrife; 


a day's bright lord aſcends our hemiſphere, 


o ches, 3nd fo diſſolves in ſupernat'ral light. 
dome few, whoſe lamp ſhone brighter, have 


om cauſe to cauſe, to nature's ſecret head, 
4 found that one firſt principle muſt be; 


cher ſome foul encompaſſing this ball, 


Lamade, uninoy'd; yet making, moving all; 


- 


— 
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| And Epicurus gueſs'd as well as he; 


DM as the borrow'd beams of moon and ftars | 


To lonely, weary, wand'ring travellers, 


 Leap'd into form, the noble work of chance; 


— — 


287 
Or various atoms, interfering dance, 


1 


Or this Great All was from eternity 
Not ev'n the Stagirite himſelf could fee ; _ 


As blindly grop'd they for a future ftate; 


As raſhly judg'd of providence and fate. 
But leaſt of all could their endeavours find . 
What moſt concern'd the good of human king ;- 


For happineſs was never to be found, 


But vaniſh'd from them like enchanted ground. 2 
One thought content the good to he enjoy d- 


This very little accident deſtroy d: 

The wiſer madmen did for virtue toil: 

A thorny, or at beſt a barren ſoil: 5 
In pleaſure ſome their glutton ſouls would ſteep; } ; 


But found their line too ſhort, the well to deep; ? 
And leaky veſſels which no bliſs could keep. 
He faid ; ſhe bluſh'd; and, as o'eraw'd by might, 
Seem'd to give Theſeus what ſhe gave the knight, 


Thus anxious thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 


Without a centre where to fix the ſoul : | 
In this wild maze their vain endeavours end: 


How can the leſs the greater comprehend ? 

Or finite reaſon reach Infinity ? | | 
For what could fathom God were more than He, 
The Deiſt thinks he ſtands on firmer ground; 
Cries everza, the mighty ſecret's found : - 
God 1s that ſpring of good ; ſupreme, and beſt ; 
We made to ſerve, and in that ſervice bleſt. 
If fo, ſome rules of worſhip mutt be givin, 
Diſtributed alike to ail by Hearn : | 


The means his juſtice ſhould for all provide. 


This gen'ral worſhip is to praiſe and pray. 


One part to borrow bleſſings, one to pay: 


And when frail nature ſlides into offence, 


The ſacrifice for crimes is penitence. 2 
Yet, ſince th'effefts of providence, we find, 


| Are var'oully diſpens'd to human kind: 

| That vice triumphs, and virtue ſuffers here, 
| A brand that fov'reign juſtice cannot bear; 

| Our reaſon promprs us to a future ſtate: 


The laſt appeal from fortune and from fate; 
Where God's all-rightcous ways will be declar'dʒ 
The bad meet punithment, the good reward, 
Thus man by his own ſtrength to heav'n would 
And would not be oblig'd to God for more. ¶ ſoar, 
Vain wretched creature, how art thou miſled, 
To think thy wit theſe god-like notions bred ! 


| Theſe truths are not the product of thy mind, 
| But dropt from heav'n, and of a nobler kind. 


Tis revelation, what thou think'ſt diſcourle. 


Reveal'd religion firſt inform'd thy fight, 
And reaſon ſaw not till faith ſprung the light. 
Hence all thy nat'ral worſhip takes the ſource; 


Elfe how com'ſt thou to ſee theſe truths ſo clear, 
Which fo obſcure to heathens did appear? 

Not Plato theſe, nor Ariſtotle found; 

Nor he whoſe wiſdom oracles renown'd. 

Haſt thou a wit fo deep, or ſo ſublime, 

Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb? 


| Canft thou by reaſon more of godhead know 


Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero? 


| Thoſe giant wits in happier ages born, 


When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn, 
Ky | Knew 


Ah] at how cheap a rate the rich might 
 Andgreatoppretfors might Heav'n'swrathbeguile, 
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Knew no ſuch ſyſtem; no ſuch piles could raiſe 
Of nat'ral worſhip built on prayer and praiſe 


Too one ſole God; 


Nor did remorſe to exp'ate fin preſcribe ; 

But flew their fellow- creatures for a bribe; 
The guiltleſs victim groan'd for their offence ; 
And cruelty and blood was penitence. 

If ſheep and oxen could atone for men, 


By off ring his own creatures for a ſpoil! _ 
Dar'ſt thou, poor worm, offend Infinity? 


And muſt the terms of peace be giv'n by thee? 


Then thou art Juſtice in the laſt appeal; 

Thuy eaſy God inſtructs thee to rebel; | 
And, like a king remote and weak, muſt take 
What ſatisfaction thou art plcas'd to make. 


But if there be a pow'r too juſt and ſtrong, 


To wink at crimes, and bear unpuniſh'd wrong, 


Look humbly upward, ſee his will diſcloſe 
The forfeit firſt, and then the finc impoſe; 
A mult thy poverty could never pay, 
Had not eternal wiſdom found the way, 
And with celcſtial wealth ſupply'd thy ſtore; 


; —_— | 

See God deſcending in thy human frame; 
Tivoffended ſuffering in th'offender's name; 
All thy mifdeeds to him imputed fee, 

And all his righteouſneſs devolv'd on thee. 


For, granting we have ſinn'd, and that th'offence 


Of man is made againſt Omnipotence, 
Some price that bears proportion muſt be 
And infinite with infinite be weigh'd. 
See then the Deiſt loſt ; remorſe for vice, 
Not paid; or, paid, inadequate in price : 
| What farther means can reaſon now direct, 
Or what relief from human wit expect? 
That ſhews us ſick; and ſadly are we ſure 
Still to be ſick, till Heav'n reveal the cure: 


Which muſt, if we want cure, and Heav'n be good, 


Proof nceds not here; for whether we compare 


Loet all records of will reveal'd be ſhown ; 
Wich ſeripture all in equal balance thrown, 
And our one facred book will be that one. 


That impious, idle, ſuperſtitious ware 


Of rites, luſtrations, off riags, which before, 


In various ages, various countries bore, 
With chriſtian faith and virtues we ſhall find 
None anf{w'ring the great ends of human kind 
But this one rule of life, that ſhews us beſt 


How God may be appeas'd, and mortals bleſt. 
V”hether from length of time its worth we draw, 
The word is ſcarce more ancient than the law; 
Heav'n's early care preſcrib'd for ev'ry age; 


Firſt in the ſoul, and after, in the page. 
Or, whether more abſtractedly we look, 
Or on the writers, or the written book, 


Whence, but from Heav'n, could men unſkill'd 
N [ in arts, 
Weave ſuch agreeing truths? or how, or why, 


In ſev'ral ages born, in ſev'ral parts, 


Should all conſpire to cheat us with a lye? 
Unaik'd their pains, ungrateful their advice, 


Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


paid ; 


If then Heav'n's will muſt needs be underſtood, 


If on the book itſelf we caſt our view, 
Concurrent heathens prove the ſtory true ; 
The doctrine, miracles : which muſt convince, 
For Heav'n in them appeals to human ſenſe , 
And tho? they prove not, they confirm the cauſe, 


| When what is taught agrees with nature's laws. 


Then for the ſtyle majeſtic and divine, 


IIt ſpeaks no leſs than God in ev'ry line; 
ha ! 


Commanding words; whoſe force is ſtill the ſame 
As the firſt fiat that produc'd our frame. 


| All faiths beſide, or did by arms aſcend; 
Or ſenſe indulg'd has made mankind their friend; 


This only doctrine does our buſts oppoſe, 


| Unfed by nature's foil in which it grows; 
Croſs to our int'reſts, curbing ſenſe and fin; 


Oppreſs'd without, and undermin'd within, 


_ | It thrives thro? pain; its own tormentors tires; 


And with a ſtubborn patience ſtill aſpires. 

To what can reaſon ſuch effects aflign 

| Tranſcending nature, but to laws divine; 
Which in that ſacred volume are contain'd ; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ordain'd ? 
But ſtay; the Deiſt here will urge anew, 


No ſupernat'ral worſhip can be true; 
His juſtice makes the fine, his mercy quits the 


Becauſe a gen'ral law is that alone 


Nor aught that bears reveal'd religion's name. 

Tis ſaid, the ſound of a Meffiah's birth 

Is gone thro? all the habitable earth; _ 

Bur ſtill that text muſt be confin'd alone 

To what was then inhabited and known: 

And what proviſion could from thence accrue 

| To Indian ſouls, and worlds diſcover'd new 

In other parts it helps, that ages paſt, 

The ſcriptures there were known, and were em- 
. 


Has hid the ſecret paths of providence; 

But boundleſs wiſdom, boundleſs mercy, may 
Find, ev*n for thoſe bewilder'd fouls, a way; 
If from his nature foes may pity claim, name. 


And though no name be for ſalvation known, 
| But that of his eternal Son's alone, | 


| Who knows how far tranſcending goodneſs can 
Extend the merits of that Son to man? 


Who knows what reaſons may his mercy lead; 
Or ignorance invincible may plcad ? 

Not only charity bids hope the beſt, 

But more the great apoſtle has expreſt : _ 
That if the Gentiles, whom no law inſpir'd, 
By nature did what was by law requir'd, 
They, who the written rule had never known, 
Were to themſelves both rule and law alone: 
To nature's plain indiftment they ſhall plead; 


Moſt righteous doom ! becauſe a rule reveal'd 
Is none to thoſe from whom it was conceal'd. 


| Liv'd up, and lifted high their nat ral light 5 i 


Book II. 


| Which muſt to all, and ev'ry where, be known: 
| A ſtyle ſo large as not this book can claim, 


Till fin ſpread once again the ſhades of 3 1 


What's that to theſe, who never ſaw the light! 
Of all objections this indeed is chief | 
To ſtartle reaſon, ſtagger frail belief; [ ſenſe 


We grant 'tis true, that Heav'n from human 


| Much more may ſtrangers who ne'er heard bis 


And by their conſcience be condemn'd or freed. 


Then thoſe who follow'd reaſon's dictates right 
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With Socrates may ſee their Maker's face, 
While thouſand rubric martyrs want a place. 
Nor does it baulk as charity, to find 
Th'Egyptian biſhop of another mind; 5 
For though his creed eternal truth contains, 
'Tis hard for man to doom to endleſs pains 
All who believ'd not all his zeal requir' d, 
Unleſs he firſt could prove he was inſpir' d! 
Then let us either think he meant to ſay 
This faith, where publiſh'd, was the only way; 
Or elſe conclude that, Arius to confute, 
The good old man, too eager in diſpute, 
Flew high; and as his chriſtian fury roſe, 
Damn'd all for heretics who durſt oppoſe. 
Thus far my charity this path has try'd; 
A much unſkilfal, but well-meaning guide: 
Yet what they are, ev'n theſe crude thoughts 
were br 3 1 
By reading that which better thou haſt read. 
Thy matchleſs author's work; which thou, my 
By well tranſlating better doſt commend ; | friend, 
Thoſe youthful hours which of thy equals moſt 
In toys have ſquander'd, or in vice have loſt, 
Thoſe hours haſt thou to nobler uſe employ'd; 
And the ſevere delights of truth enjoy'd. _ 
Witneſs this weighty book, in which appears 
The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 
Spent by thy author, in the ſifting care 
f rabbins old ſophiſticated ware | 
From gold divine; which he who well can fort 
May afterwards make algebra a ſport. 
A treaſure, which, if county-curates buy, 
They Junius and Tremilius may defy; 
Save pains in various readings, and tranſlations, 


tations, | 
A work fo full with various learning fraught, 
do nicely ponder'd, yet fo ſtrongly wrought, 
As nature's height and art's laſt hand requir'd ; 
As much as man could compaſs, uninſpir d. 
Where we may ſee what errors have been made 
Both in the copyers and tranſlators trade ; 
How Jewiſh, Popiſh, int'reſts have prevail'd, 
And where infallibility has fail'd. ESE 
or ſome who have fis ſecret meaning gueſs'd, 
ave found our author not too much a prieſt: 
For faſhion's fake he ſeems to have recourſe 
To Pope, and councils, and tradition's force: 
But he that old traditions could ſubdue, | 
ould not but find the weakneſs of the new: 
ſeripture, tho? deriv'd from heav*nly birth, 
a5 been but careleſsly preſerv'd on earth; 
If God's own people, who of God before 
new what we know, and bad been promis'd 
n fuller terms of Heav'n's aſſiſting care, [more, 
=_ who did neither time nor ſtudy ſpare 
o keep this book untainted, unperplext, 
et in groſs errors to corrupt the text, 
Wanted paragraphs, embroil'd the ſenſe, 
_ Fain traditions ſtopt the gaping fence, 
wk ev'ry common hand pull'd up with caſe, 
hat ſafety from ſuch bruſhwood-helps as theſe ? 
written words from time are not ſecur'd, 


ion can we think have oral ſounds endur'd ? 


9 


And, without Hebrew, make moſt learn'd quo- | 


Unleſs, like Efdras, they could write it new: 


Were * admitted there but men of wit. 
| Thefew by nature form'd, with learning 


DID AC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Then her infallibility, as well 


More ſafe, and much more mode 


And — 8 forc d by wit and eloquence. 


; 
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Which thus tranſinitted, if one mouth has fail'd, 

Immortal lyes on ages are intail'd : 

And that ſome ſuch have been, is prov'd too 
„ | 

If we confider int'reſt, church, and gain, 
O but, ſays one, tradition ſet aſide, 


Where can we hope for an unerring guide? 
For ſince th'original ſcripture has been loſt, 
| Alll copies difagreeing, maim'd the moſt, | 


Or chriſtian faith can have no certain ground, 
Or truth in church- tradition muſt be found. 
Such an omniſcient church we with indeed : 


_ | *T were worth both Teſtaments; caſt in the creed: 
| But if this mother be a guide fo ſure, | 


As can all doubts reſolve, all truth ſecure, | 


Where copies are corrupt or lame, can tell; 
Reſtore loſt canon with as little pains, 


| As truly explicate what till remains: 


Whichyet no council dare pretend to do; 


Strange confidence ſtill to interpret true, j 
Yet not be ſure that all they have explain'd _ 
Is in the bleſt original contain'd. | 

ſt *t!s, to ſav 
God would not leave mankind without a way, 
And that the ſcriptures tho? not ev'rywhere 


Free from corruption, or intire, or clear, 


Are uneorrupt, ſufficient, clear, intire, 5 
In all things which our needful faith require. 
If others in the fame glaſs better ſe, 
'Tis for themſelves they look, but not for me: 
For my ſalvation muſt its doom receive, 
Not from what others, but what I believe. 
Muſt all tradition then he ſet aſide? 
This to affirm were ignorance or pride, 
Are there not many points, ſome needful ſure 
To faving faith, that ſcripture leaves obſcure $ 
Which ev'ry ſect will wreſt a ſev'ral way; 
For what one ſect interprets, all ſets may. 
We hold, and ſay we prove from ſcripture plain, 
That Chriſt is God; the bold Socinian 


From the ſame ſcripture urges he's but man. | 


Now what appeal can end th'important ſuit? 
Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute. 
Shall I ſpeak plain, and in a nation free 


| Aſſume an honeſt layman's liberty ? 
I think, according to my little ſkill, 
To my own mother church ſubmitting ſtill, | 


That many have been ſav'd, and many may, 
Who never heard this queſtion brought in play, 


Th'unletter'd Chriſtian, who believes in groſs, 
| Plods on to heav'n ; and ne'er is at a loſs: 


For the ſtraight gate would be made ſtraighten 
et DOTY, 


fraught, 
Born to inſtruct, as others to be taught, | 
Muſt ſtudy well the ſacred page, and fee 

W hich doctrine, this or that, does beſt agree 
With the whole tenor of the work divine, 


And ptainlieſt points to Heav'n's reveal'd defign; 


Which expoſition flows from genuine ſenſe; 
Not 


1 
* n 
* oo LY 


i 
= 
N 
19 
n 
1 
in 
1 
1 - 
% - 
lc 4 
* 
Ly WW. 0 
1 
J 
1 
1 
4 * 1 
by 7 
F : 
* 
a 
2 7 7 
11 
1 
4 p +, 
* 
\ & 4 
: ) 
. „ 
2 45 
* 
5 1 4: 
TT 3+ 
8 2 » 
„ 
f 
[ = 7 
N 
7 »1 \ 
= 
4 ' 
1 
* 
il 
1 
, l 
, 
1a 
"EF 
}% 4 
J 
uy — 1 
ry \ T 
k 
1 
L 
1 4 + 
- 
. l 
1 8 
5 © 
1 HS 
1 
« 1 
* 
d \ 
q * 
[ 
r 0 4 
ö 5, 
bl = 
»* 'Y;. 
© \ 
\ "8 1] 
F 16 
47. 
. 
* $? 
* 1 
Fs = 
on 9 0 
- up 4 
4 i% 
3 | 
. 
ws 2 
7 
"=" 
% * 
. 
8 i 
£4 * 
19 
3 "Bal = 
1 
1 * 
* 
* 
ein 
1 
Le > 
4 Ik 4 
7 WV 
- 7 o 
4 * » 
= 4.4 
1 o o 
a a 
19714 
6 & 

4 {7K « 
268 PIT . 
4 7 
. 

* + We 
«7; F 
34) 
if.) 
*Þ 5 ; 
.42 1 
* 1 
4 
i 1 
07 2 4 
4 x 
03S Ef”; 
$4 - 11 
+ Ll F - 
e 
ny 
11 
* N. 
1 4 
Me 18 
; WY , 
\ = 
7 * ' 
HG „. 
* . 
14 F 
its WH \ 
* 10 f 
17 79 
4 . 
a 4 * 
N 
* +) 
a 
A l 
ad ; 
* 5 
1 
io of 
4 
? 4 
2 
4 1 
* WT 
11 17 
11 
1 5 
* 
94 
1 
, 14 17 
4 5 
y / \ 
a wit, 
= 14 
ALT) 
+"! 
3 
2 
_ 7 
o \ 
4 o . 
S* 4 
2 
0 | 
+ £$ 
Be] þ 
N ! 
j 
we 
+ LI# 
\ p 
E 


2 4 


— —— So ag 
22 5 \ 


= — 
r — 2 — a — 2 * * 
. . - —— >a _— - * * 1 x} — ns a 7 — 2 — - — 2 — 5 
1 De A * - _ 4 — . — —- o 2 * — 29299 — — _ 12 2 — 8 - 1 þ 
. 4 > 2 - 8 * ES 2 W —_— * =o = — a - A — — ——— 
i DL 0 © > > — — * > 4 $ > — . - * — * g GE” — 8 r g P * T — = 2 r. — 
& 42 . 5 £ a G - : — — $54 _ hs — — _—Y — — _ — 2 b - x A 2 — — 3 9 
- = — — > e 2 =: < I —. = 8 — — % "= 2 — , —— . — —_— > — * * 
— x = TE Fu." 26 = : == — 3 — SEL : — — — - ; — ———— — —— — L 
= — * — . — , II I g q N * * * — — 2 _—_— — - | aye . 
——- -_—_ — 2 8 — 8 — 2 — + - 4 - 2 — I - > — — . - 4 — = — — — — * . — > — — * 2 _ 
3 - * * — * * * R — — > 


* — 

ITE 
1 2 
— 


. Confirms its force by biding ev'ry teſt; 


Thus firſt traditions were a proof alone; 
Could we be certain, ſuch they were, ſo known; 


Ex'n Arius and Pelagius durſt provoke 
To what the centuries preceding ſpoxce; 


But firſt they would aſſume with wond'rous art, 
Themſelves to be the whole, who are but part 


She parcel'd out the Bible by retail: 
But ſtill expounded what ſhe fold or gave; 


Poor laymen took ſalvation on content; 
Ass nexdy men take money, good or bad: 
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When gen'ral, old, diſintereſted, clear: 
TT har ancient fathers thus expound the page, 
Gives truth the reverend majeſty of age: 


For beſt authorities, next rules, are beſt. 
And ſtill the nearer to the ſpring we go, 
More limpid, more unſoil'd, the waters flow. 


But fince ſome flaus in long deicent may be, 
They make not truth, but probability. 


Such diff'rence is there in an ott- told tale: 
But truth by its own finews will prevail. 
Tradition written therefore more commends 
Authority, than what from voice deſcends. 
And this, as perfect as its kind can be, 
Rolls down to us the ſacred hiſtory : © 
Which, from the univcrfal church receiv'd, 
Is try'd, and after, for itſelf believ'd. 

The partial Papiſts would infer from hence, 
Their church, in laſt reſort, ſhould judge the ſenſe. 


Of that vaſt frame the church; yet grant they were 

The handers- down, can they from thence infer 
A right t' interpret? or would they alone, 
Who brought the preſent, claim ĩt for their own n? 
The book's a common largeſs to mankind; 
Not more for them than ev'ry man deſign'd: 
The welcome news is in the letter found; 
The carrier's not commiſſion'd to expound. 

It ſpeaks itſelf, and what it does contain, 

In all things needful to be known is plain. 

In times o' ergrown with ruſt and ignorance, 
A gaiaful trade their clergy did advance: 
When want of learning kept the laymen low, 

And none but prieſts were authoriz'd to know: 
When what ſmall knowledge was, in them did 

„ 8 


And he a god who could but read and ſpell; | 


Then mother church did mightily prevail; 


To keep it ia her power to damn and fave. 
_ Scripture was ſcarce, and, as the market went, 


God's word they had not, but the prieſt's they had. 

Yet whate'er falſe conveyances they made, 
The lawyer ſtill was certain to be paid. | 
In thoſe dark times they learn'd their knack fo 
That by long ule they grew infallible; [well, 
At laſt a knowing age began t'enquire 
If they tlie book, or that did them inſpire : 
And mak ing nariower ſearchthey found, tholate, 
That wu they thought tlie prieſt's, was'thcir 

elate : ; 


” - 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Not that traditions parts are uſeleſs here: 


Boon If 


Book 
Conſulted ſoberly his private good ; 


| Aud ſav'd himſelf as cheap as e' er he could, 
'Tis true, my friend, and far be flatt'ry hence, LL 
This good had full as bad a conſequence : Al 
The book thus put in ev'ry vulgar hand This Fl 
Which each preſum'd he beſt could underſtand, Was ca 
Tue common rule was made the common prey; in prof 
| And at the mercy of the rabble lay. Thro' 2 
| The tender page with horny fiſts was gall'd ; This as 
And he was gifted moſt that loudeſt baul'd: And bl 
The ſpirit gave the doCtoral degree:  *« Worn « 
And ev'ry member of a company _ To ſett 
| Was of his trade, and of the Bible free. And po 
Plain truths enough for needful uſe they found; To reię 
But men would ſtill be itching to expound : Cry'd, 
Each was ambitious of th'obſcureſt place, Should 
No meaſure ta'en from knowledge, all from — 
race. Fi EG Mature 
Study and pains were now no more their care; — 
Texts were explained by faſting and by prayer: Who ſt 
This was the fruit the private ſpirit brought; The ret 
Occaſion'd by great zeal and little thought. But Sh- 
While crowds unlcarn'd, with rude devotion Some b 
About the ſacred viands buz and ſwarm. [ warm, Strike t 
The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood, But Sh- 
And turns to maggots what was meant for food; His rifir 
A thouſand daily ſects riſe up and die; Beſides, 
A thouſand more the perith'd race ſupply : And lee 
So all we make of Heav'n's diſcover'd will, Thougt 
Is not to have it, or to uſe it I, And, fp 
The danger's much the fame; on ſev'ral ſhelves Heywoc 
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourſelves. Thou le 
What then remains, but, waving eachextreme, Ev'n I, 
The tides of ignorance and pride to ſtem ? Was ſer 
Neither ſo rich a treaſure to forego ; 1 And, cc 
Nor proudly ſeek beyond our pow'r to know: To teac 
Faith is not built on diſquiſitions vain ; My wa 
The things we muſt believe are few and plain; When t 
| But ſince men will believe more than they nee Was by 
And ev'ry man will make himſelf a creed, When t 
In doubtful queſtions *tis the ſafeſt way, _ Vith w 
| To learn what unſuſpected ancients ſay : Swell'd 
| For *ris not likely we ſhould higher ſoar And, bi 
In ſearch of heav'n than all the church before he lik 
Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we ſee Mcthin] 


The ſcripture and the fathers diſagree. 
If after all, they ſtand ſuſpected fill 
(For no man's faith depends upon his will) 
'Tis ſome relief, that points not clearly knovt 
Without much hazard, may be let alone: 
And, after hearing what our church can ſay, 

| If ſtill our reaſon runs another way, _ 


El ne lut 
Uthy 
he tre 
Echocs 
and Sh 
Ibout t 
As at th 


Taught by the will produc'd, the written word, 
How long they had been cheated on record, | 
Then ev'ry man whio ſaw the title fair, 


Claim'd a child's part, and put in for a mare; 


* 


That private reaſon tis more juſt to curb, POmetin 
Than by diſputes the public peace diſturb ; hou v 
| For points obſcure are of ſmall uſe to learn; r. And 

But comman quict is mankind's concern. Not Cer 
Thus have I made my own opinions clear: ougl 

Vet neither praiſe expect, nor cenſure fear: juſt, 

And this unpoliſh'd rugged verſe I choſe, har, p 

As fitreſt for diſcourſe, and neareſt proſe: he lut 

For while from ſacred truth I do not ſwerve, ind vo 

Tom Sternhold's or Tom Shadwell's rhyme Here 

- will ſerve. | 5 In lilen 
Mac Fleck All arg 


$ 29. Mac Flechnoe. Dxvxpkx. 

ALL human things are ſubject to decay; [ obey. 

And, when Fate ſummons, monarchs muſt 
This Flecknoe found, who, like Auguſtus, young 
Was call'd to empire, and had govern'd long; 
In proſe and verſe was own'd, without diſpute, 
Thro? all the realms of Nonſenſe, abſolute. 
This aged prince, now flouriſhing in peace, 
And bleſs'd with iſſue of a large increaſe, 
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| Cloſe to the walls which fair Auguſta bind | 
(The fair Auguſta, much to fears inclin'd) 

An ancient fabric, rais'd t'inform the fight, _ 
There ſtood of yore, and Barbican its height: 
A watch-tow'r once; but now, ſo fate ordains, 
Of all the pile an empty name remains: : 
From its old ruins brothel-houſes riſe, 

Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 


| Where their vaſt courts the mother-ſtrumpets 


Worn out with bus neſs, did at length debate And, undiſturb'd by watch, in ſilence ſleep. 


To ſettle the ſucceifion of the ſtate; 
And pond'ring which, of all his ſons, was fit 
To reign, and wage immortal war with Wit, 
Cry'd, Tis reſolv'd; for Nature pleads, that he 
Should only rule who moſt reſembles me. 
Sh——, alone, my perfect image bears, 

Mature in dulnefs from his tender years: 
Sh——, alone, of all my ſons, was ane, 

Who ſtands confirm'd in full ſtupidity, | 
The reſt, to ſome faint meaning make pretence ; 
But Sn never deviates into ſenſe. 

Some beams of wit on other ſouls may fall, 
Strike thro', and make a lucid interval; 

But ShH——'s genuine night admits no ray; 

His riſing fogs prevail upon the day. : 
Beſides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 

And ſeems deſign'd for thoughtleſs majeſty : 
Thoughtleſs as monarch oaks, that ſhade the plain, 
And, ſpread in ſolemn ſtate, ſupinely reign, 
Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee, 
Thou laſt great prophet of Tautology. 
Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was ſent before but to prepare thy way 

And, coarſely clad in Norwich drugget, came 
To teach the nations in thy greater name. 

My warbling lute, the lute I whilom ſtrung, 
When to king John of Portugal I ſung, | 
Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 
When thou on filver Thames didſt cut thy way, 
Vith well-tim'd oars, before the royal barge, 
Swell with the pride of thy celeſtial charge; 
And, big with hymn, commander of an hoſt, 

he like was ne'er in Epſom blankets toſt. 
Methinks I ſee the new Arion fail, 5 


he lute fill trembling underneath: thy nail. 


thy well-ſharpen'd thumb, from ſhore to ſhore, 
he trebles ſqueak for fear, the baſes roar : | 
chocs from Piſſing-Allex Sh call, 
and Sh — they reſound from Aſton-Hall. 
bout thy boat the little fiſhes throng, 1 
5 at the morning toaſt that floats along. 
dometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 
hou wield'ſt thy papers in thy threſhing hand. 
4 Andre's feet ne'er kept more equal time, 
4 een the feet of thine own Pſyche's rhyme : 
ough a in number as in ſenſe excel; 
juſt, ſo like Tautology they fell, 
at, pale with envy, Singleton forſwore 
he lute and 8 bore, | 
y_ he 2 * 2 Villerius more. 
lere ſtopt the good old fire, and wept for joy, 
In . 4 of the hopeful boy. 3 
Tha, Fu nente, but moſt his plays, perſuade, 
tor anointed dulneſs he was made, 


* 


- * 


Great Fletcher never treads in bu 
| Nor greater Jonſon dares in ſocks appear; 


And lambent Dulnelſs play'd around his face. 


Near theſe a nurſery erects its head. | 
 Wherequeensareform'd, and future heroes bredʒ 
Where unfledg'd actors learn to laugh and cry, Y 
Where infant punks their tender voices try, | _ 
And little Maximins the gods ty. 5 . 

ins here, = 


But gentle Simkin juſt reception finds 


Amidſt this monument of vaniſh'd minds: 


Pure clinches the ſuburbian muſe affords, 
And Panton waging harmleſs war with words, 


| Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 
| Ambitiouſly defign'd his Sh=—'s throne: 
For ancient Decker prophery'd, long fince,, 
That in this pile ſhould reign a mighty prince, | | 
Born for a ſcourge of Wit, and ffail df ſenſe; 


. — 


To whom true dulneſs ſhould fome * owe; 
But worlds of Miſers from his pen ſhould flow z 


_ | Humorifts and Hypocrites it ſhoul{ produce; 


Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce, 


Now empreſs Fame had publiſh'd the renown 
| Of Sh——'s coronation thro” the town. ' 


Rouz'd by report of Fame, the nations meet, 


From near Bun hill, and diſtant Watling- ſtreet; 


No Perſian carpets ſpread th'imperial way, . 
But ſcatter'd limbs of mangled poets lay: | 
From duſty ſhops neglected authors come, 
Martyrs of pyes, and reliques of the bum. 
Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay 


But loads of Sh. almoſt choak'd the way. 


Bilk'd ſtationers for yeomen ſtood prepar d, 


And H—n was captain of the guard. 


| The hoary prince in majeſty appear'd, 


High on a throne of his own labours rear d. 
At his right hand our young Aſcanius ſat, 
Rome's other hope, and pillar of the ſtate; 


His brows thick fogs, inſtead of glories, grace, | 


% 


As Haanibal did to the altars come, 
Sworn by his fire a mortal foe to Rome, 
So Sh— ſwore, nor ſhould his vow be vain, 
That he, till death, true dulneſs would maintain; 
And, in his father's right, and realm's defence, 
Ne'er to have peace with wit, nortruce with ſenſe, 
The king himſelf the ſacred unction made, 

As king by office, and as prieſt by trade. 

In his finiſter hand, inſtead of ball, 

He plac'd a mighty mug of potent ale; 

Love's kingdom to his right he did convey, 

At once his ſceptre, and his rule of ſway; fvoung, 
Whoſe righteous lore the prince had practis d 
And from whoſe loins recorded Pſyche ſprung: 


| ho temples 1aſt, with poppies were oi erſpread. 


cad, 


Jug 


r nodding, ſeem'd to conſecrate his 
2 pol 
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Juſt at the point of time, if fame not lye, 
On his left hand twelve rev*'read owls did fly. 
S0 Romulus, 'tis ſung, by Tiber's brook, 
Preſage of ſway from twice ſix vultures took. 
Th'admiring throng loud acclamations make, 
And omeas of his future empire take. 


— « 


The fire then ſhook the honars of his licad, | 


And from his brows damps of oblivion thed _ 
Full on the filial dulneſs; long he ſtood, ? 
Repelling from his breaſt the raging god; 
At length burſt out in this prophetic mood: ſ 
_ © Heav'ns bleſs my fon, from Ireland let him 
To fir Barbadoes on the weſtern main; [reign 
Of his dominion may no end be known, 0 
And greater than his father's be his throne 

cyond Love's kingdom let him ſtretch his pen !” 
He paus'd, and all the people cry'd, Amen, 
Then thus continu'd he: * My ton, advance 
Still in new impudence, new ignorance. 
Succeſs let others teach, learn thou, from me, 
Paags without birth, and fruitleſs induſtry, 
Let Virtuoſos in five years be writ; | 
Yet not one thought accuſe thy toil of wit. 
Lt gentle George in triumph tread the ſtage, 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage; 
Loet Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the pit, 
And, in their folly, ſhew the writer's wit. 
Vet ſtill thy Fools ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 
And juſtify their author's want of ſenſe. 
Let 'em be all by thy own model made 
Of dulneſs, and defire no foreign aid; 
That they to future ages may be known, 
Not copies drawn, but iſſue of thy own. 
Nay, let thy men of wit too be the fame ; 
All full of thee, and diff*ring but in name. 
But let no alien S—dl—y interpoſe, 
To lard with wit thy hungry Epſom proſe. _ 
And when falſe flow'rs of Rhetoric thou would'ſt 
Truſt Nature, do not labour to be dull; [ cull, 
But write thy beſt, and top; and, in each line, 
Sir Formal's oratory will be thine: _ 
Sir Formal, though uaſought, attends thy quill, 
And does thy Northern Dedications fil). 
Nor let falſe friends ſeduce thy mind to fame, 
By arrogating Jonſon's hoſtile name. | 
Let father Flecknoe fire thy. mind with praiſe, 
And uncle Ogleby thy envy raiſe. , _ 
Thou art my blood, where Jonſon: has no part: 
What ſhare have we in nature or in art? 
Where did his wit on Learning fix a brand, 
And rail at arts he did not underſtand ? 
Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein, 
Or {wept the duſ in Plyche's humble ftraia ? 
Where ſold he bargains, whip-ftitch, kifs my arſe ; 
Promis'd a play, and dwindl'd to a farce ? 
When did his muſe from Fletcher ſeencs purloin, 
As thou whole Eth'ridge doſt transfule to thine ? 
But fo transfus'd, as oil and waters flow ; . 
His always floats above, thine ſinks below. 
This is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 
* New hümòurs to invent for each new play: 
This is that boaited bias of thy mind, 
By which, one way, to dulneſs 'tis inclin'd ; 
Which makes thy writings lean on one fide ſtill, 
And, in all changes, that way bends thy will. b 


| 


cn. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book II. 
Nor let thy mountain- belly make pretence 

Of likenets ; thine's a tympany of ſenſe, 

A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ ; 

But ſure thou'rt but a kilderkin of wit. 
Like mine, thy gentle numbers fcebly creep; 
Thy tragic mule gives fmilcs, thy comic, ſleep, 
With whatc'er gall thou ier'& thyſelf to write, 
Thy inofſenſive ſatires never bite. 


| In thy felonious heart though venom lies, 


It does but touch thy Iriſh pen, and dies. | 
Thy genius calls thee not to purchaſe fame 
In keen Jambics, but mild Anagram, 
Leave writing plays, and chuſe for thy command 


Some peaceful province in Acroſtic land. 
There thou may'ſt wings diſplay, and altars raiſe, 


And torture one poor word a thouſand ways. 


Or if thou would'{ thy diff rent talents ſuit, 


| Set thy own ſongs, and fing them to thy lute, 


heard ; 


| For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepar'd; 


He laid ; but lus laſt words were ſcarcely 


And down they ſent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking, he left his drugged robe behind, 


| Borne upwards by a ſubterranean wind. | 
The mantle fell to the young prophet's part, 


With double portion of his father's art. 


$ 30. An Eſſay upon Satire. 
Da vDEN and BUCKINGAAMN 


pow dull, and how inſcaſible a beaſt 


Is man, who yet would lord it o'er the reſt! 


| Philoſophers and poets vainly firove 


In ev'ry age the lumpiſh mals to move : 
But thoſe were pedants, when compar'd with theſe, 


Who know not only to inſtruct bur pleaſe. 


Poets alone found the delightful way, 
Myſterious morals gently to convey | 


In charming numbers; ſo that as men grew 


Pleas'd with their pocms, they grew wiler too. 
Satire has always ſhone among the reſt, 


| And is the boldeft way, if not the beſt, -- 


To tell men freely of their fouleſt faults ; 

To laughat their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts, 
In fatire too, the wile took diffl'rent ways; 

To each deſerving its peculiar praiſe, | 
Some did all folly with juſt ſharpneſs blame, 
Vhilft others laugh'd, and ſcorn'd them into 
Bur of theſe two, the laſt ſucceeded beſt, | ſhame. 
As men am righteſt when they ſhoot in jeſt. 
Yet, if we may. preſume to blame our guides, 
And cenſure thoſe who cenſure all beſides; 

In other things they juſtly are preferr'd : 


In this alone methinks the ancients err'd ; 


Againſt the groſſeſt follies they declaim ; 
Hard they purſue, but hunt iguoble game. 
Nothing is eaſier than ſuch blots to hit, 

And 'tis the talent of cach vulgar wit: 

Beſides, tis labour loſt ; for who would preach 
Morals to Armſtrong, or dull Afton teach? 
Tis being devout at play, wiſe at a ball, 

Or bringing wit and friendſhip to Whitchall. 
But with ſharp eyes thoſe nicer faults to find, 
Which lie oblcurely in the wiſeſt mind; 


That 
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That little ſpeck which all the reſt does fpoil, 
To waſh off that would be a noble toil; 
Beyond the looſe-writ libels of this age, | 
Or the forc'd ſcenes of our declining ſtage ; 
Above all cenſure too, each little wit 
Will be ſo glad to ſee the greater hit; 

Who judging better, though concern'd the moſt, 
Of ſuch correction will have cauſe to boaſt, = 
In ſuch a ſatire all would ſeek a ſhare, _ 
And ev'ry fool will fancy he is there. 
Old ſtory-tellers too muſt pine and die, 
To ſee their antiquated wit laid by; 
Like her, who mits'd her name in a lampoon, 
And griev'd to find herſelf decay'd fo ſoon. _ 
No common coxcomb muſt be mention'd here: 
Nor the dull train of dancing ſparks appear; 
Nor flutt'ring officers who never fight; 

Of ſuch a wretched rabble who would write ? 
Much leſs half-wits : that's more againſt our 
For they are fops; the other are bur fools. | rules; 


— 


and 


RY 


Who would not be as filly as Dunbar ? | 
As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr? 
The cunning courticr ſhould be {lighted too, 
Till the ſhrewd fool, by thriving too, tuo faſt, 
Like Zſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt, 
Nor ſhall the royal miſtreſſes be nam'd ; 
With whom each rhvming foo! keeps ſuch a 
They are as common thiat way as the other: 
Yet ſaunt'ring Charles, between his beaſtly 
Meets with diſſembling ſtili in either place, | 
Affected humour, or a painted face. | 
In loyal libels we have often told him, 
How that affects to laagh, how this to weep; 
But who can rail fo long as he can ſleep ? 
Was ever prince by two at once miſled, 
Earnely and Ayleſbury, with all that race 
Of buſy block heads, ſha!l have here no place; 
At council ſet as foils on Dorſet's ſcore, RY 
Whoall that while was thought excceding wile, 
Only for taking pains and telling lies. = 
ut there's no meddling with ſuch nau ſcousmen ! 
= Tis time to quit their company, ani chooſe 
dome fitter ſubject for a ſharper Muſe. | 
Firk, let's behold the merrieſt man alive 
Quit his dear caſc, ſome deep defign to lay, 
Gainſt a ſer time, and then forget the day : 
Yet he will laugh at his beſt friends, and be 
ut when he aims at reaſon, or at rule, 
e turns himſelf the beſt to ridicule, 
et him at bus'neſs ne'er ſo carneſt fit, 
hat ſhadow of a jeſt ſhall be enjoy'd, 
hough he left all mankind to be deftroy'd. 
0 Cat, tranform'd, fat gravel y aud demure, 


Who with dull knav'ry makes fo much ado ; 
Too ugly, or too eafv to be blam'd; [pother, 
brace, | 
How one has jilted him, the other fold him: 
| Falſe, fooliſh, old, ill-narur'd, and ill-bred? 
To make that great falſe jewel ſhine the more; 
heir very names have tir'd my lazy pen: 
gainſt his careleſs genius vainly ſtrive; 
uſt as good company as Nokes and Lee. 
de him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit; 
Till mouſe appear'd, and thought himſelf ſecure; 


| 


[| Reaching above our nature does no good ; 
| We muſt fall back to our old fleſh and 
As by our little Machiavel, we find 


| Yetthis falſe comfort never gives him o'er, 


 Whilf on the cround thiintranced wretches lic: 


| Striving againſt his quiet all he can, 
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But ſoon the lady had him in her eye, 
And from her friend did juſt as oddly fly. 


blood z 


| 


Like hounds ill-coupl'd ? Jowler lugs him ſtill 
Thro' hedges, ditches, and thro' all that's ill. 


That nimbleſt creature of the buſy kind, 
His limbs are crippled, and his body ſhakes ; 
Yet his hard mind, which all this buſtle makes, 
No pity of its poor companion takes. 


What yravity can hold from laughing out, 
| To fee him drag his feeble legs about, 


| Twere crime in any man but him alone, 


To uſe a body ſo, tho? tis one's own: : 
[ ſoar : 
That whilſt he creeps his vig*rous thoughts can 


Alas that ſoaring, to thoſe few that know, 


Is but a buſy grov'ling here below. | 
So men in rapture think they mount the ik y, 


| 


ghts ; 


So modern fops have fancy'd they could fly. 
As the new earl with parts deſerving praiſe, 


| And wit enough to laugh at his own ways; 


Yet loſes all ſoft days and ſenſual nights, 
Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune ſli 


For the fine notion of a buſy man. 


And what is that at beſt, but one, whoſe mind | 


| Is made to tire himſelf and all mankind ? 


For Ireland he would go; faith, let him reign 
For if ſome odd fantaſtic lord would fain 


Carry in trunks, and all my drudg'ry do, 


L'il not only pay him, but admire him too. 
Bur is there any other bcaſt that lives, | 
Who his own harm ſo wittingly contrives ? 


| Will any dog, that has his teeth and ſtones, * 


Refin'dly leave his bitches and his bones 


To turn a wheel * and bark to be employ'd, 
| While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd ? 


Yet this fond man, to get a ſtateſman's name, 


| Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 


Though fatire nicely writ no humour ſtiugs 
But thoſe who merit praiſe in other things; 
Yet we muſt needs this one exception make, 


And break our rules for folly Tropos fake ; 


Who was too much deſpis'd to be accus'd, 


And therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus'd; 
| Rais'd only by his mercenary tongue, 


For railing ſmoothly, and for reas'ning wrong, 

As boys on holydays, let looſe to play, 

Lay waggiſh traps for girls that paſs that way; 

Then ſhout to ſee in dirt and deep diftreſs 

Some filly cit in her flow'r'd fooliſh dreſs ; 
2 mighty ſatis faction found, 

To ſce his tinſel reaſon on the ground; 

To ſce the florid fool deſpis'd, and know it, 

By ſome who ſcarce have words enough to ſhow it : 

For ſenſe fits filent, and condemns for weaker 

The ſinner, nay, ſometimes the wittieſt ſpeaker: 

But 'ris prodigious ſo much eloquence 

Should be acquired by ſuch little ſenſe ! 


| For words and wit did anciently agrec 5 


And Tull 
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was no fool, though this man be, 
os At 
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Be rather wiſe than honeſt, great than good. 


Whole harmleſs errors hurt themſelves alone; 
Exceſs of ;uxury they think can pleaſe, 


So much of ſurfeits, hcad-aches, claps, are ſeen, 
Well-meaning men who make this groſs miſtake, 
And pleaſurs loſe only for pleaſure's fake ; 
Each pleaſure has its price, aud when we pay 


Thus Dorſet, purring like a thoughtful cat, 
| Marry'd ; but wiſer puſs ne'er thought of that; 


Has ill reftor'd him to his liberty! 


Wich beauty dazzl'd, Numps was in the ſtocks; 


Till Petworth plot made us with ſorrow ſee, 


. To gold he fled from beauty and from love 
Vet failing therc, he keeps his freedom till, | 
Forc'd to live happiiy againſt his will: 


Break not his boaſted quiet cv'ry hour. 
Plcaſure has always fought, but never found: 
Though ali his thoughts on wine and women fall, 
_ His art fo bad, ſure he ne'er thinks at all. 
The fleth he lives upon is rank and ftrong ; 
His meat and miſtreſſes are kept too long. 
Who mortifies his perſun all he can: 


Are only rulcs of this odd capuchin ; 


And 'tis a miracle we may ſuppoſe, 


Which from all ſtink can, with peculiar art, 
Extract perfume and eſſence from a f—t ; 


294 © ELEGANT 


At bar abuſive, on the bench unable, | 
Knave on the woollack, fop at council-table. 
Theſe are the grievances ot ſuch fools as would 


Some ther kind of wits mult be made known, 


And lazineſs call loving of their cafe ; TED 
To live difſolv'd in pleaſures ſtill they feign, 
Though their whole life's but intermitting pain: 


We ſcarce perceive the little time between; 


Too much of pain, we ſquander life away. 


And firſt he worry'd her with railing rhime, 
Like Pembroke's maſtives at his kindeſt time; 
Then for one night ſold all his ſiaviſh life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife ; Y 
Swell'd by contact of ſuch a fulſome toad, 

He lJagg'd about the matrimonial load ; | | 
Till fortune, blindly Kind as well as he, 
Which he would uſe in his old ſacaking way, 
Drinking all night, and dozing all rhe day; 12 
Dull as Ned Howard, whom his briſker times 
Had fam'd for dulneſs in malicious rhymes. | 


Mulgrave had much ao to ſcape the ſnare, | Sometimes he has ſome humour, never wit; 


Tho! learn'd in all thoſꝭ arts that cheat the fair; 
For after all his vulgar marriage-mocks, {| 


Deluded parents dry'd their weeping eyes, 
To lec hun catch his tartar for his prize; | 


Th'impatient town waited the with'd-for change 
And cuckelds ſmil'd in hopes of iwect revenge; 


As his eſtare, his perſon too was free : 
Hun no ſoft thoughts, no gratitude could move; 


Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and pow'r 


And little Sid. for ſimile renown'd, 


But ſure we all miſtake this pious man, 
What we uncharitably take for ſin, 


For never hermit, under grave pretence, 
Has liv'd more contrary to common ſenſe ; 


No raftineſs onic2ds his ſæilful noſe ; 


Ex pecting ſupper is his great delight; 


To ev'ry face he cringes while he ſpeaks, 


Manners themſelves are miſchievous in him : 
A proof that chance alone makes ev'ry creature 


And his own kickings notably contriv'd ? 
For, there's the folly that's ftill mixt with fear, 
| Cowards more blows than any hero bear ; 


| Falſely he falls into ſome dang rous nooſe, 


{ Spent in bale injury and low ſubmitting, 
| I'd like to have left out his poetry; 


I, who fo wiſe and humble ſeem to be, 


* 


| That we may angels ſeem, we paint them elves 


And did by that deſcribe the taſk ſo hard, 


Re toils all day but to be drunk at night ; 
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Then o'er his cups this night- bird chirping fits 
Till he takes Hewet and Jack Hall for wits, 
Rocheſter I deſpiſe for want of wit, 


Though thought to have a tail and cloven foot; 


For while he miſchief means to all mankind, 


Himſelf alone the ill effects does find : 


And fo like witches juſtly ſuffers ſhame, _ 
Whoſe harmleſs malice is ſo much the ſame, 
Falſe are his words, affected is his wit; 
So often he does aim, fo ſeldom hit; 


But when the back is turn'd, the head he breakg 
Mean in each action, lewd 1n ev'ry limb, 


A very Killigrew, without good- nature. 
For what a Beſſus has he always liv'd, 


Of fighting ſparks ſome may their pleaſures ſayz 
But 'cis a bolder thing to run away: 


The world may well forgive him all his ill, 
For ev'ry fault does prove his penance till : 


And then as meanly labours to get looſe ; 
A life ſo infamous is better quitting, 


Forgot by all almoſt as well as me. 


And if it rarcly, very rarely, hit, 

Tis under fo much naſty rubbiſh laid, 

To find it out's the cinderwoman's trade; 

Who for the wretched remnants of a fire, 

Muſt toil all day in aſhes and in mire. 

So lewdly dull his idol works appear, 

The wretched texts deſerve no comments here; 

Where one poor thought ſometimes, left all alone, 

For a whole page of dulneſs muſt atone. 
How vain a thing is man, and how unwiſe; 

Ev'n he, who would himſclf the moſt deſpiſe 


Now my own vanity and pride can't fee. 
While the world's nonſenſe is fo ſharply ſhewn, 
We pull down others but to raiſe our own: 


Aad arc but fati:cs to ſet up ourſelves. | 
I (who have all this while been finding fault, 
Ev*n with my maſter, who firſt ſatire taught; 


It ſeems ſtupendous, and above reward) 
Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreach'd by former time; 
»Tis juſt that I thould to the bottom fall, 
Learn to write well, or not to write at all. 


$ 31. Cymon and Iphigenia. DRYDEN. 
 Peeta Lequitur. 
O as J am, for ladies love unfit, 
The pow'r of beauty I remember yet; 
Which once inflam'd my ſoul, and ſtill inſpires 
my wit. ; 
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If love be folly, the ſevere divine 
las felt that folly, though he cenſures mine; 
pollutes the pleaſures of a chaſte embrace, 
Ads what I write, and propagates in grace, 
With riotous excels, a prieit] v race. | 
Suppoſe him free, and that I forge th'ofſence, 
He ſhew'd the way, perverting firſt my ſenſe; 
In malice witty, and with venom fraught, 
lc makes me ſpeak the things 1 never thought. 
Compute the gains of his ungovern'd zeal ; 
Ill ſuits his cloth the praiſe of railing well. 
Thc world will think that what we looiely write, 
Though now arraign'd, he read with ſome delight; 
Becauſe he ſeems to chew the cud again, 
When hisbroad comment makes the text too plain; 
And teaches more in one explaining page 
Than all the double- meanings of the ſtage. 
What needs he paraphraſe on what we mean? 
We were at worſt but wanton ; he's obſcenc. 
I not my fellows nor myſelf excuic ; 
But love's the ſubject of the comic Mute ; 
Nor can we write withour it, nor would you 
A tale of only dry inſtructiou view; 
Nor love is always of a vicious kiad, 
But oft too virtuous acts inflames the mind, 
Awakes the flecpy vigour of the ſoul, | 
And bruſhing o'er, adds motion to the pool, 
Love, ſtudious how to pleaſe, improves our parts 
With poliſh'd manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love firſt invented verſe, and form'd the rhyme, 
The motion meaſur'd, harmonz'd the chime; 
To lib'ral acts enlarg'd the narrow-fourd, _ 
Sofren'd the fierce, and made the coward bold; 
The world, when waſte, he peopled v ith increaſe, 
And warring nations reconcil'd in pcace. 
Ormond, the firſt, and all the fair may find 
In this one legend, to their fame deſign'd, 
When beauty fires the blood, how love exalts | 
the mind ! a: 8 


8 


NN chat ſweet iſle where Venus keeps her court, 
And ey'ry grace, and all the loves, reſort; 
Where either ſex is form'd of ſofter earth, 
And takes the bent of pleaſure from their birth; 
There liv'd a Cyprian lord, above the reſt 
Viſe, wealthy, with a num'rous iſſue bleſt. 
But as no gift of fortune is ſiacere, 
Vas only wanting in a worthy heir; 
His eldeſt born, a goodly youth to view, 
Excell'd the reft in ſhape and outward ſhew : 
Fair, tall, his limbs, with due proportion join'd, 
ut of a heavy, dull, degen'ratc mind. 
His ſoul bely'd the features of his face; 
cauty was there, but beauty in diſgrace. 
clownith mien, a voice with ruſtic ſound, 
And ſtupid eves that ever lov'd the ground. 
© look'd like nature's error; as the mind 
And body were not of a piece deſign'd, ( join'd. | 
But made for two, and by miſtake in one were 
The ruling rod, the father's forming care, 
ere exercis'd in vain on wit's deſpair 3 
ie more inform'd, the leſs he underſtood ; 
And deeper funk by flound'ring in the mud. 
do ſcorn'd of all, and grown the public ſhame, 
The people from Galcſus chang'd his name, 
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Rude work wel 
Thus to the wilds the ſturdy Cymon went, 


By which an alabaſter fountain ſtood: 


* 
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And Cymon call'd, which ſignifies a brute; 

So well his name did with his nature ſuit. 
His father, when he found his labour loſt, 


| And care employ'd that anſwer'd not the coſt, 


Choſe an unyrateful object to remove, 


8 And loath'd to fee what nature made him love; 


80 to his 22 farm the fool confin'd; 
ſuited with a ruſtic mind. 


A *ſquire among the ſwu aius, and pleas'd with ba- 
His corn and cattle were his only care; | niſhment, 
And his ſupreme delight a country fair. 
It happen'd on a ſummer's holiday, | | 
Ihat to the green-wood ſhade he took his way; 
For Cymon ſhunn'd the church, and us'd not | 

much to pray. VT : 


| His quarter-ſtaff, which he could ne'er forfake, | 


ung half before, and half behind Lis back. 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he fought, 
And whiftPd as he went, for want of thought. 
By chance conducted, or by thirſt conftrain'd, 
The decp receſſes of the grove he gain'd; 
Where, in a plain, defendec by the wood, 
("rept through the matted graſs a cryſtal flood, 
And on the margin of the fount was laid 


( Attended bv her ilaves) a ſleeping maid : 

Like Dian and her nymphs, when ru ꝗith ſport, 
To reſt hy cool Eurotas they reſort: 

T ne dame herſelf the god:icf; weil expreſt, 


| Not more diſt:nzuiſh'd by her purple veſt, 
{ T haa by the charming features of her face, 


And ev'n in {lu.nber a ſuperior grace: | 
Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, J 
Her body ſhaded with a light cymar ; 5 
Her boſom to the view was only bare; 1 
Where two beginaing paps were ſcarcely ſpy'd, 
For yet their places were but figmity'd. - . 

The fanning wind upon her boſom biows, 


| To meet the fanning wind the boſorn role ; 


The fanning wind, and purling ſtreams, con- 
f 7 ropatn,. [i EE #. 
The fool of nature ſtood with ſtupid eyes 

And gaping mouth, that teſtify'd ſurpriæe, 

Fix'd vn her face; nor could remove his fight, 


New as he was to love, and nov ice to delight. 


Long mute he ſtood. and lcaning on his ſtaff, 
His wonder witnefs'd with an idiot laugh 3 _ 
Then would have ſpoke, but by his glimm'ring 
ſenſe, | 
Firſt found his want of words, and fear'd offence; 
Doubted for what he was he fhould be known, 
By his clown accent, and his country tone. 
Through the rude chaos thus the running light 
Shot the firſt ray that pierc'd the native night: 


| Then day and darkneſs in the maſs were mix'd, 


Till gather'd in a globe the beams were fix'd: 
Laſt thone the ſun, who, radiant in his ſphere, 
Illumin'd heav'n and earth, and roll'd around the 
So reaſon in this brutal ſoul began, year. 
Love made him-firſt ſuſpect he was a man; 
Love made him doubt his broad barbarian ſound ; 
By love, hu want of words and wit he found; 
Thar ſenſe of want prepar'd the future way 
To know ledge, and difc:os'd the promiſe of a day. 
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V hat not his father's care, nor tutor's art, 
Could plant with pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 


The beſt inſtructor, love, at once inſpir'd, 


As barren grounds to fruitfulneſs are fir'd : 
Love taught him ſhame ; and ſhame, with love | 
Soon taught the ſweet civilities of life; [at ftrife, | 


His groſs material foul at once could find 
Somewhat in her excelling all her kind: 
Exciting a deſire till then unknown, 
Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 


_ Fhis made the firſt impreſſion on his mind, 
Above, but juſt above, the brutal kind. 
For beaſts can like, but not diſtinguiſh too, 
Nor their own liking by reflection know; 
Nor why they like, or this or t'other face, 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace; 

But love in groſs, and ſtupidly admire, 


As flies, allur'd by light, approach the fire. 


Thus our man- beaſt, advancing by degrees, 
Firſt likes the whole, then ſepꝰ rates what he ſees; 


On ſev'ral parts a ſev'ral praiſe beſtows, 


The ruby lips, the well- proportion'd noſe, 
The _ ſkin, and raven-gloſſy hair, | 
ed cheek, and forchead riſing fair, 1 
And, ev'n in ſleep itſelf, a ſmiling air. - 
From thence his eyes deſcending view'd the reſt, 
Her plump round arms, white hands, and heav- 


ing breaft. | 


Long on the laſt he dwelt, though ev'ry part 


A pointed arrow ſped to pierce his heart. 
Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown 


(A judge erected from a country clown) 


He long' d to fee her eyes, in ſlumber hid, 


And wiſh'd his own could pierce within the lid: 
He would have wak'd her, but reſtrain'd his 


thought, | | 


And love new-born the firſt good manners taught: 
And awful fear his ardent wiſh withſtood, 
Nor durſt diſturb the goddeſs of the wood. 


For ſuch ſhe ſcem'd by her celeſtial face, 
Excelling all the reſt of human race. 


And things divine, by common ſenſe he knew, 


Muſt be devoutly ſeen, at diſtant view : 
So checking his defire, with trembling heart, 
Gazing he ftood, nor would nor could depart ; 


Who dares not ftir by night, for fear to ſtray, 


Fix'd as a pilgrim wilder'd in his way, : 
But ſtands with awful eyes to watch the =] 


| of day. 
At length awaking, Iphigene the fair 


| (So was the beauty eali'd who caus'd his care) 


Unclos'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd, 


While thoſe of all her flaves in {leep were ſeal'd. 
The ſlav'ring cudden, propp'd upon his ſtaff, 


Stood ready gaping, with a grinning laugh, 
To welcome her awake; nor durſt begin 
To ſpeak, but wiſely Kept the fool within. 


Then the; What makes you, Cymon, here alone? 
(For Cymon's names as round the countryknown, 


Pecauſe deſcended of a noble race, 

And for a ſoul ill ſorted with his face.) 
But icill the fot ſtood ſilent with ſurprize, 

With fix'd regard on her new-open'd eves, 

And in his breaſt receiv'd th'invenom'd dart; 


A rckling pain that pleas'd amid the ſinart. 
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But, conſcious of her form, with quick diſtruſt 


She ſaw his ſparkliug eyes, and fear'd his brutal 


uſt: 


| This to prevent, ſhe wak'd her ſleepy crew, 


And, rifing haſty, took a ſhort adieu. 
Then Cymon firſt his ruſtic voice efſay'd, 


With profter'd ſervice to the yung maid, 
To ſee her ſafe. e 
But took at length, aſham'd of ſuch a guide, 


His hand ſhe long deny'd; 


So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 
No more would to his country clowns repair, 


But ſought his father's houſe, with better mind, 
Refuſing in the farm to be conſin d. 

Ihe father wonder'd at the ſon's return, 

And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn z 

| But doubtfully receiv'd, expecting ſtill 

To learn the ſecret cauſes of his alter'd will. 

Nor was he long delay'd : the firſt requeſt 


He made, was like his brothers to be dreft, 


And, as his birth requir'd, above the reft. 


With eaſe his ſuit was granted by his fire, 
Diſtinguiſhing his heir by rich attire : 
His body thus adorn'd, he next deſign'd 


> | With lib'ral arts to cultivate his mind: 


He fought a tutor of his own accord, 
And ſtudy'd leſſons he before abhorr'd. 
Thus the man- child advanc'd, and learn'd 
i faſt, . 
That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpaſs d; 
His brutal manners from his breaſt ex1l'd, 


| His mien he faſhion'd, and his tongue he fil'd; 


In ev'ry exerciſe of all admir'd, 

He ſeem'd, nor only feem'd, but was inſpir'd: 
Inſpir'd by love, whoſe bus'neſs is to pleaſe; 
He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful eaſe; 
More fam'd for ſenſe, for courtly carriage mor, 


Than for his brutal follv known before. 


What then of alter'd Cymon ſhall we ſay, 
But that the fire which choak'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy for his ſoul to move, [ lore. 


| Was upward blown below, and bruſh'd away by 


Love made an active progreſs thro? his mind, 
The duſky parts he clear'd, the groſs refin'd, 
The drowſy wak'd ; and as he went impreſs'd 
The Maker's image on the human breaſt. 
Thus was the man amended by deſire, 
And, tho? he lov'd perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his faults with reaſon ſcann'd, 
And lik'd an error of the better hand; 
Excus'd th'excels of pathon in his mind, 
By flames too ficrce, perhaps too much reſin'd: 


| So Cymon, ſince his fire indulg'd his will, 


Impetuons lov'd, and would be Cymon till ; 
Galeſus he diſown'd, and choſe to bear [fair 
The name of fool confirm'd, and biſhop'd by the 

To Cipſeus by his friends his ſuit he mov'd; 
Cipſeus, the father of the fair he lov'd: 
But he was pre-engag'd by former ties, 
While Cymon was endeav'ring to be wiſe ; 
And Iphigene, oblig*d by former vows, 


Had given her faith to wed a foreign ſpouſe. 
Her fire and ſhe to Rhodian Paſimond, 
| Tho? both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 


Nor could retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 
Tho' better lov'd, he ſpoke too late to 3 
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For yours I am, he ſaid, and have deferv'd 


The doom was paſt, the ſhip, already ſent, 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent. | 
dieh'd to herſelf the fair unhappy maid, 
While ſtormy Cymon thus in {ſecret ſaid, 

The time is come for Iphigene to find 
The miracle ſhe wrought upon my mind; 
Her charms have made me man, her raviſh'd love 
In rank ſhall place me with the bleſs'd above. 
For mine by love, by force ſhe ſhall be mine ; 
Or death, if force ſhould fail, ſhall finiſh my 
rn 3 5 
Reſolv'd he faid; and rigg'd with ſpeedy care 
A veſſel ſtrong, and well equipp'd for war. 
The ſecret ſhip with choſen friends he ſtor d; 
And, bent to die or conquer, went aboard. 
Ambuſh'd he lay, behind the Cas ſhore, 
Waiting the fail that all his wiſhes bore; 
Nor long expected; for the following tide 
Sent out the hoſtile ſhip and beauteous bride. 
To Rhodes the rival bark directly ſteer'd, 
When Cymon ſudden at her back appear'd, 
And ſtoppꝰd her flight; then, ſtanding on the prow, 
In haughty terms he thus defy'd the foe; 
Or ſtrike your fails at ſummons, or prepare 
To prore the laſt extremities of war. 


Already were the veſſels fide by fide; | vide; 
Theſe obſtinate to ſave, and thoſe to ſeize the 
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Your love much better, whom ſo long I ſerv'd, 
Than he to whom * formal father ty'd 
Your vows, and fold a ſlave, not ſent a bride. 


| Thus while he ſpoke, he ſeiz'd the willing prey, 


As Paris bore the Spartan ſpouſe away. 

Faintly ſhe ſcream'd, and ev'n her eyes confeſs'd 
She rather would be thought, than was diſtreſs'd. 
Who now exults but Cymon in his mind? J 
Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, j | 

Proud of the preſent, to the future blind! 
Secure of fate, while Cymon plows the ſea, 


| And ſteers to Candy with his conquer'd prey, 


Scarce the third glaſs of meaſur'd hours was 


| When, like a fiery meteor ſunk the ſun ; 


The promiſe of a ſtorm ; the ſhifting gales 
Forſake by fits, and fill the flagging fails; 
Hoarſe murmurs of the main from far were heard, 
And night came on, not by degrees prepar'd, 
But all at once; at oace the winds ariſe, 
The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies. 

In vain the maſter iſſues out commands, 


| In vain the trembling ſailors ply their hands 3 


The tempeſt unforeſeen prevents their care, 


| And from the firſt they labour in deſpair. 


Forc'd back and forwards, in a circle rides, 
Stunn'd with the difl*rent blows ; then ſhoets 


Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the fight =] | The giddy ſhip, betwixt the winds and tides, 


bride. 1 SO | N 
But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, 
Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd, 
And, arm'd with ſword and ſhicld, amid the 
preſs he paſs'd. | | 
Fierce was the fight, but, haſt'ning to his prey, 
By force the furious lover freed his way: 
Himſelf alone diſpers'd the Rhodian crew, 
The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew ; 
Cheap conqueſt for his following friends remain'd, 
He reap'd the field, and they but only glean'd. 
His victory confeſs'd, the foes retreat, 
And caſt the weapons at the victor's fect, 
Whom thus he cheeer'd: O Rhodian youth, I 
_ fought * e 
For love alone, nor other booty ſought: 
Your lives are ſafe ; your veſſel I refign; 
Yours be your own, reſtoring what is mine. 
In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 
Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by you. 
Your Paſimond a lawleſs bargain drove; 
he parent could not ſell the daughter's love 
Or, if he could, my love diſdains the laws, 
And, like a king, by conqueſt gains his cauſe. 
here arms take place, all other pleas are vain, 
ove taught meforce, and force ſhall love maintain; 
ou, what by ſtrength you could not keep, releaſe, 
nd at an eaſy ranſom buy your peace. 
ear on the conquer'd fide toon ſign'd th'accord, 
Ard Iphigene to C ymon was reſtor'd : 
tile to his arms the bluſhing bride he took, 
To ſeeming ſadneſs the compos'd her look; 
As if by force ſubjetted to his will, | 
ho? pleas'd, diſſembling, and a woman ſtill. 
and (for the wept) he wip'd her falling tears, 
Aud Pray'd her to diſmiſs her empty fears; 


The land before them, and their fears renew'd; 


| amain, 
Till, counterbufPd, ſhe ſtops, and ſleeps again. 
Not more aghaſt the proud archangel fell, 
Plung'd from the height of heav'n to deepeſt hell, 
Than ſtood the lover of his love pofleſs'd, | 
Now curs'd the more, the more he had been bleſs dz 
More anxious for her danger than his own, 
Death he defies; but would be Joſt alone. 
Sad Iphigene to womaniſh complaints 
Adds pious pray'rs, and wearies all the ſaints; 
Ev'n if ſhe could, her love the would repent ; 
But, fince ſhe cannot, dreads the puniſhment: 
Her forfeit faith, and Paſimond betray'd, 
Are ever preſent, and her crime upbraid. , 
She blames herſelf, nor blames her lover leſs, 
Augments her anger as her fears increaſe : | 
From her own back the burthen would remove, 


And lays the load on his ungovern'd love, 

| Which interpoſing durſt, in Heav'n's deſpite, 

 _ | Invade, and violate another's right. | 
The pow'rs incens'd, a while deferr'd his pain, 

| And made him maſter of his vows in vain ; 


But ſoon they puniſh'd his preſumptuous pride, 
| That for his daring enterpriſe ſhe dy'd, | 
Who rather not reſiſted than comply'd. 

Then, impotent of mind, with alter'd ſenſe, 
She hugg'd th'offender, and forgave th'offence ! 
Sex to the laſt, Meantime, with fails declin'd, 
The wand'ring veſſel drove before the wind; 
Toſs'd and retcſs'd, aloft, and then below, «+ 
Nor port they feck, nor certain courſe — | 

know, | 
But ev'ry moment wait the coming blow. 


| Thus blindly driv'n, by breaking day they 


view'd 


The 
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| Phe land was welcome, but the tempeſt bore 3 | 
4 The threaten'd ſhip ayuinſt a rocky * wo as ee. . 5 2 _ > rom the reſt Theſe fruit 
| A winding bay was near; to this they bent, | Lyiimachus, who 8 — amply bleſt. Twas you! 
And juſt eſcap'd; their force already ſpent F to es the Rhodian ſtate, They gave 
Secure from forms, and panting from the fea, | He lov'd N e e | They 88 
| The land unknown at lcifure they ſurvey ; But fortune had _— — equal fire, And purge 
i And ſaw (but ſoon their ſickly ſiglit withdrew) | Crois'd by her friends, by k wha —_ To pleaſe, 
The rifing tow'rs of Rhodes at diſtant view ; Nor yet preterr'd on FL — u diſap prov'd, Thus fa 
J | And curs'd the hoſtile ſhore of Patimond, | So ſtood the affair ; * 8 1 3 love d. fou 
4 | Sav'd from the ſeas, and ſhipwreck'd on the | That, ſhould his NN Bur fil th 
” : 5 1 1 5 - | Mean time young Patim bg * a Sam d. But ft — 
i frighted ſailors try'd their ſtrength in vain preſs d, | — They ſuffe 
2 To turn the ſtern, and tempt the ſtormy main; | Ordain'd the nuptial 1 3 That you 
Md | _—_ ſtiff wind withſtood the lab'ring oar, And frugall relolv'd 4 1 wy me rom Aus, 2 
I | 20 orc'd them forward on the fatal ſhore! | W hich would be double ſhould he we um, ] Reſtor! Ke 
; N Rb * keel now bites the Rhodian ſtrand, To join his brother's bridal with * - 3 * * 
11 Ya = Wa —_ d conſtrains the crew to land Lyſimachus, oppreſs'd with pee Ton 5 n 15 
5 Bur — bh - A * lafe, becaule unknoẽon; Receiv'd the news, and ſtudy'd ck Erich, y _ = 
#1 The veſſel the 4; T wap — 1 The fatal day approach'd; it force we ny Impatient 
"ny ey diſmiſs'd was driv'n before, | The magiſtrate his publi "ode ae , 33 
1 z Already ſhelter'd on their native ſhore , To juſtice liable NT woe _—_ d; _— 
1 ö know ; but each with change | For, when his office — . expir'd Nm 
# 3 ; | | 7 = te: ow'r expir'd, 0 b 
+ 7 8 ſide exults, the victors fear; ION — cs — were = —_ 10 — 
Not them but theirs; made pris ners ere they fight 11 gy: 1 
r ee 
PR 0 ee rings around with loud alarms, A ſlave to fame, but more a ll pan; oth erp, Ri h 
| Mou By _ elds the rude militia ſwarms ; EKecſtraining others, vet himlelf mA 5 8 i ? f 
1 ths without hands, maintain d at vaſt ex- Made impotent by pow'r, d eee, " ik 
| — peace a charge, in war a weak defence: [pence, | Both ſides he. weigh'd; wo C - d by dignity, oY 
3 mer de. month they march, a bluſt'ring Te man prevail'd above hs ard pon, We ; th 
; Thi Ever, — in times of need, at hand; [band; | Love never fails to — ny — 1 — It ho = 
1 as the mw when, iſſuing on the guard, | But works a difl'rent way in ” 5 he finds, e 
— me in rank and file, they ſtood prepar'd | The fool enlightens, * Fas men 8 ö Dei hair i 
* ing arms to make a ſhort eſſay, [day, | This youth propoſing to poſſi ; iſe. © blinds, Par if Fo 
| _ haſten to be drunk, the bus'neſs of the Began in murder, to 4 40 and *(cape, For lib 
eser k would have fed, br thr thy fegen e ede ue Gr 
wy. 5 | 5 An impious act wi A A An. 
8 8 many, and their foes ſo few: | The — 2 ee d ſucceſs; n Or . 
. ban =g on. de- laſt the firſt impel, | To puniſh all injuſtice 2 2 Said C 
De at _ As h weight the Cyprians fell. | But here I ſtop, not daring t _— OE | The me: 
I 13 av'd, WhO firſt the war begun, Let bluſh to flatter an yy 1 2 8 For n 
, dp _ "m_ more is loſt and won. For crunes are but — teous deed; Reſolv'd 
De SOL = d ee was the captive caſt, Reſolv'd on force, his \ i e e To tt 
- — 4 ; 2 * held in fetters faſt ; | To find the means that far c prztor bent, Let Hea 
a. _ 2 _ \ yo q at their requeſt, Nor long he labour'd; f 'S wt ſecure th'event; The of 
But Tphi; — et relcas'd; In captive Cymon hs F weſey Granghe The 4 
| Pact P! ru was tae lacies en Th'example pleas'd : th e friend he ſought; - By this 
WhilePaſ eir turn ad reſs d to treat the fair; þ | An injur'd lover and 3 and crime tht Sow 
. 1 = eat r his the nuptial feaſtprepare. ] | How much he durſt * — . dame. [ſame; All Nh. 
2 boa ” . 22 * | 1 The leſs he had to loſe, the . 'd, All but 
| oy OO. cr fates 'd. b . le c 1.4. 
| — paß ve is the church of — F 15 i TY m_—_ life when "So —_ 1 r 
| 3 e, . Cymon could his fortune deal, This ponder'd well, and fix' 10; Now 
© 1 A poke of all her wheel ? In deprh of night he 2 8 d on his intent, And ch 
28 omg mils * downward weight, In ſecrer ſent, the public — pris ner ſent; Be read 
ks b. wg * his former height; Then, with a ſober Galle, tis to ſhun, | With a 
„ #4 ; we ove (concern'd the moſt The pow'rs above, who 5 e thus begun: Then. - 
| __ L e or what by love he loft. Their gifts and g hate untcouſly beſtow * . 
* _ 9 ; a 2 had left a ſon, Vet prove our merit & = mankind below, wy 
— ld — 1 2 —_— a7 ſuch as are not worthy ts . — II And h; 
A Rhodian beauty r 4 A e way l, — valour and for virtue they 1 The ſe 
3 woods heir due reward, but firſt they muſt be try Each 


Death 


leſs 


1k 


The 'ſpouſals are prepar'd, already play 


fruitful ſeeds within your mind they ſow'd; 
— yours t' improve the talent they beſtow'd: 
They gave you to be born of noble kind, 


| They gave you love to lighten up your mind, 


urge the groſſer parts; they gave you care 
_ — and — to deſerve the fair. | 
Thus far they try'd you, and by proof they 
"_ | bs 
The grain entruſted in a grateful ground; 
But ſtill the great experiment remain'd; 5 
They ſuffer'd you to loſe the prize you gain'd, 
That you might learn the gift was theirs alone; 
And, when reſtor'd, to them the bletfing own. 
Reſtor'd it ſoon will be ; the means prepar'd, 
The difficulty ſmooth'd, the danger ſhar'd; 
Be but yourſelf, the care to me retign, 
Then Iphigene is yours, Caſſandra mine. 
Your rival Paſimond purſues your life, 
Impatient to revenge his raviſh'd wife: 
But yet not his; to-morrow is behind, 
And love our fortunes in one band has join'd: 
Two brothers are our foes; Ormiſda mine, 


As much declar'd as Paſimond is thine; 


| With love to friend, and fortune for our guide, 


To- morrow muſt their common vows be ty* 1: } 


Let both reſolve to die, or each redeem a bride. J 
Right I have none, nor haſt thou much to plead; 

Tis force, when done, muſt juſtify the deed; 

Our taſk perform'd, we next prepare for flight ; 

And let the loſers talk in vain of right : 

We with the fair will ſail before the wind; 

If they are griev'd, I leave the laws behind. 

Speak thy reſolves; if now thy courage droop, 

Deſpair in priſon, and abandon hope: 

But if thou dar'ſt in arms thy love regain 

(For liberty without thy love were vain). 

Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey, 

Or lead to ſecond rape, for well thou know'ſt 

the way. | | 
Said Cymon, overjoy'd, do thou propoſe 

The means to fight, and only ſhew the foes: 

For from the firſt, when love had fir'd my mind, 

Reſolv'd I left the care of life behind. | 
To this the bold Lyſimachus reply'd, 

Let Hcav'n be neuter, and the ſword decide 


The minftrels, and provoke the tardy day : | 
By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms 1 


dreſt; | 1 DE 
All Rhodes is ſummon'd to the nuptial feaſt, 
All but myſelf, the ſole unbidden gueſt. 
Unbidden tho? I am, I will be there, 
And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the fair. 
Now hear the reſt ; when day refigns the light, 
And cheerful torches gild the jolly aight, 
e ready at my call ; my choſen few 
With arms adminiſter'd ſnall aid thy crew 
hen, ent'ring unexpected, will we ſeize 
ur deſtinꝰd prey from mea diſſolv'd ia eaſe; 
By wine diſabl'd, unprepar'd for fight; 
Ang haſt'ning to the ſeas, ſuborn our flight: 
he ſeas are ours, for I command the fort; 
ſlip well-mann'd expects us in the port. 
f they, or if their friends, the prize conteſt, 
<3th ſhall attend the man who darcs reliſt. 


Boer IT. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, e. - 299 


His troop wita equal emulatidn fir'd, [quir'd.: > 
All tix'd to fight, and all their wonted work re- 
The ſun aroſe; the ſtreets were throng'd around, 
The palace open'd, and the poſts were crown'd. 
The double bridegroom at the door attends 
Th'expedced ſpouſe, and entertains the friends; 
They meet, they lead to church, the prieſts invoke 


It pleas'd ! the priſoner to his hold retir'd; } 


The pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant 


_ tmoke. | | | 

This done, they feaſt, and at thecloſeof night, \_ 

By kindled torches vary their delight; * 

Theſe lead the lively dance, and thoſe the 
brimming bowls invite. 3 

Now at th' appointed place and hour aſſign'd, 
With fouls reſolv'd, the raviſhers were join'd ; 
| Three bands are form'd; the firſt is ſent before 


| To favour the retreat and guard the ſhore; 


| The ſecond ar the palace-gate is plac'd ; 
And up the lufty ſtairs aſcend the laſt; | 
A peaceful troop they ſeem with ſhining veſts, _ 
But coats of mail beneath ſecure their breaks, 
Dauntleſs they enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find the feaſt renew'd, the table ſpread ; 
Sweet voices, mix'd with inſtrumental ſounds, 
Aſcend the vauitcd roof,the vaulted roof rebounds. 
When, like the harpies ruſhing through the hall, 
The ſudden troop appears, the tables fall, 
Their ſmoking load is on the pavement thrownz 
Each raviſher prepares to feize his own ; 
The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 
Shrick out for aid, contuſion fills the place. 
Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 
Advance; the palace gleams with ſhiniag ſwords, 
But late is all defence, and ſuccour vain, 
The rape is made, the ravitacrs remain; 
Two ſturdy ſlaves were only ſent before 
To bear the purchas'dprize in ſafety to the ſhore, 
The troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 


| With forward faces not confeſſing fear; mend 


Backward they move, but ſcorn their pace to 
Then ſeek the ſtairs, and with flow haſte deſcend. 
Fierce Paſimond, their paſſage to prevent, | 


Thruſt full on Cymon's back in his deſcent, 


The blade return'd unbath'd, and to the han- 


dle bent. . 


| Stout Cymon ſoon remounts, and cleft in two 


His rival's head with one deſcending blow; 
And as the next in rank Ormiſda ſtood, 1 
He turn'd the poiat; the ſword inur'd to blood, 
Bor'd his unguarded breaſt which pour'd a | 
purple flood. | * 


With vow'd revenge the gath' ring crowd purſues, 


The raviſhers tura head, the fight renews; 
The hall is heap'd with corps; the ſprinkled gore 
Beſmears the walls. and floats the marble floor. 
Diſpers d at length the drunken ſquadron flies, 
The vic̃tors to their v ſſel bear the prize; | cries. 
And hear behind loud groans and lamentable 
The ere with merry ſhouts their anchor weigh, 1 
Then ply their oars, and bruſh the buxom lea, | 
| While troops of gather'd Rhodians crowd 5 
uay. 

What ſhould the people do when left alone? 
The governor and government are gone. 
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Fo” the 1 


The public wealth & foreign parts convey'd; | Yet run for ever by the Muſe's {kill, 
Some troops diſbanded, and the reſt unpaid. And in the ſmooth deſcription murmur ſtil}, 
Rhodes is the ſov'reigu of the ſea no more z | Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, ; 
Their ſhips unrigg'd, and ſpent their naval ſtore; And the fam'd river's empty ſhore admire, 


The neither could defend, nor can purſue, That, deſtitute of ſtrength, derives its courſe lere pleaſin 
Bur grinn'd their teeth, and caſt a helpleſs view : | From thrifty urns and an unfruitful ſource; —— 
In vain with darts a diſtant war they try, Vet ſung fo often in poetic lays, | Here domes. 
Short and more ſhort, the miſſive weapons fly. | With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys; * 4 op'ning 
Meanwhile the raviſhers their crimes enjoy, {| So high the deathlefs muſe exalts her theme! H ow has | 
And flving fails and ſweeping oars employ : Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious ſtream, And ſcatter” 

| The cliffs of Rhodes in little ſpace are loft; —| That in Hibernian vales obſcurely ſtray d. © en i 
Jore's iſle they ſeek; nor Jove denics his coaſt, | And, unobſerv'd, in wild meanders play'd; Her bloomit 

In fafety landed on the Candian ſhore, Till, by your lines and Naſſau's ſword renown'g, Wich all the 

With gen'rous wines their ſpirits they reſtore: Its riſing billows thro? the world reſound ; The ſmiles 

There Cymon with his Rhodian friend refides, | Where'er the Iero's godlike acts can pierce, While prou 
Both court and wed at once the willing brides. | Or where the fame of an immortal verſe. And Tons 

A war enſues; the Cretans own their cauſe, | Oh could the Muſe my raviſh'd breaſt inſpire The poor in 

Stiff ro defend their hoſpitable laws; I | With warmth like yours, and raiſe an equal fire, The redd'ni 
Both parties loſe by turns; and neither wins, | Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhall thine, ſoyleſs he ſe 

Till peace propounded by a truce begins. And Virgit's Italy ſhould yield to mine! $4 in the 
The kindred of the ſlain forgive the deed, | | See how the golden groves around me fmile, Les, Ins i 

But a ſhort exile muſt for ſhow precede; þ. That ſhun the coaſt of Britain's ſtormy iſle, And in the 

The term expir'd, from Candia they remove, Or, when tranſplanted and preferv'd with care, | Oh Liberty 


| 1 ach, at home, enjoys his love. Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern air. 
_ PP 2125 5 BEE; | Here kindly warmth their mounting juice fer. 
N 1 ments . 
8 32. A Letter from Ttaly to the Rizht Hononr- | To nobler taſtes and more exalted ſcents; 
able Charles Lord Hulifax. In the Year 1301. Een the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom, 
i | Adpisox. | And trodden weeds ſend out a rich perfume, 
= ey | Bear me, ſome god, to Baia's gentle ſears, 
JW HILE you,my Lord, the rural ſhades admire, | Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats ; 
And from Britannia's public poſts retire, | Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, 


Profuſe of k 
Eternal ple: 
And tmiling 
Eas'd of he! 
And Povert 
Thou mak 
Giv*ſt beaut 
Thee, go 


8 — 


Nor longer, her ungrateful ſons to pleaſe, And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their pride ; — _ 
For their advantage ſacrifice your eaſe; _ Bloſſoms, and fruits, and flow'rs together riſe Wor chin 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys, And the whole ycar in gay confuſion lies. On foreign 
Thro' nations fruitful of immortal lavs, | Immortal glorics in my mind revive, The grape 
Where the ſoft ſeaion and inviting clime I AAnd in my ſoul a thouſand paſſions ſtrive, With _ 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme. | When Rome's exalted beauties I deſcry, And the fa 
For whereſoc'er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, Magnificent in piles of ruin he. We envy n 
Gay gilded ſcenes and ſhining proſpects riſe, | An amphitheatre's amazing height Ia ten degr 
Poetic fields encompaſs me around, I Here fills my eye with terror and delight, Nor at the 
And till I ſeem to tread on clalſic ground; That on its public ſhews unpeopled Rome, Tho! o'er c 
For here the Muſe fo oft her harp has ſtrung, And held uncrowded nations in its womb; : Tis Liber 
That not a mountain rears its head unſung; | Here pillars rough with ſculpture pierce the ſkies; mak; 
Renown'd in verſe each ſhady thicket grows, And here the proud triumphal arches riſe, 2 
And ex'ry ſtream in heav'nly numbers lows. | Where the old Romans deathlefs acts diſplay'd, Others 


How am I pleas'd to ſearch the hills and woods | Their baſe degen'rate progeny upbraid ; 
For riſing ſprings and celebrated floods! Whole rivers here forſake the fields below, 


ny | : A nicer t 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courſe, And, wond'ring at their height, through air * 


lar, | Or teach t 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his ſource ! | channels flow. Tu Britz 
Jo ſee the Mincio draw his wat'ry ſtore Still to new ſcenes my wand'ring Muſe retires; Aud hold 
Thro? the long windings of a fruitful ſhore, And the dumb ſhow of breathing rocks admires; To threate 
And hoary Albula's infected tide Where the ſmooth chiſel all its force has ſhow! And anſwe 
Oer the warm bed of ſmoking 47 glide! And ſoften'd into fleſh the rugged ſtone. he Dane 
Fir'd with a thouſand raptures ſurvey | In folemn filence, a majeſtic band, 225 Bleis the v 
Eridanus thro' flow'ry meadows ſtray, Heroes, and gods, and Roman conſuls, ſtand ; Soon as he 


The king of floods! that rolling o'er the plains, | Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains, | And emperors, in Parian marble frown ; [ſu'd, 


And proudly ſwoln with a whole winter's ſnows, | While the bright dames to whom they humbly 
Diſtributes wealth and plenty where he flows. | Still ſhew the charms that their proud hearts 


And all th 
Th'amb 
Her thund 
And fain t 


Sometimes, miſguided by the tuncful throng, ſubdu'd. | 57 foreign 
T look for ſtreams immortaliz'd in ſong, Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, ut ſtrives 
That loſt in filence and oblivion lie [dry) | And ſhow th'immortal labours in my verſe, [ light, hom N. 


(Dumb are their fountaius, and their channels Where, from the mingled ſtrength of * _ 
HERE | | : ne 


creation riſes to my ſight, 
* heav'nly figures from his pencil flow, | 
do warm with life his blended colours glow, 5 
prom theme to theme with ſecret pleaſure toſt, 
\midft the ſoft variety I'm loſt ;: 
Here pleaſing airs my raviſh'd foul confound - | 
With circling notes and labyrinths of found; | 
lere domes and temples rife in diſtant views, 
And op'ning palaces invite my Muſe, | TH 
How has kind Heav'n adorn'd the happy land, | 
And ſcarter'd ble. lings with a waſteful hand! 
But what avail her unexhauſted ſtores, 
Her blooming mountains, and her ſunny ſhores, 
With all the gifts that Heav'u and earth impart, 
The ſmiles of nature, and the charms of art, 


And Tyranny uſurps her happy plains? _ 
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain — 
The redd'ning orange and the ſwelling grain 
loyleſs he ſees the growing oils and vines, 
And in the myrtle's fragrant ſhade repines ; 
Starves, in the anidſt of nature's bounty curſt, 
And in the loaden vineyard dics for thirſt, 

| Oh Liberty! thou goddeſs heav'nly bright, 
Profuſe of blifs, and pregnant with delight! 
Eternal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, | 

And ſmiling Pleaty leads thy wanton train; 


And Poverty looks cheerful in thy fight; _ 
Thou mak'ſt the gloomy face of Nature gay, 


Thee, goddeſs, thee Britannia's iſle adores ; 
How has ſhe oft exhauſted all her ſtores, 
How oft, in fields of death, thy preſence fought, 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 
On foreign mountains may the ſun reftne 
The grape's ſoft juice, and mellow it to wine, 
With citron groves adorn a diſtant foil, 
And the fat olive ſwell with floods of oil ; 
Weenvy not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies, 
Nor at the coarſeneſs of our haven repine, _ 
Tho! o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads ſhine : 
Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's iſle, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak 
mountains ſmile. — © 
Others with tow'ring piles may pleaſe the 
And in their proud aſpiring domes delight; 
A nicer touch to the ſtretch'd canvaſs give, 
Or teach their animated rocks to live; 
'Tis Britain's care to watch oer Europe's fate, 
Aud hold in balance each contending tate ; 
To threaten bold preſumptuous kings with war, 
And anſwer her afflicted neighbour's pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarins, 
\cis the wiſe conduct of her pious arms; 
doon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceaſe, 
And all the northern world lies huſh'd in peace. 
l'ambitious Gaul tcholds, with ſecret dread, 
ler thunder aim'd at his aſpiring head, 
nd fain her godlike ſons would diſunite 
< foreign gold, or by domeſtic ſpite ; 
ut ſtrives in vain to conquer or divide, 


While proud Oppreflion in her vallies reigns, | 


Exs'd of her load, Subjection grows more light, | 


Giv'ſt og to the Sun, and pleaſure to the Day. Eng Ns TO | 
W ILE crowds of princes your deſerts 
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Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found, 
The diſtant climes and diff' rent tongues reſound, 
I bridle in my ſtruggling muſe with pain, 

Thar longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain. 

But I've already troubled you too long, 


Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous ſong. 
My humble verſe demands a ſofter theme, 


| A painted meadow, or a purling ftream; 


Unfit for heroes, whom immortal lays, {praiſe. 


And lines like Virgil's, or like your's ſhould 


—— 
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1 To his Grace the Duke of Marlborough, 170 64 | 


© cu Rheni pacatur el Iftri 
* Omnts in hoc und varis diſcordia cefſit 


©" Vetaque patricto certant plebeia favors.” 
| CLAUD. de Laud. Siilic. 


5 Eſſe aliguam in terris gentem qua ſua impenſa, = 
| * fato labore ac periculo, bella gerat pro !iber- 


tale aliorum. Nec hoc finitimis, aut propin- 
© que viciuilatis huminibus, aut terris continent 
* zunetis praflet. Maria trajiciat : ne quod 


1 ubique Jus, fas, lex, potentiſima fint.” 
Liv. Hit. lth, 33. 


proclaim, | 
Proud in their number to enrol your name; 
While emperors to you commnt their cauſe, 
And Anna's praiſes crown the vaſt applauſe ; 
Accept, great leader, what the Muſe recites, 
That in ambitious verſe attempts your fights. 


| Fir'd and tranſported with a theme ſo new, 


Ten thouſand wonders op'ning to my view 


Shine forth at once; ſieges and ſtorms appear, 


And wars and conqueſts fill th' important year; 

Rivers of blood I ſee, and hills of flain, 

An Iliad riſing out of one campaign. 3 
The haughty Gaul beheld, withtow' ring pride, 

His ancient bounds enlarg'd on ev'ry fide 

Pyrene's lofty barriers were ſubdu'd, 3 

And in the midſt of his wide empire ſtood; 

Auſonia's ſtates, the victor to reſtrain, 

Oppos'd their Alps and Apennines in vain, 

Nor found themſelves, with ſtrength of rocks im- 


The riſing Danube its long race began, 

And half its courſe thro? the new conqueſts ran; 
Amaz'd, and anxious for her ſov' reign's fates, 
Germania trembled thro? a hundred ſtates; 
Great Leopold himſelf was ſeiz d with fear; 

He gaz d around, but faw no ſuccour near; 

He gaz'd, and half-abandon'd to deſpair 

His hopes on Heav'n, and confidence in pray'r, 


On her reſolves the weſtern world relies, 
Confiding ſtill, amidſt its dire alarms, 


Whom Nafſau's arms defend, and counſels guide. 


In, Anna's councils, and in Churchill's arms. 
| | Thrice 


3 af cate tied <bfY 


* Ordinibus ; letatur eques, plauditque ſenator, 


* toto orbe terrarum injuſtum imperium ſit, et 


Behind their everlaſting hills ſecur'd; {mur'd> 


To Britain's queen the nations turn their eyes; 


— — — 


vos - _ 
rr -r roi. 
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Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent, 
To ſit the guardian of the continent 
That {ces her braveſt ſon advanc'd to high, 
And flouriſhing ſo near her prince's eye; 
Thy fav'rites grow not up by fortune's ſport, 
Or from the crimes or follies of a court; 

On the firm baſis of deſert they riſe, „ 
From long-try'd faith, and friendſhip's holy tyes: 
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Boo If, 


Whilſt here the vine o'er hills of ruins climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimes, 
At length the fame of England's hero drew 


Eugenio to the glorious interview, 


| Great ſouls by inſtinct to each other turn, 


Demand alliance, and in friendſhip burn; 


IA ſudden friendſhip, while with ſtretcht- out rayy 


They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze, 


... Mare; © | 1 
Her orvaments in peace, her ſtrength in war; 
The nation thanks them with a public voice; 
By ſhow'rs of bleſſings Heav'n approves their 
Envy itſelf is dumb, in wonder loſt, [ choice; 
And factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud them moſt. 
Soon as ſoft vernal breezes warm the ſky, 
Pritannia's colours in the zephyrs fly; 
Her chief already has his march begun, 
Croſſing the provinces himſelf had won, 
Till the Moſelle, appearing from afar, 
Retards the progrets of the moving war. 
Delightful ſtream, had nature bid her fall 
La diſtant climes, far from the perjur'd Gaul; 
But now a purchaſe to the ſword the lies, 
Her harveſts for uncertain owners riſe, _ 
Each vincyard doubtful of its maſter grows, 
And to the victor's bowl each vintage flows. 
The diſcontented ſhades of ſlaughter'd hoſts 
That wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghoſts, 
Hop'd, when they ſaw Britannia's arms appear, 
The vengeance due to their great death was near. | 
Our godlike leader, ere the ſtream he paſt, 
The mighty ſcheme of all his labours cat. 
Forming the wondrous year within his thought; 
His boſom glow'd with battles yet unfought. 
The long laborious march he firſt ſurveys, 
And joins the diſtant Danube to the Maeſe; 
Between whoſe floods ſuch pathleſs foreſts grow, 
Such mountains riſe, ſo many rivers flow, 
The toll looks lovely in the hero's eyes, 
And danger ſerves but to enhance the prize. 
Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 
His dreadful courſe, and the proud foe purſues! 
Infected by the burning Scorpion's heat, 
The ſultry gales round his chaf'd templcs beat, 
Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 
Defenfive ſhadows, and refreſhing winds, _ 
Our Britiſh youth, with in-born freedom bold, 
VUnnumber'd ſcenes of ſervitude behold, | 
Nations of ſlaves, with tyranny debas d, 
(Their Maker's image more than half defac'd) 
Hourly inſtructed, as they urge their toil, 
To prize their Queen, and love their native foil. 
Still to the riſing ſun they take their way 
Thro? clouds of duſt, and gain upon the day. 
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft 
With cooling ſtreams revives the fainting hoſt, 
That cheerfully his labours paſt foryets, 
The midnight watches, and the noonday heats. 
O''er proftrate towns and palaces they paſs 
(Now cover'd o'er with woods, and hid in graſs) 
Breathing revenge; whilſt anger and diſdain 
Fire ev'ry breaſt, and boil in ev'ry vein. 


Their ſov'reign's well-diſtinguiſh'd ſmiles they 


Poliſh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field, 
Renown'd for conqueſt, and in council ſxill'd, 


Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood 


Of melting ſpirits, and fermenting blood; 
Lodg'd in the foul, with virtue over-ruPd, 
Inflam'd by reaſon, and by reaſon cool'd ; 
In hours of peace content to be unknown, 


And only in the field of battle ſhewn : 


To ſouls like theſe in mutual friendſhip join'd, 
Hcav'n dares intruſt the cauſe of humankind, 
Britannia's graceful ſons appear in a-ms, 


Her harraſs'd troops the hcro's preſence warms, 
| Whilſt the high hills and rivers all around 
| With thund'ring pcals of Britiſh ſhouts reſound: 
Doubling their ſpeed, they march with freſh 


delight, | 
Eager for glory, and require the fight. 


| | So the ſtaunch hound the trembling deer purſues, 


And ſmells his footſteps in the tainted dews, 
The tedious track unrav'ling by degrees; 
But when the ſcent comes warm in ev'ry breeze, 
Fir'd at the near approach, he ſhoots away 
On his full ſtretch, and bears upon his prey. 
The march concludes, the various realms are 
__ TY | 


Th':mmorral Schellenberg appears at laſt : 
| Like hills th'aſpiring ramparts riſe on high; = 


Like vallies at their feet the trenches lie; 
Battꝰries on batt*ries guard each fatal paſs, 
Threat'ning deſtruction ; rows of hollow braſs, 
Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep, 


| Whilſtin theirwombsten thouſand thunders ſleep. 


Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the glorious 
— 


His march o'erpaid by ſuch a promis'd fight. 


The weſtern ſun now ſhot a feeble ray, 
And faintly ſcatter'd the remains of day: 


| Ev'ning approach'd ; but oh! what hoſt of foes 
| Were ever to behold that cv'ning cloſe ! | 


Thick'ning their ranks, and wedg'd in firm array, 


The cloſe- compacted Britons win their way; 
In vain the cannon their throng'd war defac'd 


With tracks of death, and laid the battle waſte; 
Still preſſing forward to the fight, they broke 


Throꝰ flames of ſulphur and a night of ſmoke, 


Till ſlaughter'd legions fill'd the trench below, 
And bore their fierce avengers to the foe. 
High on the works the mingling hofts engage; 


The battle kindled into tenfold rage, 


With ſhow'rs of bullets, and with ſtorms of firs 

Burns in full fury ; heaps on heaps expire, 

Nations with nations mix'd confus'dly die, 

And loſt in one promiſc'ous carnage lie. 
How many gen'rous Britons meet their doom, 

Nerv: to the fel, and heroes in their bloom ! 


Here fhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far 
| Riſe up in hideous views, the guilt of war, 


Th'illuſtrious youths, that left their native ſhor# 
To march where Britons never raarch'd before 
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love of fame! O glorious heat, 
Peda to the brave and great!) | | 
\frer ſuch toils o'ercome, ſuch dangers paſt, | 
errerch'd on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laſt. | 
But hold, my Muſe, may no complaints appear, 
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear: 
While Marlb'roughlives, Britannia'sſtars diſpenſe 
A friendly light, and ſhine in innocence: 
Plunging thro? ſeas of blood his fiery ſteed _ 
Where'er his friends retire, or foes ſucceed ; _ 
Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden flight, 
And turns the various fortune of the fight. 
Forbcar, great man, renown'd in arms, forbear 
To brave the thickeſt terrors of the war. 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowtls of foes, | 


Ze, 


Britannia's ſafety, and the world's repoſe ; 
Let nations anxious for thy life abate | 
This ſcorn of danger, and contempt of fate: 
Thou liv'ſt not for thyſelf; thy Queen demands 
Conqueſt and peace from thy victorious hands 3 
Kingdoms and empires in th fortune join, 

And Europe's deſtiny depends on thine. 

At length the long-ditputed pals they gain, 
By crowded armies fortify'd in vain; 
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield, | 
And ſce their camp with Britiſh legions fill'd. 
80 Belgian mounds bear on their ſharter'd ſides 
The ſea's whole weight, increas'd with ſwelling 
But if the ruſhing wave a pallage finds, [ rides; 
Enrag'd by wat'ry moons, and warring winds, 
The trembling peaſant ſees his country round 
Cover'd with tempeſts, and in oceans drown'd» 

The few ſurviving foes diſperſe in flight 
(Refuſe of ſwords, and gleanings of a fight) 

In ev'ry ruſtling wind the victor hear, 

And Marlb'rough's form in ev'ry ſhadow fear, 
Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace 
Befriends the rout, and covers their diſgrace. 

To Donavert, with unreſiſted force, | 
The gay victorious army bends its courſe, 

The growth of mcadows, and the pride of fields, 
Whatever ſpoils Bavaria's ſummer yields 
(The Danube's great increaſe) Britannia ſhares 
The food of armies and ſupport of wars: 
With magazines of death, deſtructive balls, 
And cannon doom'd to batter Landau's walls, 
The victor finds each hidden cavern ſtor'd, 
And turns their fury on their guilty lord. 
Deluded Prince! how is thy greatneſs croſt, 
And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, _ 
That proudly ſet thee on a fancy'd throne, 
And made imaginary realms thy own! | 
hy traops, that now behind the Danube join, 
Shall ſhortly ſeek for ſhelter from the Rhine, 
Ir ind it there! ſurrounded with atarms, 
Thou hopꝰſt th'aſſiſtance of the Gallic arms; 
ac gallic arms in ſafety ſhall advance, 


. 


ze, 


Vhile, to exalt thy doom, th'aſpiring Gaul 
ares thy deſtruction, and adorns thy fall. 
 Vabounded courage and compaſſion join'd, 
emp'ring each other in the victor's mind, 
I:crnately proclaim him good and great, 
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With ſword and fire, and ravages the land 
A thouſand villages to aſhes turns, 


-1 


And crowd thyſtandards with the pow'r of France, 


303 
Long did he ſtrive th'obdurate foe to gain 
By proffer'd grace, but long he ſtrove in vain 3 
Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to ſpare 
His tiſing wrath, and gives a looſe to war. 

In vengeance rous'd, the ſoldier fills his hand 

» 

In crackling flames a thouſand harveſts burns. 
To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 
And mix'd with bellowing herds confus'dly bleat z 
Their trembling lords the common ſhade partake, 


And cries of infants ſound in ev'ry brake: 


| 


But now the trumpet, terrible from far, 


The liſt' ning ſoldier fixt in ſorrow ſtands, - 
Loth ro obey his leader's juſt commands; 
The leader grieves, by gen'rous pity ſway'd, 
To ſee his juſt commands fo well obey'd. 


In ſhriller clangors animates the war; 
Confed'rate drums in fuller concert bear, 


And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat: 
[Gallia's proud ſtandards to Bavaria's join'd, 


Unturl their gilded lilies in the wind; 
The daring prince his blaſted hopes renews, 


Aud, while the thick embattled hoſt he views, 


Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful length. 
His heart dilates, and glories in his ſtrengtbl. 
The fatal dav its mighty courte began, 
That the griev'd world had long detir'd in vain 
States that their new captivity bemoan'd, 
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd, 
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 
And pray'rs in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd, 
Europe's loud cries, that Providence aſſail'd, 
And Anna's ardent vows at length prevail'd; 
The day was come when Heav'n defign'd to ſhow 
His care and conduct of the world below. 
Behold in awful march and dread array 
The long extended ſquadrons ſhape their way! 
cath, in approaching terrible, imparts | 
An anxious horror to the braveſt hearts; 
| Yet do their heating breaſts demand the ſtrife, 
And thirſt of glory quells the love of life. 
No vulgar fears can Britiſh minds control : 
Heat of revenge and noble pride of ſoul 
O'erlook the foe, advantag'd by his poſt, 
L.eſſen his numbers, and contract his hoſt; 
Tho' fens and floods poſſeſs the middle ſpace, 
| That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to paſs $ 
Nor fens nor floods can ſtop Britannia's bands, 
| When her proud foe rang'd on their borders 
a a 
But O, my Muſe, what numbers wilt thou 
To fing the furious troops in battle join'd ! 
Methinks I hear the drums tumultuous ſound 
The victors ſhouts and dying groans confound; 
| The dreadful burſt of cannon rend the ſkies, 
And all the thunder of the battle rife. | 
Twas then great Marlb'rough's mighty ſoul 


was prov'd, 


That, in the ſhock of charging hoſts unmor'd, 


Amidſt confuſion, horror, and deſpair, 
Examin'd all the dreadful ſcenes of war : 
In peaceful thought the field of dzath ſurvey'd, 


Aud make the Hero and tha Man complete. 


| 
| To fainting ſquadrons ſent the time! v aid, 
— " Inſpir'd 
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Inſpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage, 
And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 
So when an angel by divine command 
With rifing tempeſts thakes a guilty land, 
Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſt, 
Calm and ſerene he drives the furious blaſt; 
And, pleas'd th Almighty's orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the ſtorm. 
But ſee the haughty houſhold- troops advance 
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France, 


The war's whole art each private ſoldier knows, 


And with a General's love of conqueſt glows; 
Proudly he marches on, and, void of fear, 
Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh ſpear: 

Vain inſolence! with native freedom brave, 


Contempt and fury fire their fouls by turns; 

Each nation's glory in each warrior burns; 

Fach fights, as in his arm th'unportant day 

And all the fate of his great monarch lay: 

A thouſand glorious actions, that might claim 

Triumphant laurels and immortal fame, 
Confus'd in crowds of glorious actions lie, 

And troops of heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. 

O Dormer, how can I behold thy fate, 

And not the wonders of thy youth relate! 
How can | ſce the gay the brave, the young, 

Fall in the cloud of war, and lie unſung ! 

In joys of conqueſt he reſigus his breath, 


And, fill'd with England's glory, ſmiles in death! 


The rout begins, the Gallic ſquadrons run, 
Compell'd in crowds to meet the fate they ſhun; 
Thouſands of fiery fteeds with wounds transfixt, 
Floating in gore, with their dead maſters mixt, 
2Midſt heaps of ſpears and ſtandards driven 
| —_ a EGG | 8 
Lie in the Danube's bloody whirlpools drown'd. 
Troops of bold youths, born on the diſtant Soane, 
Or ſounding borders of the rapid Rhone, 
Or where the Seine her flow'ry fields divides, 
Or where the Loire through winding vineyards 
8 „ | 

In heaps the rolling billows ſweep away, 
And into Scythian ſeas their bloatcd corps convey. 


From Blenheim's tow'rs the Gaul, with wild af- 


Bcholds the various havock of the fight; | fright, 
His waving banners, that ſo oft had ſtood 
' Planted in fields of death and ſtreams of blood, 
So wont the guarded enemy to reach, | 
And riie triumphant in the fatal breach, 
Or pierce the broken foe's remotelt lines, 
The hardy veteran with tears reſigus. 
Unfortunate Tallard ! Oh, who can name 
The pangs of rage, of ſorrow, and of thame, 
That with mixt tumult in thy boſom ſwell'd, 
When firſt thou ſaw'it thy braveſt troops repell'd, 
Thine only fon picrc'd with a deadly wound, 
Choak'd in his biood, —and galping on the 
| ound, 
Thyſelf in bondage by the victor kept 
The chief, the father, and the captive wept. 
An Englith Muſe 1s touch'd with gen'rous woe, 
And in th'unhappy man forgets the foe ! 
Greatly diſtreſt ! thy loud complaints forbear ; 
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war; 


{ 
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_ | Only the ſecond honours of the day. 


_ Memminghen's high domes, and Aug. 
The meaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt ſlave; 1 p 
| The 


The reſcu'd States his great protection claim; 


— 


O'er the wide continent his march extends; 
| If ſieges in his labouring thoughts are form'd, 


| That all the wide-extended plain commands; 
| Twice, fince the war was kindled, has it try'd 


As oft whole armies, with the prize o'erjoy'd, 
Have the long ſummer on its walls em ploy'd. 


[ 


{ Fixt on the glorious action, he forgets 


Z 


| No climes unlovely that contain a foe. 
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Give thy brave foes their due; nor bluſh to own 
The fatal field by ſuch great leaders won; 
The field whence fam'd Eugenio bore awa 
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With floods of gore that fromthevanquiſh'd fell 
The marſhes ſtagnate, and the rivers ſwell. 
Mountains of flain lic heap'd upon the ground, 
Or 'midſt the roarings of the Danube drown; 
Whole captive hoſts the conqueror detains 
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains; 
Ev'n thoſe who *ſcape the fetters and the ſword, 
Nor ſeek the fortunes of a happier lord, 
Their raging King diſhonours, to complete 
 Marlb'rough's great work, and finiſh the defeat. 
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Whilſt Ulme th'approach of her deliv'rer waits, 
And longs to open her obſequious gates. 

The hero's breaſt ſtill ſwells with great deſigus, 
In ev'ry thought the tow'ring genius ſhines: 
If to the foe his dreadful courſe he bends, 


Camps are aſſaulted, and an army ftorm'd; 
If to the fight his active ſoul is bent, 
The fate of Europe turns on its event. 
What diſtant land, what rogion can afford 
An action worthy his victorious ſword ? 
Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 
And make the ſeries of his toils complete? 
Where the ſwoln Rhine ruſhing with all its force 
Divides the hoſtile nations in its courſe, | 

| While each contracts its bounds, or wider growt, 
Enlarg'd or ſtraiten'd as the river flows, 
On Gaiha's fide a mighty bulwark ſtands, 


The victor's rage, and twice has chang'd its fide; 


Hither our mighty chief his arms directs ; 
Hence future triumphs from the war expects; 
And, tho? the dog- ſtar had its courſe begun, 

Carries his arms ſtill nearer to the ſun: 


The change of ſeaſons and increaſe of heats; 
No toils are painful that can danger ſhow, 


The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reftrain'd, 
Learns to incamp within his native land, 
But ſoon as the victorious hoſt he ſpies, 
From hill to hill, from ſtream to ſtream he flies: 


| 


| 


That bears the force of armies in his name. 


Such dire impreſſions in his heart remain 
Of Marlborough's ſword, and Hochſtet's fatal 
In vain Britannia's mighty chief beſers plain: 
Their ſhady coverts and obſcure retreats z 
They fly the conqueror's approaching fame, 


| 


Auſtria's young monarch, whoſe imperial {waJ 
Sceptres and thrones are deſtin'd to obey ; 
V hoſe boaſted anceſtry ſo high extends, 


That in the pagan gods his lincage ends, 
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Comes from afar, in gratitude, to own 

The great ſupporter of his father's throne : 

What tides of glory to his boſom ran, 

Claſp'd in th'embraces of the godlike man 

How were his eyes with pleaſing wonder fixt, 

To ſee ſuch fire with ſo much ſweetneſs mixt, 

duch eaſy greatneſs, ſuch a graceful port, 

So turn'd and finiſh'd for the camp or court! 
Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry grace, 

And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond place; 

Thus the great father of almighty Rome 

(Divinely fluſht with an immortal bloom 

That Cytherea's fragrant breath beſtow'd) 

In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd. 
The royal youth by Marlborough's preſence 

charm'd, | | 

Taught by his counſels, by his actions warm'd, 

On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 

Diſcharges all his thunder on its walls; 


And learns to conquer in the hero's ſight. 

The Britiſh chief, for mighty toils renown'd, 
Increas'd in titles, and with conqueſts crown'd, 
To Belgian coaſts his tedious march renews, 
And the long windings of the Rhine purſues, 
Clearing its borders from uſurping foes, 

And bleſt by reſcu'd nations as he goes. | 
Treves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms; 
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms: 
Seated on rocks her proud foundations ſhake, 
While Marlborough preſſes to the bold attack, 
Plants all his batteries, bids his cannon roar, 
And ſhews how Landau might have fall'n before. 
Scar'd at his near approach, great Louis fears 
Vengeance reſerv'd for his declining years; 
Forgets his thirſt of univerſal ſway, 

And fcarce can teach his ſubjects to obey ; 

His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
Th'ambitious projects for his race deſtroy d, 
The works of ages ſunk in one campaign, 
And lives of millions ſacrific'd in vain. 

Such are th'effefts of Anna's royal cares: 
By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars, 
Ranges thro? nations, whereſoe'er disjoin'd, 
Without the wonted aid of ſea and wind. 
By her ch'unfetter'd Iſter's ſtates are free, 
Ard taſte the ſweets of Engliſh liberty: 
But who can tell the joys of thoſe that lie 
Leneath the conſtant influence of her eye? 
Whilſt in diffuſive ſhowers her bounties fall, 
Like Heaven's indulgence, and deſcend on all, 
Sure the happy, ſuecour the diſtreſt, 

Make ge Wee glad, and a whole people 
eſt. | | 

Thus would I fain Britannia's wars rehearſe 

i the ſmooth records of a faithful verſc ; 

hat, if ſuch numbers can o'er time prevail, 
May tell poſterity the wond'rous tale, | 

hen actions, unadorn'd, are faint and weak, 

mes and countries muſt be taught to ſpeak ; 
0 may deſcend in tations from the ſkies, 
ad rirers from their oozy beds ariſe ; 
«on may deck the truth with ſpurious rays, 
d round the hero caſt a berrow's blaze, 


— 


hh. 


_ 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


O'er mines and caves of death provokes the fight, | 


* 


Marlb'rough's exploits appear divinely bright, 
And proudly ſhine in their own native light; 


| Rais'd of themſelves, their genuine charms they 


boaſt, N 9 5 
And thoſe who paint them trueſt praiſe them moſt. 


— 


| $ 34+ An Allegory 0 Man. PARNELT.. 


IA THOUGHTFUL being, long and ſpare, 


Our race of mortals call him Care 


| (Were Homer living, well he knew 


What name the gods have call'd him too); 


With fine mechanic genius wrought, 


And lov'd to work, tho' no one bought. 
This being, by a model bred 

In Jove's eternal fable head, 
Contriv'd a ſhape impower'd to breathe, 


And be the worldling here bencath. 


The man roſe ſtaring, like a ſtake, 
Wond'ring to ſee himſelf awake! 
Then look'd fo wiſe, before he knew 
The bus'neſs he was made to do; | 


That, pleas'd to ſee with what a grace 


He gravely ſhew'd his forward face, 
Jove talk'd of breeding him on high, 


| An under-ſomething of the ſky. 


But ere he gave the mighty nod, 


| Which ever binds a Poct's God 


(For which his curls ambroſial ſhake, 
And mother Earth's oblig'd to quake) 


| He ſaw old mother Earth ariſe; 


She ſtood confeſs'd before his eyes; 
But not with what we read ſhe wore, 
A caſtle for a crown before, 

Nor with long ſtreets and longer roads 


' Dangling behind her, like commodes ; 


As yet with wreaths alone ſhe dreſt, 


| And trail'd a landſ{kig-painted veſt. 


Then thrice the rais'd, as Ovid faid, 

And thrice ſhe bow'd her weighty head. 
Her honors made, Great Jove, ſhe cry'd, 

This thing was faſhion'd from my fide : 


| His hands, his heart, his head, are mine; 
| Then what haſt thou to call him thine ? 


Nay, rather aſk, the Monarch faid, 
What boots his hand, his heart, his head? 
Were what I gave remov'd away, 

Thy part's an idle ſhape of clay. 

Halves, more than halves ! cry*d honeſt Care 
Your pleas would make your titles fair ; 

You claim the body, you the ſoul 


But I who join'd them, claim the whole. 


Thus with the Gods debate began, 
On ſuch a trivial cauſe as Mag, 
And can celeſtial tempers rage ? 
Quoth Virgil, in a latter age, _ 

As thus they wrangled, Time came by 
{There's none that paint him ſuch as 1; 
For what the fabling ancients ſung . 
Makes Saturn old when Time was young); 
As yet his winters had not ſhed 20252 


| Their filver honors on his head; 


He juſt had got his pinions free 


From his 2 fire, Excrnity. 


A for» 


c 


1 
| 


The tail within che mouth, before; 
By which our almanacs are clear 


That learned Egypt meant the year. 


A ſtaſt he carry'd, where on high 


A glaſs was fix'd to meaſure by, 
A: amber boxes made a ſhow 


For hcads of canes an age ago. 


His veſt, for day and night, was py'd; 


A bending x fickle arm'd js ade; -- 


Known by the gods, as near he draws, 
They make him umpire of the cauſe, 

Ober a low trunk his arm he laid, 
Where fince his hours a dial made; 
Then. leaning, hcard the nice debate, 


Aud thus pronounc'd the words of Fate : 


Since body from the parent Earth, 
And foul from Jove receiv'd a birth, | 


Return they where they firſt began; 


But ſiace their union makes the man, 
Till Jove and Earth ſhall part theſe two, 
To Care who join'd them, man is due. 

He ſaid, and ſprung with ſwift career 
To trace a circle for the year; 2 
Where ever fince the Seaſons wheel, 
And tread on one another's heel. 

"Tis well, ſaid Jove; and for conſent, 


 Thund'ring, he ſhock the firmament. 


Our umpire Time ſhall have his way 

Wit Care I let the creature ftay : 

Loet bus'veſs vox him, av'rice blind, 

Let doubt and knowledge rack his mind, 

Let error act. opinion ſpeak, 

And want allliét, and ſickneſs break, 

And anger burn, dgjection chill, 

And joy diſtract, and ſorrow kill; | 

Till, arm'd by Care, and tauglit to mow, 

Time draws the long deſtructive blow; 

And waſted man, w hole quick decay 
Comes hurrying on before his day, 
Shall only find by this decree, 

The foul flies ſooner back to me. 


$ 35. The Book-IWorm. PARNELL. 
COME hither, boy, we'll hunt to-day; 


The Book-worm, rav'ning beaſt of prey, 


Produc'd by parent Earth, at odds, 
As fame reports it with the Gods. 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Againſt a thouſand authors lives : 
Thro” all the fields of wit he flies; . 
Dreadful his wit with cluſt'ring eyes, 
With horns without, and tuſks within, 
And ſcales to ferve him for. a {kin. 
Obſerve him nearly, leſt he climb 

To wound the Bards of ancient-time, 
Or down the vale of Fancy go, 

To tcar ſome modern wrerch below. 25 
On ev'ry corner fix thine eye, 

Or ten to one he flips*thee by. 
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A ſerpent girdled round he wore, | 


See where his teeth a paſſage eat: 

We'll route him from the deep 5 retreat. 
But who the ſhelter's forc'd to give? i 
'Tis ſacred Virgil, as J live! | 


| From leaf to leaf, from ſong to ſong, 


He draws the tadpole form along; 


| He mounts the == edge before; 


He's up, he ſcuds the cover oer; 
He turns, he doubles, there he paſt; 


| = And here we have him, caught at laſt, 
And ſpring”s new months his train adorn! ws 
The other Seaſons were unborn. | 


Inſatiate brute! whoſe teeth abuſe = 


1 The ſweeteſt ſervants of the Muſe. 


(Nay, never offer to deny, 


I took thee in the fact to fly.) 


His roſes nipt in ev'ry page, 
My poor Anacreon mourns thy rage; 


| By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 


By thce my Leſbia's ſparrow dies; 
Thy,rabid teeth have half deftryy 4 
The work of love in Biddy F hd; | 
They rend Belinda's locks aw . 

ay. 


And ſpoil'd the Blouzclind of 


For all, for ev'ry fingle deed, 
Relentleſs Juſtice bids thee bleed. 
Then fall a victim to the Nine, 


| Myſelf the prieſt, my deſk the ſhrine. . 


Bring Homer, Virgil, Taſſo near, 


. pile a ſacred altar here. 
Hold, boy, thy hand out-runs thy wit, 


You reach'd the plays that Dennis writ 5 
Lou reach'd me Philips” ruſtic ſtrain 
Pray take your mortal bards again. 
Come, bind the victim, 


This venerable duſt J lay, 
From manuſcripts juſt ſwept aw ay. 
The goblet in my hand I take 
(For the libation's yet to make) 
A health to poets! all their days 
May they have bread, as well as praiſe; - 
Senſe may they ſeek, and leſs engage 
| In papers fil d with. party-rage. 
But if their riches ſpoil their vein, 
Ve Mules, make them poor again! 


With which my tuneful pens are made. 
I ſtrike the ſcales that arm thee round, 


And twice and thrice I print the wound; 1 
. | The ſacred altar floats with red, 


And now he dies, and now he's dead. 
How like the ſon of Jove I ſtand, 


| This I. dra ſtretch'd beneath my hand! . 


Lay bare the monſter's entrails here, | 

To ſre-whar dangers threat the year: 

e Gods! what ſonnets on a wench ! 

What lean tranſlations out of French? 

Tis plain, this lobe is ſo unſound, 

S prints befgre the months go round, 
But hold, before I clöſe the ſcene, 

The ſacred altar ſhould be clean: 

Oh had'T Shadwells ſecond bays, 


. þ Or, Tate, thy pert and humble lays i 


(Ye pair, forg give me, when I vow 


ner l mils'd- your works till now) 
We 
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there he lies 
| And here between his num'rous .. 


Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 
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74 tear the leaves to wipe the ſhrine 

(That only way you pleaſe the Nine); 

But ſince I chance to want theſe two, 

T1 make the ſongs of Durfey do. 
Rent from the corps, on yonder pin, 

T hang the ſcales that brac'd it in; 

1 hang my ſtudious morning gown, 

Aud write my own inſcription down. 
This trophy from the Python won, 

This robe in which the deed was done, 

« Theſe, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 

Hung on theſe ſhelves, the Muſes” ſeat. 

Here ignorance and hunger found 

Large realms of wit to ravage round: 

Here ignorance and hunger fell: 

Two foes in one I ſent to hell. 

Ve poets, who my labours ſee, 

Come ſhare the triumph all with me! 

© Ye Critics! born to vex the Muſe, 

© Go mourn the grand ally you loſe.” 


CC  ——— 2 — — — 


Whom ſtone and braſs obey, 
Who giv'ſt to ev'ry flying hour 
To work ſome new decay; 
Unheard, unheeded, and unſeen, 
Thy ſecret ſaps prevail, 
And ruin man, a nice machine, 
By nature form'd to fail. 


My change arrives; the change I meet, 


Before I thought it nigh. 
My ſpring, my years of pleaſure fleet, 
And all their beauties die. 
In age I ſearch, and only find 
A poor unfruitful gain, 
Grave Wiſdom ſtalking flow behind, 
Oppreſs'd with loads of pain. 
My ignorance could once beguile, 
And fancy'd joys inſpire; 
My errors cheriſh'd Hope to ſmils 
On newly-born defire. | 
But now experience ſhews the bliſs 
For which I fondly ſought, | 
Not worth the long impatient wiſh, - 
And ardour of the thought. 
My youth met Fortune fair array'd, 
In all her pomp ſhe ſhone, 
And might perhaps have well eſſay'd, 
To make her gifts my oẽ i; 
But when I ſaw the bleſſings ſhow'r 
On ſome unworthy mind, _ 
Tleft the chace, and own'd the Pow'r 
Was juſtly painted blind. | 
I paſo q the glories which adorn 
The ſplendid courts of kings, 
And while the perſons mov'd my ſcorn, 
I roſeto ſcorn the things. 8 85 


Poems of the latter. 


9 36. At Imitation of ſome French Verſes. 
rr PARNELL, 
ELENTLESS Time! deſtroying pow'r, 


D 


i 


* . 
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My manhood felt a vig'rous fire, e 
By love increas'd the more; 


| Bur years with coming years conſpire 


To break the chains I wore. 


| In weakneſs ſafe, the ſex I fee 


With idle luſtre ſhine ; 
For what are all their joys to me, 
Which cannot now be mine? 
But hold! feel my gout decreaſe, 
My troubles laid to reſt, | 


And truths which would diſturb my peace 


Are painful truths at beſt. 
Vainly the time I have to roll 
n fad reflection flies; 


Ve fondling paſſions of my ſoul! 


Ye ſweet deceits! ariſc. 


4 I wiſely change the ſcene within, 


To things*thar us'd to pleaſe; 


In pain, philoſophy is fpleen ; 


In health, tis only caſe. 


8 37+ Ar Eſſay on Poetry. A BUCKINGRHAM?, 


- O all thoſe arts in which the wiſe excel, 


Nature's chief maſter- piece is writing well: 


No writing lifts exalted man ſo high 

| As ſacred and ſoul- moving Poely : 

No kind of work requires ſo nice a touch; 
And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much. 


But Heav'n forbid we ſhould be fo profane, 
To grace the vulzar with that noble name. 
Tis not a flaſh of- fancy, which, ſometimes 


| Dazzling our minds, ſer off the ſlighteſt rhymes : 
| Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done: | 


True wit is everlaſting, like the ſun, 


| | Which, though ſometimes behind a cloud retir'd, _ 


Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
Number and rhyme, and that harmonious ſound, 
Which not the niceſt ear with harſhneſs wound 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar arts; - _ 
And all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 
Contribute to the ſtructure of the whole, 
Without a genius too; for that's the ſoul: 

A ſpirit which inſpires the work throughour, 
As that of nature moves the world about; 
A flame that glows amid conceptions fit: 
Ev'n ſomething of divine, and more than wit; 
Itſelf unſcen, yet all things by it ſhown, * 
Deſcribing all men, but deſcribed by none. 
Where doſt thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 


I Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty thing contain! 


When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abſence . 
— | X 1 
Oh! where doſt thou retire? and why doſt thou 
return, [away 
Sometimes with powerful charms to hurry me 
From pleaſures of the night and bus'nefs of the 
Ev'n now, too far tranſported, I am fain diy? 


| | To check thy courſe and uſe the needful rein, 


The © Eſſay on Satire,” which was written by this noble author and Mr. Dryden, is printed among the 
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And judgment has a boundleſs influencg 
Not only in the choice of words, or ſenſe, 


Fancy is but the featlier of the pen 


And the whole art of poetry, rehearſe; 
But h that taſk would after Horace do? 
The beft of matters, and examples too 
. Echoes at beſt, all we can ſoy is vain; 
Dull the deſign, and fruitleſs were the pain. 


Fit hold, the fool ſhall have no cauſe to fear z 
is wit and ſenſe that is the ſubject here: 
Defects of witty men deferve a eure; 


Many a blemith that eſcapes our eyes, 
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So, without judgment, fancy is but inad; 


Hut on the world, on manners, and on men: 


Lealon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, [heart. 


Which gains the head, while t'other wins the 


Here 1 ſhall all the various forts of verſe, 


Tis true, the ancients we may rob with cafe ! 
But who with that mcan thift himſelf can plzaſe, 
Without an actor's pride? A player's art 

Is above his who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern laws are made for latter faults, 


And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts; 
What need has Satire then to live on theft, 


When to much freſh occaſion fill is left? 
Fertile our fail, and full of rankeit weeds, 
And monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds. 


And thote who arc fo, will ev'n this endure. 
Firſt then, of ſongs, which now ſo much abound; 
Without his fong no fop is to he found; 

A moſt offenfive weapon, which he draws 


On all he mects againſt Apolio's laws. 


Tho” nothing ſeems more caſy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art; 
For as in rows of richeſt pearl there lics 


The leaft of which defects is plainly flown 


In one {mall ring, and brings the value down. 
So ſongs ſhould be to juſt perfection wrought; * 
Let where can one be ſeen without a fault? | 
Exact propricty of words and thought; 
_Expretlion eaſy, and the fancy high ; 


Vet that not ſcem to creep, nor this to fly; 


No words tranſpos'd; but in ſuch order all, 


As wrought with care, yet ſeem by chance to fall. 


_ Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt untir, 


Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit; 


Such nauſeous ſongs by a late author + made, 


Call an unwilling cenſure on his ſhade, 
Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting joy 
Can thock the ehaſteſt, or the niceſt cloy : 
But words obſcene, too groſs to move defire, 
Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire. 

On other themes he well delerves our praiſe ; 
But palls that appetite he meant to raile. 

Next, Elegy, of ſweet, but folemn voice, 

And of a ſubject grave, exacts the choice; 
The praife of beauty, valour, wit contains; 
And there too oft deſpairing love complains : 


Is vain, alas! for who by wit is mov'd ? 


That Phcenix-ſhe deſerves to be beloy'd ; 
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As all is dulneſs when the fancy's bad, 5 
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But noiſy nonſenſe, and ſuch: fops as vex 


| Mankind, take moſt with that tantaſtic ſex, 


This to the praiſe of tlioſe who better Knew; 


| The many raiſe the value of the few. 
| But herc (as ail our ſex too oft have try'd) - 
Women have drawn my wand'ring thoughts aſide, 


Their greateſt ſault, who in this kind have wry, 
Is not defect in words, or want of wit; 


| But ſhould this Muſe harmonious numbers yield, 


And ev'ry couplet be with fancy fill'd; 
If yet a juſt coherence be not made 


| | Between each thought ; aud the whole model 


laid - | 


80 right, that every line might higher riſc, 


Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ſkics, 
Such trifles may perhaps of late have paſt, 
And may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt ; 

'Tis epigram, 'tis point; 'tis what vou will, 
But not an elegy, nor writ with ſkill, _ 


No Panegyric, nor a + Cooper's Hill. 


A higher flight, and of a happier force, 
Are Odes : the Muftes moſt unruly horſe, 


That bounds ſo fierce, the rider has no reſt, 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſeſt. 
| The poet here muſt be indeed inſpir'd 


With fury too, as welk as fancy fir'd. 
Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this part, 
Had he with nature join'd the rules of art; 
But ſometimes diction mean, or verſe ill- wrought, 


| Deadens or clouds his noble frame of thought. 


Though all appear in heat and fury done, - 


| The language ftill muſt ſoft and eafy run. 
| Theſe laws may ſound a little too ſevere; 
But judgment yields, and _ governs here; 


Which, though extravagant, this Muſe allows, 


And makes the work much eaſier than it ſhows. 


Of all the ways that wiſeſt men eould find 
To mend the ave, and mortify mankind, 
Satire well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 
And cures, becauſe the remedy is lov'd. 
'Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſubject more, 


_ | Without repeating things ſaid oft before: 
Some vulgar errors only we'll remove, 


That ſtain a beauty which we ſo much love. 
Of choſen words ſome take not care enough, 
And think they ſhould be as the ſubject, rougi; 


This poem mutt be more exactly made, 
| And ſharpeſt thoughts in ſmootheſt words con- 


ved. 3 
Some al if arp enough; they cannot fail, 
As if their only bus'ncſs was to rail: | 
But human frailty niccly to unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a tatyr from a ſcold. 


Rage you muſt hide, and prejudice lay down; 


A fatyr's ſmile is ſharper than his frown ; 

So while you ſeem to flight ſome rival youth, 
Malice itſelf may paſs tometimes for truth. 
The Laureat here may juftly claim our praiſe, 
Crown'd by Mac Flecknoe'|with immortal bays; 


Vet once his Pegaſus $ has borne dead weight, 


Rid by ſome lumpiſh miniſter of ſtate, 


+The Far! cf Rocheſter. — It may be obſerved, however, that many of the worſt ſongs aſcribed to thi 


nobleman were ſpurious, 


* Waller's. + Denbam's. f Mr. Dryden. || A famons ſatitical Poem of h- 
$ A pocm call'd The Hind and Panther. | 
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Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend thy cares awhile, 
A more important taſk attends thy toil, 
As ſome young eagle that deſigns to fly 
A long unwonted journey thiouyh the ſky, 
Weighs all the dangerous enterprize before, 
Oer what wide lands and ſeas the is to foar; 
Doubts her own ſtrength fo far, and juſtly fears 
The lofty road of airy travellers; . 
But yet, incited by ſome bold — 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, 
pruncs ev'ry feather, views herſelf with care, 
At laſt, reſolv'd, the cleaves the yielding air; 
Away ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, fo high, fo faſt, 
She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt; _ 
So (tho? too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper note to yo. | 
And why ſhould truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold? 
On then, my Muſe, advent'rouſly engage 
To give inſtructions that concern the Stage. 
The unities of action, time, and place, 
Which, if obſerv'd, give plays fo great a grace, 
Are, tho? but little practis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the preſent age, 
Leſs obvious errors of the Engliſh ſtage. 
Firſt then, Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in paſſion too. 
Our lovers talking to themielves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant; 
Nor is the matter mended yet if thus 
They truſt a friend, only to tell it us; 
Th'occafion ſhould as naturally fall, 
As when Bellario+ confellcs all. 8 
Figures of ſpeech, that poets chink ſo ſine 
(Art's needlefs varniſt to make nature ſhine) 
All are but paint upon a beauteous face, | 
And in deſcriptions only claim a place : 
But, to make rage declaim, and grief diſcourſe, 
From lovers in deſpair fine things to force, 
Muſt needs fucceed; for who can chuſe but pity | 
A dying hero miſerahly witty? _ OT 
But oh | the Dialogues, where jeſt and mock 
I; held up like a reſt at ſhittle-cock ; _ 8 
Or elſe, like bells, eternall they chime; 
They ſigh in Simile, and dye in Rhyme. 
things are tlieſe who would be poets 
| thought, „„ 1 5 RN 
By nature not inſpir'd, nor learning taught? 
Some wit they have, and therefore may deferve 
A better courſe than this by which they ſtarve: 
But to write plays! why, tis a bold pretence 
As judgment, breeding, wit, and cloquence : 
ay, morc ; for they muſt look within, to find 
hole ſecret turns of nature in the mind: 
ithout this part, in vain would be the whole, 
And but a body all, without a ſoul. : 
All this united yet, but makes a part 
- lalogue, that great and pow'rful art, 
aw almott loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 
rom whom the Romans fainter capics drew, i 


Scarce camprehended ſince but by a few. 
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Plato and Lucian are the beſt remains | 
Of all the wonders which this art contains ; 
Yet to ourſelves we juſtice muſt allow, 


| Shakeſpcare and Fletcher are the wonders now : 


Con ſider then, and read them o'er and o'er, - 
Go ſec them play'd ; then read them as before; 
For tho” in many things they groſsly fail, 
Over our patlions ſtill they fo prevail, 


That our own grief by theirs is rock'd aſleep; 
| The dull are forc'd to feel, the wiſe to weep, 


Their beauties imitate, avoid. their faults ; 
Firſt on a plot employ thy careful tiioughts; 


This oft, alone, has given ſuccels tu plays. 
Reject that vulgar error (which appears 
So fair) of making perfect characters; 


There's no ſuch thing in nature, and yon cr 


” l A faultleſs monſter — which ti: World now 


ſaw. | 
Some faults muſt be, that his misfortu nes {row ; 
But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 
Beſides the main defign, compos'd with art, 


| Each moving ſcene muſt be a plot apart; 


Contrive each little turn, mar cv'ry place, 
As painters firft chalk out the future face: 
Yet be not fondly your own ſlave for this, 


| But change hercafter what appears amiſs. | place, 


Think not fo much where ſhining thoughts to 
As what a man would ſay in ſuch a cafe : 


Neither in comedy will this ſuffice ; 


The player too muſt be before your eyes; 
And tho” 'tis drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 


| To him you muſt your ſecret meaning ſhow 


Expoſe no ſingle fop, but lay the load 
More cqually, and ſpread the folly broad; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious; oft we ſce 
A fool derided by as bad as he: | 
Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way, 
A very owl may prove a bird of prev. 

Small poets thus will one poor fop devour, 
But to collect, like bees, from ev'ry flow'r 
Ingredients to compole that precious juice, 


| Which ſerves the world for pleaſure and for uſe; 
| In ſpite of faction this would favour get; 

| But Falſtaft* ſtands inimitable yet. . 
Another fault, which often may befal, } | 


Is, when the wit of ſome great poet ſhall 

So overflow; that is, be none at all — 

That ev'n his fools ſpeak ſenſe, as if poſſ ſt, 

Ani each by inſpiration breaks his jeſt. 

If once the juſtneſs of each part be loſt, 

Well may we laugh, but at the poct's coft. 

Thar filly thing men call ſhcer-wit, avoid, 

With which our rage ſo nauſeoully is clov'd: 

Humour is all; wit ſhould be only brought 

To turn agreeably ſome proper thought. 
But fince the poets we of late have known, 

Shine in no dreſs ſo much as in their own, 

The better by example to convince, 

Caſt but a view on this wrong fide o ſe . 
Firſt a —_ is calmly made, on 

Where ev'ry reaſon is exactly weig'1'd ; 


+ In Philaſter, a play, of Beaumont and Fletcher. 


* The matchleſs character of Shakeſpeare. 
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And vet bequeaths her, generouſly now, 


Of men, or rather. is a two-legg'd beaſt, 

So theſe gig antic fouls, amaz*d, we fad 

As much above the. reſt of human kind ! = | 
Nature's whole ſtrength united! endleſs fame, 


For her ſweet fake, whom at firſt ſight he loves, 
And ail in metaphor his patbon proves: 

But ſome tad accident, tho' yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the ſwain alone ; 


Ile ſtrait grows jealous, tho' we know not why; 


Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die: 


But firſt. he makes a ſpeech, wherein he tells 


The abſent nymph how much his flame exccls ;* 


To that lov'd rival whom he does not know !- 
no ſtrait appears; but who, can fate withſtand? 


Too late, alas ! to hold his haſty hand, 


That juſt has given himſelf the cruel firoke ! 
At which his very rival's heart is broke: 

He, more to his new friend than miſtreſs kind, 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind ! 


Oft ſuch a death prefers the pleaſing charms. 


To love, and living in a lady's arms. 


_ ©: theſe | 
And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe; 5 


Conclude us only partial to the dead, 
And g:udge the fign of old Ben Joaton” 8 Hcad; 


When the intrinſic value of the ſtage 


Can ſcarce be judg'd but by a following age: 
For dances, flutes, Italian ſongs. and rhyme, 
May keep up ſinking nonſenſe for a time; 


Rut that muſt fail, which now ſo much ofer-rules, 
And ſenſe no longer will ſubmit to fools. 

By painful ſteps at laſt we labour up 
Parnaitus' hill, on whoſe bright airy top 
The Epic poets ſo divinely ſnow, 
And with juſt pride behold the reſt below. 
Heroic po-ms have a juſt pr-tence 
To be the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſenſe ; 


A work of ſuch ineſtimable worth, 


There are but two the world has yet brought 
| forth 5 
Homer and Virgil! wich what ſacred awe 

Do theſe mere ſounds the world's attention draw 2 
Juſt as the changeling ſeems below the reſt , 


And univerſal ſhouts attend their name! | 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 


For all hooks elle appear fo mtan fo poor, 
| Verſe will ſcem proſe ; 


but ſtill perfil to read, 
And Homer will be all the books you need; 
Had Boſſu never writ, the world had till, 

Like 2 view'd this wondrous piece of 


As ſomething of divine the work admir'd ; 


Not hop'd to be inſtructed, but infpir'd : 


But he, diſcloſing ſacred my ſteries, 


Has ſhewn where all the mighty magic lies; 
Deſcrib'd the ſceds, and in what order ſow n, 


That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. 

Sure, from ſome angel he the ſecret knew, 

Who thought this labyrinth has lent the clue. 
But what, alas ! avails it. poor mankind, 


To ſee this promis'd land, yet ſtay behind! J 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


Which once perform d, moſt opportuncly comes | 
Some hero irighted at the noiſe of drums; 


What ſhameful and what monſtrous things are 


_ tlemen of eſtates. 


Boox II. 
The way is ſhewn, but who has ftrength to Yo? 


Who can all ſciences profoundly know ?. 


Whoſe fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's fight, 


And yet has judgment to direct it right? 


Whoſe juſt diſcernment, Virgil-like, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay too little or too much? 


Let ſuch a man begin without delay; 
But he muſt do beyond what I can 3 ; 


| Muſt above Taſlo's lofty flights prevail, 


| Succeed where Rs and ev'n Milton fail, 


| 1 The Chace. | SOMERVILLE. : 


BOOK I. 


2 THE ARGUMENT. | 
7 The ie ſubjuf propoſed. Addreſs to lis Royal H/ 


neſs the Prince. The origin of hunting. Tie 
rude and unpliftked manner of the firſt hunters, 
Beaſts at firſt hunted for food and ſacrifice. 
The grant made by God to man of the beafts, 
Sc. The regular manner of hunting fir ft broug ki 
into this ifland by the Normans. The beſt hyunds 
and beft horſes bred here. The advantage of 
this exerciſe to us as iſlanders. Adareſs io gen- 
Situation of the kennel, and 
its ſeveral courts. The d:werſion and employ- 
ment of hounds inthe kennel. The different forts 
of hounds for each different chace. Deſcription 
of a perfect hound. Of ſixing and ſorting of 
fiounds ; the middle ſiæcd h und recommendsd, 


Of the large deep-mouthed hound for hunting the 


flag and otter. Of the lime hound; their ule 
on the lo ders of Eng land and Scotland. A phy- 

Acc al account of ſcents. Of good and bad ſeent- 
ing days. A ort admonition to my brethren of 
the couples. be 


| T HE Chace I fing, hounds and a various 


breed, 


And no leſs various uſe. O thou great Prince ! 


| Whom Cambria's tow” ring hills proclaim their 


lord, 


ö Deign has to hear my | bold inſtructive ſong. 
| While grateful citizens with pompous ſhew, 
| Rear the triumphal arch, rich with th'exploits 
Of thy illuſtrious houſe ; while virgins pave _ 
Thy way with flow'rs, and as the Royal Youth 
| Paſſing they view, admire, and ſigh in vain; 
| While crowded theatres, too fond] y proud 


Of their exotic minſtrels and ſhrill pipes, 


The price of manhood, hail thce with a ſong, 


Andairs ſoft-warbling, my hoarſe-ſounding horn 
Invites thee to the Chace, the ſport of kings; 
Image of war without its guilt. The Muſe 
Aloft on wing ſhall foar, conduct with care 
Thy foaming courſer o'er the ſteepy rock, 

Or an the river bank receive thee ſafe, - 

Light bounding o'er the wave from ſhoreto ſhore. 


| Be thou our great protector, gracious Youth 3 


And if, in future times, ſome envious prince, 
Careleſs of r icht and guileful, ſhould invade * 
Thy Britam's commerce, or ſhould ſtrive in vain 


To vreſt the balance from thy equal hand, 


Th , un in cheerful green array'd 
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(A band undaunted and inur'd to toils) 
6!:2!l compaſs thee around, die at thy fect, 
Or hew thy paſſage thro? ti einbattled foe, 
And clear thy way to fame: jafpir'd by thee, 
The nobler Chace of glory ſhall purſue death. 
Thro' fire, and tinoke, and blood, and helds of 
Nature, in her productions flow, aſpires 
By juſt degrees to reach perfection? height: 
Sg mimic. Art works leiſurely, till Time 
Improve the piece, or wif: Experience give 
The proper finiſhing, When Nimrod bold, 
That mighty hunter ! firſt made war on bc alls, 
And ftain'd the woodland green with purple dye, 
New and unpoliſh'd was the huntſman's art; 
No ſtated rule; his wanton will his guide. 
With clubs and ſtones, rude implements of war! 
He arm'd his favage bands, a multitude 
Untrain'd; of twiniay oſiers form'd, they pitch 
Their a eſs toils, then range the deſart hills, 
And ſcour rhe plains below : the trembling herd | 
Start at th*unuſual found, and clam'rous ſhout 
Unheard before; ſurpriz'd, alas! to find 
Man now their foe, whom erſt they deem'd their 
lord, 
But mild and gentle, and by whom as vet -_ 
Secure they graz d. Death ſtrerches o'er the plain 
Wide w aſting, and grum Slanghter red with blood; 
Urg'd on by hunger keen, they wound, they kill; 
Their rage liccatious knows no bound : at laſt, 
Incumber'd with their ſpoils, joyful they bear 
Upon their ſhoulders broad the biceding prey. 
Part on their altars ſmokes, a ſacrifice 
Tothatall-gracious Pow'r whole bounteous hand 
Supports his wide creation; what remains, 
Oa living coals they broil, inelegant 
Of talte, nor ſxill'd as yet in nicer arts 
Of pamper'd luxury. Devotion pure, 
And ſtrong neceflity, thus firft began 
The Chace of beaſts; tho? bloody was the deed,: 
Yet without guilt ; for the green herb alone 
Cncqual to faltain man's lab ring race, 
Now ev'cy moving thing that liv'd on earth 
Was granted him for food *. $0 juſt is Hcav'n, | 
To give us in proportion to our wants. 
Or chance or induſtry in after-times 
Some few 1 improvements made, but ſhort as yet 
Of due perfection. In this iſle remote 
Our painted anceſtors were flow to learn; 
To arms devote, in the politer arts 
Nor {kill'd nor ſtudious; till. from Neuſtria's cache! 
Victorious - William to more decent rules 
Subdu'd our Saxon fathers; taught to ſpeak . 
The proper dialect, with hora and voice 
Tocheer the buſy hound, whole well-known cry 
ls {ning peers approve with joint acclaim, 
From him ſueceſſive huntſmen learn'd to join 
n bloody ſocial leagues the multitude 
ilpers'd, to ſize, to fort their various tribes; 
0 rear, feed, hunt, and diſcipline the pack. 
Hail ; happy Britain! higlily favour'd Ille, | 
nd Heay? n's peculiar care] to thee 'tis giv'n 
o trainthe ſprightly ſteed, more fleet than thoſe 
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- | Is bred the p 


| 


| But breathing death. 
| Of brazen-fifted time, and ſlo diſcaſe 


| On either hand wide op'n . 
| Theſun's all-ca-ering beams „When miid he ſhines, 


| 


That bore the great Pelides thro? the prefs | 
Or neryes arm'd, and broke their crouded ranks; 
Which proudly neighing, with the ſun begins 


] Cheerful his courſe, and ere his beams cClias, i 


Has meaſur”.! half thy ſurface vutatigu'd. 

In thee alone, fair land of Liberty 5 

rlect bound, in feent and ſpeed 
As vet anriva: I'd, while in other climes 


Their virtue fails, a weak degen'rate race. 


la vain malignant teams ar * winter fogs 


The huntſman, cver gay, robuſt, and bold, 


| Deties the noxious vapour, and confides 


In this delightful exerciſe, to raiſc 
His drooping head, and cheer his heart with joy. 
Yevig'rous Youths! by ſmiling fortune oled 


[With large demeſnes, hereditary wealth, 


Heap'd copious by your wiſe forefathers care, 
Hear and attend! while I the means reveal. 
Teenjoy hoſe pleaſures, for the weak too tirong, 
Too coſtly for the poor: to rein the ſteed 


| Swift ſtretching o'er the plain, to cheer the pack 


Op'ning in concerts of harinonious joy, 


Creeping thro' ev'ry vein and nerve untrung, 

Alllict my ſhatter'd frame, undaunted ſtill, 
| Fix'd as a mountain-ath, that braves the bolts 
Of angry Jove, tho' blaſted yet unfall'n; 


Still can my foul in Fancv's mirror view 


Deeds glorious once, recal the joyous {ſcene 

In all its ſplendors deck'd, o'er the fuil bowl 
Recount my triumphss paſt, urge others on 
With hand and voice, and point the winding way; 
Pleas'd with that ſocial ſivect Carruhtv, 


| The poor Mibantted vet'ran's [Sic de ht. 


Firit let the Kennel be the huutſman's care, 


Upon ſome little eminence erect, 


And fronting to the rudd : dau n ; its courts 
E to receive 


And gilds che mount: tin tops: for much tu: pack 
(Rous'dfrom their dark l cves)d¹ꝗht to ſtretch, 
And batk in his invigorating ray. 

War n'd by the ſtreaming light and merry lark, q 
Forth ruſh the jolly clan; with tuneful throats 


| They carol loud, and in grand chorus join'd 
| Salute the new- bora day : for not alone | 

| | The vegetable world, but men and brutes 
Own his reviving influence, a and joy 


At his approach. Fountain of Light! if chance. 
Some cnvious cloud veil thy ref; Uge: it brow,. 


In vain the Muſe's aid; untouch'd, unſtrulig, 


Lies my mute harp, and thy delponding dard | 
Sits darkly muſing o'er th'unfiniſh'd lay. | 
Let no Corinthian pillars prop the dome, 


A vain expence on charitable deeds. 


Better diſpos'd, to clothe the tatter'd wretch _ 
Who fhrinks beneath the blaſt ; to feed the poor 
Pinch'd with afflictive want. For ule, not ſtate, 
Gracefully plain, let each apartment rife. 
O'cr all let clcanlinefs preſide, no ſcraps 


by winds, or the celeſtial breed 


* Gen, chap. ix. ver. 2. 
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| Beſtrew the pavement, and no half. pick d bones 


Load the dull air, and hover round our coals; 
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To kindle fierce debate, or to diſguſt 
That nicer ſenſe on which the ſportſman's hope 
And all its future triumphs mult depend. 
Soon as the growling pack with eager joy 
Have lapp'd their finoking viands, morn or eve, 
From the full ciſtern lead the ductile ſtreams, 
Towaſh thy court well-pav'd, nor ſpare thypains; 
For much to health will cleanlineſs avail. 
Seek ſt thou for hounds to climb the rocky ſteep, 
And bruſh th'entangled covert, whoſe nice ſcent 

Der greafy fallows and frequented roads 

Can pick the dubious way? Baniſh far off 
Each noiſome ſtench, let no offenfive ſmell _ 

Invade thy wide incloſure, but admit 

The nitrous air and purifying breeze. 
Water aad ſhade no leſs demand thy care. 

In a large ſquare th'adjacent field incloſe ; 

There plant in equal ranks the ſpreading elm 

Or fragrant lime; moſt happy thy deſign, 

If at the bottom of thy ſpacious court 

A large canal, fed by the chryſtal brook, 

From its tranſparent boſom ſhall reflect 

Thy downward ſtructure and inverted grove. 

Here when the ſun's too potent gleams annoy 

The crowded kennel and the drooping pack, 

Reſtleſs and faint, loll their unmoiſten'd tongues, 

And drop their feeble tails to cooler ſhades, 

Lead forth the panting tribe; ſoon ſhalt thou find 

The cordial breeze their fainting hearts revive : 

Tumultuous foon they plunge iuto the ſtream, 

There lave their reeking ſides; with greedy joy 

_ Gulp down the flying wave; this way and that 

Fromfhore to ſhorethey ſwim, while clamour loud, 

And wild uproar torments the troubled flood: 

Then on the ſunny bank they roll and ftretch 
Their dripping limbs, or elte in wanton rings 

. Courting around, purſuing and purſu'd, 

The merry multitude diſporting play. _ 
But here with watchful and obſervant eye 
Attend their frolics, which too often end 
In bloody broils and death. High o'er thy head 

Wave thy reſounding whip, and with a voice 

Fierce menacing, o'er- rulè the ſtern debate, 

And quench their kindling rage; for oft in ſport 
Begun combat enſues; growling they ſnarl, 
Then on their haunches rear'd, rampant they ſeize 
Each others throats ; with teeth and claws in gore 

Beſmear'd, they wound, they tear, till on the 
= ground, | | 

Panting. half dead the conquer'd champion lies: 

Then ſudden all the baſe ignoble crowd, 

_ Loud-clamvyring,feizc thehelpleſs, worry dwretch, 
And, thirſting for his blood, drag diffrent ways 
His mangled carcaſe on th'enſanguin'd plain. 

O breaſts of piey void ! — the weak, 

Jo point your vengeance at the friendleſs head, 
And with one mutual cry infult the fall'n! 
Emblem too juſt of man's degen' rate race. 
Others apart, by native inſtinct led, 
Knowing inſtructor! *mong the ranker graſs 

Cull each ſalubrious plant, with bitter juice 

Concoctive ſtor'd, and potent to allav 
Each vicious ferment. Thus the hand divine 


e 


Their great Phyſician. Now grown ſtiff with age, 
And => a painful chace, the wiſe old hound, 
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To all his creatures, for the brutes preſcribes 
A ready remedy, and is himſelf 


So model th 
Thy gen'ro 
But above 7 
Of diff 'ren! 
Thy ears 0 
Of babbling 
But if th'a! 
Or ſtatel { 
Or if ch'ha 
Delight thy 
Breed up vw 
Whoſe car 


Regardleſs of the frolic pack, attends 

His maſter's fide, or flumbers at his caſe 
Beneath the bending ſhade; there many a ring 
Runs o'er in dreams; now on the doubtful foit 
Puzzles perplex'd, or doubles intricate, 
Cautious unfolds, then, wing'd with all his ſpecd, 
Bounds o'er the lawn to ſeize his panting prey, 
And in imperfect whimp'rings ſpeaks his joy. 


A A difPrent hound for ev'ry difffrent Chace hea 
Select with judgment; nor the tim'rous hare Shall ſwee] 
I Oi ermatch'd deftroy, but leave that vile offence Awake th. 
To the mean, murd' rous, courſing crew, intent And ſhake 
On blood and ſpoil. O blaſt their hopes, juſt Of theſe tl 
And all their painful drudgeries repay [ Heay'n! And great 
With diſappointment and ſevere remorſe ; Of Tweed 
But huſband thou thy pleaſures, and give ſcope Of war ar 
To all her ſubtle play. By Nature led, The {wee 
A thouſand ſhifts ſhe tries: t'unrave] theſe To laſting 
Th'induſtrious beagle twiſts his waving tail, Theredw 
Thro'all her labyrinths purſucs, and rings In all rhe 
Her doleful knell. See there, with count'nance Their on 
blithe, Se es Not more 
And with a courtly grin, the fawning hound Th'arch 
Salutes thee cow'ring ; his wide op' ning noſe Drew bac 
Upward he curls, and his large floe-black eyes In vain tl 
| Melt in foft blandiſhments and humble joy : In vain ti 
His gloſly ſkin, or yellow, pied, or blue, That iſſu 
In lights or ſhades by Nature's pencil drawn, His forfe 
Refle&ts the various tints ; his cars and legs, To wron 
Fleck'd here and there,in gay enamelPd pride Veil'd in 
Rival the ſpeckled pard; his ruſh- grown tail Then pr. 
O'er his broad back bends in an ample arch: Becomes 
| Cn ſhoulders clean, upright and firm he ſtands : Nor ſtall: 
His round cat-foot, ſtraight hams, and wide- Secure tl 
ſpread thighs, | Reveals 
And his low-dropping cheſt, confeſs his ſpeed, The plu 
His ſtrength, his wind, or on the ſteepy hill A thouſ 
Or far-extended plain : in ev'ry part He calls 
So well-proportion'd, that the nicer ſkill _ His fait] 
Of Phidias himſelf can't blame thy choice: That ut 
Of ſuch compoſe thy pack. But here a mean Soon th, 
Obſerve, nor the large hound prefer, of ſize Flouriſt 
Gigantic ; he in the thick-woven covert His buſ 
Painfully tugs, or in the thorny brake Inquiſit 
Torn and embarraſs'd, bleeds: but if too ſmall, Till, cc 
The pigmy brood in ev'ry furrow fwims ; Bears q 
Moil'd in the clogging clay, panting they lag Atteſt | 
Behind inglorious ; or elſe ſhiv'ring creep, That n 
Benumb'd and faint, beneath the ſhelt'ring thorn : Tbraud 
For hounds of middle ſize, active and ſtrong, is wn 
Will better anſwer all thy various ends, Applax 
And crown thy pleaſing labours with ſueceſs. Dry fa 
As ſome brave captain, curious and exact, Der be 
By his fix'd ſtandard forms in equal ranks Unerri 
His gay battalion, as one man they move, Arriy' 
Step after ſtep, their ſize the fame, their arms The c: 
| Far-gleaming, dart the ſame united blaze; — exq 
| Reviewing generals his merit own ; — 
How regular! how juſt! and all his cares hen 


Of Providence, beneficent and kind 


| Are well repaid if mighty George approve : 
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So model thou thy pack, if honour touch ] Of tracing ſtep by ſtep or man or brute ? 
Thy gen'rous ſoul, and the world's juſt applauſe. | What guide inviſible points out their way 


ge, But above all take heed, nor mix thy hounds Oer the dank marth, bleak hill, and ſandy plain? 
id, Of diff rent kinds; diſcordant ſounds ſhall grate | The courteous Muſe ſhall the dark cauſe reveal, 
Thy ears offended, and a lagging line | The blood that from the heart inceſſant rolls 
Of babbling curs diſgrace thy broken pack. In many a crimſon tide, than here and there 
| But if th?amphibious otter be thy Chace, | In ſmaller rills diſparted, as it flows 


Or —_ ſtag, that o'cr the woodland reigns ; Propell'd, the ſerous particles evade 


Or if th'harmonious thunder of the field Thro' th'open pores, and with the ambient air 
ed, Delight thy raviſh'd ears; thedeep-flew'd hound | Entangling mix. As fuming vapours riſe, | 
A Breed up with care, ſtrong, heavy, flow, but fure; | And hang upon the gently-purling brook, 
Whoſe ears down-hanging from his thick round | There by th'incumbent atmoſphere compreſs'd, 

SS... be panting Chace grows warmer as he flics, 

Shall fveepthe morning dew, whoſe clanging voice | And thro' the net-work of the ſkin perſpires, 
ce Awake the mountain Echo in her cell, Leaves a long- ſtreaming trail behind, which by | 
nt And ſhake the foreſts : the bold Talbot kind The cooler air condens'd, remains, unleſs 
uſt Of theſe the prime, as white as Alpine ſnows, | By ſome rude ſtorm diſpers'd, or rarify'd 
'n! And great their uſe of old. Upon the banks By the meridian ſun's intenſer heat. | 

Of Tweed, flow winding thro? the vale, the ſeat | To ev'ry ſhrub the warm effluvia cling, | 
de Of war and rapine once, ere Britons knew Hang on the graſs, impregnate earth and ſkies. 

The ſweets of peace, or Anna's dread commands | With noſtrils op'ning wide, o'er hill, o'er dale. 

To laſting leagues the haughty rivals aw'd, The vig'rous hounds purſue, with ev'ry breath 

Theredwelt a pilf ring race, well train'dand{kill'd | Tnhale the grateful ſteam, quick plcafures ſting 

In all the m fries of thefs, the ſpoil I | Their tingling nerves, while they their thanks 
ce Their only — feuds and war their ſport; And in triumphant melody nod” 


| 8 3 
Not more expert in ev'ry fraudful art The titillating joy. Thus on the air ny 
Th'arch felon * was of old, who by the tail | Dependthe hunter's hopes. Whenruddy ſtreaks 
Drew back his lowing prize. In vain his wiles, | At eve forebode a bluſt'ring ſtormy day, 


5 In vain the ſhelter of the cov'ring rock, { Or lowring clouds blacken rhe mountain's brow, 
In vain the footy cloud and ruddy flames | Whea nipping froſts, and the keen-biting blaſts 
That iſſu'd from his mouth; for faon he paid | Of the dry-parching eaſt, menace the trees, 
His forfeit life ; a debt how juſtly due Wich tender blofloms teeming, kindly ſpare 


3 


To Os and avenging Heav'in! | Thy flecping pack, in their warm beds of ſtraw 
Veil'd in the ſhades of night they ford the ſtream, Low- ſinking at their eaſe; liſtleſs, they ſhrink 
Then prowling far and near, whate' er they ſcize | Into ſome dark receſs, nor hear thy voice, 
Becomes their prey; nor flocks nor herds are ſafe, Tho? oft invok'd ; or haply if thy call 


$2 Nor ſtalls protect che ſteer, nor ſtrong-barr'd doors | Rouſe up the ſlumb'ring tribe, with heavy eves, 
le · Secure the fav'rite horſe. Soon as the morn Glaz'd, Fees, dull, downward they drop tlicir 
Reveals his wrongs, with ghaſtly viſage wan | Invertcd ; high on their bent backs erct | tails | 


I The plunder'd owner ſtands, and from his lips | Their pointed briſtles ſtare, or mong the tufts 

| A thouſand thronging curſes burſt their way; | Of wall weeds each ſtomach-healing plant 
He calls his ſtout allies, and in a line Curious they crop, ſick, ſpiritleſs, forlorn. 
His faithful hound he leads, then with a voice | Thele inauſpicious days on other cares 


That utters loud his rage, attentive cheers: ¶ Employ thy precious hours; th'improving friend 
Soon the ſaggcious brute, his curling tail With open arms embrace, and from his lips 
Flouriſh'd in air, low bending plies around _ | Glean ſcience, ſeaſon'd with good-natur'd wit: | 
His buſy noſe, the ſteaming vapour ſnuffs But if th'inclement ſkies and angry Jove | = 
Inquiſitive, nor leaves one turf untry'd, | Forbid the pleaſing intercourſe, thy books 

ll, Till, conſcious of the recent ſtains, his heart | Invite thy ready hand; cach ſacred page 


Beats quick; his ſnuffing noſe, his active tail, Rich with the wiſe remarks of heroes old. 
tteſt his joy; then with deep op'ning mouth, | Converſe familiar with th'illuſtrious dead; 
| hat makes the welkin tremble, he proclaims | With great examples of old Greece or Rome 
1: audacious felon : foot by foot he marks Enlarge thy frec-born heart, and bleſs kind Hcav'n 
is winding way, while all the liſt' ning crowd | That Britain yet enjoys dear Liberty, | : 
Applaud his reas*nings. O'er the wat'ry ford, | That balm of life, that ſweeteſt bleſſing, cheap 
Dry ſandy heaths, and ſtony barren hills, Tho” purchas'dwith our blood. Well-bred,pohte, 
er beaten paths, with men and beaſts diſtain'd, | Credit thy calling. See! how mean, how low, 


nerring he purſues, till at the cor The bookleſs ſaunt'ring youth, proud of the ſkut 
Arriv'd, and ſcizing by his guilty throat | That dignifies his cap, his flouriſh'd belt, 
Lhe caitiff vile, redeems the captive prey: And ruſty couples jingling by his fide ! 
So exquiſite] y delicate his ſenſe !— _ Be thou of other mould ; and know that ſuch 


ould ſome more curiousſportſman here inquire | Tranſporting pleaſures were by Heav'n ordain'd 
hence this ſagacity, this wondrous pow'r Wiſdom's relief, and Virtue's great reward. 


* Carus, Virg. En. lib. vili. 


The 
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__ thoſe who follow that chan e. 


But checks his ardour, till the ſteaming ſcent 
That freſhens on the blade provokes their rage. 
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zn the hare going lo feat in the morning. Of 
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cording to the change of the ſraſon, wweatiter, or 
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parts, mterſperſed with rules to be objerved by 
Tranſition to the 
Aliatic way of hunting, particularly the magui- 
firent manner of the Great Mogul, and other 
Tartarian princes, taker from Monhenr Bernier, 
and the hiflory of Gengiſtan the Great. Con- 
cludes with a fhort reprovy of tyrants and ap- 
_ prefors of mankind. » | | 


N will it leſs delight th'attentive ſage 

+ *T*obferve that inſtinct, which unerriag guides 
The brutal race, which mimics Reaſon's lore, 
And oft wanſcends, Heav'n-taught, the roe- 
5 buck ſwift : 


Loiters at eaſe before the driving pack, 


And mocks their vain purſuit, nor far he flics, 


Urg'd to their ſpeed, his weak deluded foes 
Soon flag fatizu'd ; ffrain'd to excels each nerve, 


Each ſlacken'd ſinew fails; they pant, they foam; 


Then o'er the lawn he bounds, o'er the high hills 
Stretches ſecure, and leaves the ſcatter'd crowd 
To puzzle in the diſtant vale below. . 
»Tis infiin& that directs the jealous hare 
To chute her ſoft abode, With ſtep revers'd _ 
She forms the doubling mazę; then cre the morn 
Peeps thro? the clouds, leaps to her cloſe receſs. 
As wand'ring ſhepherds on th' Arabian plains 
No ſettled refidence obſerve, but ſhift 


Their moving camp, now on ſome cooler hill, | 
With cedars crown'd, court the refreſhing breeze, 


And then below, where trickling ſtreams diſtil 
From tome penurious ſource, their thirſt allay, 


Oft quit their ſcats, left ſome more curious eye 


Should mark their haunts, and, by dark treach- 


SA ĩ | = 
Plot their deſtruction; or perchance, in hopes 
Of plentcous forage, near the ranker mead 


Or mattcd blade wary and cloſe they ſit. 


Whea ſpring fhincs forth, ſeaſon of love and joy, 
In the moiſt marth, *mong beds of ruſhes hid, 
They cool thcir boiling blood. When ſummer ſuns 


Bake the cleft earth, to thick wide-waving fields 


Of corn full grown they lead their helpleſs young; 
But when autumnal torrents and fierce rains 
Deluge the vale, in the dry crumbling bank 
Their forms they delve, and cautiouſly avoid 
The dripping covert; yet, wlen winter's cold 
Their limbs benumbs, thither with ſpecd return'd, 
In the long gratis thev ſculk, or ſhrinking creep 
Among the wither'd leayes : thus changing ſtill 
As fancy prompts them, or as food invites. 


But ev'ry ſcaſon carefully obfery'd, 4 Where all around is gay! men, horſcs, dos: 4 


| Tl'inconſtaut winds, the fickle clement, 


His ſubtle, various game, nor waſtc in vain 


Her fragrant bounties ſhow'rs; the fields are ſhon 


| But courteous now he levels ev'ry fence, 


| Charm'd with the rattling thunder of the ficld, 
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The wife expericac'd huntſman foon way find 


His tedious hours, till his impatient hounds, 

With diſappoiutment vex'd, each ſpringing la 

Babbling purſue, far ſcatter'd o'er the fields. 
Now golden Autumn, from her open lap 


Inwardly ſmiling, the proud farmer views 
The riſing pyramids that grace his yard, 
And counts his large increaſe: his barns are ſtor! 
And groaning ſtaddles bend beneath their load. 
All now is free as air, and the gay pack 

In the rough briſtly ſtubbles range unblam'd, 
No widow's tears o'erflow, no ſecret curſe 
Swells in the farmer's breaſt, which his pale lip; 
Trembling conceal, by his fierce landlord aw; 


Joins in the common cry, and halloos loud, 


Oh! bear me, ſome kind Pow'r inviſible ! 

To that extended laben, where the gay court 
View the ſwift racers, ftretching to the goal! 
Games more renown'd, and a far nobler train 


Than proud Elean fields could boaſt of old. 


| Oh ! were a Theban Iyr: not wanting here, 
| And Pindar's voice, to do their merit right; 


Or to thoſe ſpacious plains, where the ſtrain'd eye, 

In the wide proſpect loſt, beholds at laſt 

Sarum's proud ſpire, that o'er the hills aſcends, 

And pierces thro? the clouds ; or to thy downs, 

Fair Cotſwold ! where the well-breath'd beagle 
climbs, 


| With matchleſs ſpeed, thy green aſpiring brow, 
And leaves the lagging multitude behind. 


Hail, gentle Daun! mild bluſhing goddeſs, 
Rejoic'd, I fee thy purple mantle ſpread [hall! 
O'er half the ſkies, gems pave thy radiant way, 
And oricnt pearls from ev'ry ſhrub depend. 
Farewell Cleora! here, deep ſunk in down, 
Slumber ſecure, with happy dreams amus'd, 
Till grateful ſteams ſhall tempt thee to receive 
Thy early meal, or thy officious maids, 


| The toilette plac'd, ſhall urge thee to perform 
And feed their fainting flocks ; ſo the wiſe hares 


Th'important work. Me other joys invite; 
The horn ſonorous calls, the pack awak'd, 
Their matins chaunt, nor brook my long delay; 
My courſer hears their voice: ſee there! with eas 
And tail erect, neighing he paws the ground; 
Fierce rapture kindles in his redd'ning eyes, 
And dolls in ev'ry vein. As captive boys, 
Cow'd by the ruling rod and haughty frowns 


| Of pedagogues ſevere, from their hard taſks ' 


If once diſmiſs'd, no limits can contain 
The tumult rais'd within their little breaſts, 
But give a looſe to all their frolic play, 


So from their kennel ruſh the joyous pack; 


A thouſand wanton gaieties expreſs 

Their inward ecſtaſy, their pleaſing ſport 
Once more indulg'd, and liberty reſtor'd. 

The riſing ſun, that o'er th horizon peeps, 

As many colours from their ghoſtly ſkins 
Beaming reflecis, as paint the various bow 
When April ſhow'rs deſcend. Delightful ſcene 
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And in each ſmiling countenance appears 
Freſh-blooming health and univerſal joy. 


Huntſman, lead on; behind the cluſt'ring pack 
{ Urge her bold courſe, leſs intricate thy taſk ; 


$ubmiſs attend, hear with reſpect thy whip 
Loud-clanging, and thy harſher voice obey. 
Spare not the ſtraggling cur that wildly roves, 
But let thy briſk aifiſtant on his back 

Imprint thy juſt reſentments; let each laſh 
Bite to the quick, till howling he returns, 
And whining creep amid the trembling crowd, 


Here on this verdant ſpot, where Nature kind | 


With double bleſſings crowns the farmer's hopes, 


Where flow'rs autumnal ſpring, and the rank mead 


Aﬀords the wand'ring hares a rich repaſt, 


Throw off thyready pack. See where they ſpread, | 


And range around, and daſn the glitt'ring dew ! 


If ſome ſtaunch hound, with his authentic voice, | 
The propagated cry redoubling bounds, 


Avow the recent trail, the joſtling tribe 
Attend his call; then with one mutual cry 
The welcome news confirm, and echoing hills 


Repeat the pleaſing tale. See how they thread 


The brakes, and vp yon furrow, drive along! 
But quick they back recoil, and wiſely check 


Their eager haſte; then o'er the fallow'd ground 


How leiſurely they work, and many a pauſe 
Th'/harmonious concert breaks, till more aſſur'd, 
With joy redoubled the low vallies ring. 
What artful labyrinths perplex their way! 
Ah, there ſhe lies! how cloſe !—ſhe pants; ſhe 
If now ſhe lives: ſhe trembles as ſhe fits, [doubts 


With horror ſeiz'd. The withcr'd graſs that 


Around her head, of the ſame ruſſet hue, [clings 
Almoſt deceive my fight, had not her cyes 

With life full beaming her vain wiles betray'd. 
At diſtance draw thy pack; let all be huſh'd ; 
No clamour loud, no frantic joy, be heard, 

Leſt the wild hound run gadding o'er the plain 
Untractable, nor hear thy chiding voice. 


Now gently put her off; ſee how direct [bring 


To her known mew ſhe flies! Here, huntſman, 
(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds, 
And calmly lay them in. — low they ſtoop, 
And feem to plough the ground ! then all at once 
Withgreedy noftrils fauff the fuming ſteam ¶ looſe 
That glads their flutt'ring hearts. As winds let 
From the dark caverns of the bluſt'ring god 
They burſt away, and {weep the dewy lawn. 
Hope gives them wings while ſhe's ſpurr'd on by 
ber. | 15 [ woods, 


The welkin rings; men, dogs, hills, rocks, and 


In the full concert join. Now, my brave youths ! 
Nripp'd for the Chace, give all your ſouls to joy. 
te how their courſers, than the mountain's roc 
lore fleet, the verdant carpet ſkim ! thick clouds 
*norting they breathe, their ſhining hoofs ſcarce 

e graſs unbruis'd ; with emulation fir'd [print 
They ſtrain to lead the field, top the barr'd gate, 
er the deep ditch exulting bound, and bruſh 
he thorny-twining hedge; the riders bend 
Oer their arch'd necks; with ſteady hands, by 
naulge their ff ed, or moderate their rage. | turns 
lere are their ſorrows, diſappointments, wrongs, 
ations, ſickneſs, cares? All, all are gone! 

"4 with the panting winds lag far behind. 
:unthnan, her gait obſerve; if in wide rings 


| Thro' all the regions near, 


378 
She wheel her mazy way, in the ſame round 
Perſiſting ſtill, ſhe'll foil the beaten track; 

But if the fly, and with rhe fav'ring wind 


Puih on thy pack. Like ſome poor exil'd wretck 
The frighted Chace leaves her late dear abodes, 


O'er plains remote ſhe ſtretches far away, 
| Ah! never to return] for greedy Death 
| Hov'ring exults, ſecure to ſeize his prey. 


[oak 
Hark! from yon covert, where thoſe tow'ring 
Above the humble copte aſpiring rite, = 
What glorious triumphs burſt in ev'ry gale 
Upon our raviſh'd cars! The hunters thour, © _ 


The clanging horns ſwell their ſweet winding 


notes | 
The pack wide op'ning, load the trembling air 
With various melody ; from tree to tree 


And winged zephyrs waft the floating jov 

Afflictive birch _ 
No more the ſchool-boy dreads; his priſon broke, 
Scamp'ring he flies, nor heeds his maſter's call. 
The weary traveller forgets his road, [leaves 
And climbs th'adjacent hill. The ploughman 


Th'unfiniſh'd furrow ; nor bis blcating flocks 


Are now the ſhepherd's joy. Men, boys, and girls, 
Deſert th*unpeopled village, and wild crowds | 
Spread o'er the plain, by the ſweet frenzy ſeiz'd. 
Look how ſhe pants! and o'er yon op'ning glade. 
Slips glancing by; while at the further end 
The puzzling pack unravel wile by wile, 

Maze within maze! The covert's utmoſt bound 


| Slily the fkirts ; behind them cautious creeps, 


And in that very track fo lately ftain'd 


| By all the ſteaming crowd, ſeems to purſue 
The foe ſhe flies. 


Let cavillers deny Tn 
That brutes have reaſon; ſure'tis ſomething more; 
'Tis Heav'n directs, and ftratagems wfpies -* 
Beyond the ſhort extent of human thought. 

But hold fee her from the covert break ; 
Sad on yon little eminence ſhe firs; 
Intent ſhe liſtens with one ear erect, 
Pond'ring, and doubtful what new courſe to take, 
And how to *ſcape the fierce blood-thirſty crew 
That ftill urge on, and ftill in vollies loud _ 
Inſult her woes, and mock her fore diſtreſs. 


As now in louder peals the loaded winds 


Bring on the gath'ring ſtorm, her fears prevail, 
And o'er the plain, and o'er the mountain's ridge, 
Away ſhe flies; nor ſhips with wind and tide, 
And all their canvas wings, ſcud half fo faſt. 
Once more, ye jovial train, your courage try, 
And each clcan courſer's ſpeed. We ſcour along 
In pleafing hurry, and confuſion toſs'd, | 
Oblivion to be wiſh'd. The patient pack 

Hang on the ſcent unweary'd; up they climb, 
And ardent we purſue : our lab'ring ſteeds 

We preſs, we gore, till once the ſummit gain'd, 
Painfullv pantiag: there we breathe a while; 
Then, like a foaming torrent pouring down 
Precipitant, we ſmoke along the vale. 

Happy the man who with unrivall'd ſpeed _ 
Can paſs his fellows, and with pleaſure view 


| The ſtruggling pack! how in the rapid courſe 


Alternate they preſide, and joſtling puſh 
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Ott blabb'ring errs, by witer ape reprov? | 
How, niggard of his ſtrength, the wiſe old hound 
_ Hangs iu the rear, till ſome important point 
 Roule all his diligence, or till the Chace 

Smkaug; he finds; then to the head he ſprings, = 


With thirſt of glory fir'd, and wins the prize. | 


Huntſman, take heed ! they ſtop in full carcer : 
Von crowding flocks, that at a diſtance gaze, 


Have * foil'd the turf, Sec that old hound, 
Ho buklly he works, but dares not truſt | 


His doubrful ſenſe! Draw yet a wider ring. 
Hark! now again the chorus fills. As bells, 
Sally'd a while, at once their peal renew, 

And high in air the tuneful thunder rolls. 
See how they toſs, with animated rage | 
Recov'ring all they loſt That eager haſte 


| FR. AC (either hand 
They're check'd — Hold back with ſpeed — On 
They flouriſh round--ev'n yet perſiſt- Tis right; 
Away they ſpring; the ruſtling ſtubbles bend 
Bencath the driving ſtorm. Now the poor Chace 
Begins to flag, to her laſt ſhifts reduc'd. 
From brake to brake the flies, and viſits all 
Her well-known haunts, where once the rang'd 
ER. = VF | 
With love and plenty bleſs'd. See there ſhe goes; 
dhe reels along, and by her gait betrays 
Fer inward weakneſs, Sec how black ſhe looks 
The feat that clogs th'obſtruted pores ſcarec 
A languid ſcent. And now in open view | leaves 
Sec, ſce! the flies; each cager hound exerts 
His utmaſt ſpecd, and firctches cv'ry nerve. 
How quick the turns, their gaping jaws cludes, 
And yet a moment lives, till round enclos'd 
By all the greedy pack, with infant ſcreams 
She yields her breath, and there reluctant dies! 
So when the furious Bacchanals aſſail'd 
__ *Threician Orpheus, poor ill-fated Bard! 
Loud * cry; hills, woods, and Hebrus' 
anks, | 


KReturn'd their clam'rous rage: diſtreſs'd ke flies, 


Shifting from place to place, but flies in vain; 
For eager they purſue, till panting, faint, 
By noiſy multitudes o' erpower'd, he finks 
Jo the relentleſs crowd a bleeding prey! 
The huntfman now, a deep inciſion made, 
Fhakes out with hands impure, and daſhes down 
Her reeking entrails and yet quiv'ring heart. 
Theſe claim the pack, the bloody perquiſite 
For all their toils. Stretch'd on the ground the lies 
A mangled corſe; in her dim- glaring eyes 
Cold Death exults, and ſtiſſens ev'ry limb. 
Aw'd by the threat'ning whip, the furious hounds 
Around her bay, or at their maſter's foot 
Each happy fav'rite courts his kind applauſe, 
With humble adulation cow'ring low. 
All nov is joy. With checks full-blown they wind 
Her ſoleinn dirge, while the loud-op'ning pack 
The concert ſwell, and hilts and dales return 
The fadly-pleating ſounds. Thus the poor hare, 
A puny daſtard animal! but vers'd 


Nerz. 


nnr EXTRACTS 
To guide the dubious ſcent; how giddy youth, 


| 


Hook Il, 


In ſubtle wiles, diverts the youthful train. 
But if thy proud afpiring ſou] difdlains 
So mean a prey, delighted with the pomp, . | 


| Nagnificence, and grandeur, of the Chace, 


Hear what the Mule from faithful record ſing, 
Why on tlic banks of Gemna, Indian ſtream, 
Line within line, riſe the pavillions proud, 


| Their ſilken ſtreamers waving in the wind? 
_ | Whyneighs the warrior horſe? From tent to tem 
Why preſs in crowds the bur zing multitude : 
Why ſhines the paliſh'd helm and pointed lanee, 
This way and that far beaming, o'er the plain? 


Nor Viſapour nor Golconda rebel, 
Nor the great Sophy, with his num'rous hoſt, 


I Eays waſte the provinces, nor glory fircs 
To rob and to deſtrov, beneath the name 


And ſpecious guiſe of war. A nobler cauſe 
Some doubling wile foreſhews,—Ah ! yet once 


Calls Aurengzebe to arms, No cities fack'd, 
No mother's tears, no helpleſs orphan's crics, 
No violated leagues, with ſharp remorſe 
Shall ſting the conſcious victor; but mankind 
Shall hail hin good and juſt; far tis on beats 


| He draws his vengeful ſword ; on beaſts of prey, 


Full-fed with human gore. See, fee, he comes! 
Imperial Delhi, op'ning wide her gates, 
Pours out her thronging legions, bright in arms, 
And all the pomp of war, Before them ſound 
Clarions and trumpets, breathing martial airs 
And bold defiance. High upon his throne, 
Borne on the back of his proud elephant, 
Sits the great chief of Tamur's glorious race; 
Sublime he ſits amid the radiant blaze 

Of gems and gold. Omrahs about him crowd, 


| And rein th' Arabian ſteed, and watch his nod, 


And potent rajahs, who themſelves preſide 
Over realms of wide extent; but here ſubmiſs 


Their homage pay, alternate kings and ſlaves 


Next theſe, with prying eunuchs girt around, 
The fair ſultanas of his court; a troop 

Of choſen beauties ; but with care coaceal'd 
From each intruſive eye: one look is death. 


Ah! cruel caftern law! (had kings a pow'r 


But equal to their wild tyrannic will) 
To rob us of the ſun's all cheering ray 1 


| Were leſs ſerere. The vulgar cloſe the march, 


Slaves and artificers; and Delhi mourns 
Her empty and depopulated ſtreets. 

Now at the camp arrv'd, with ſtern review 
Thro' groves of ſpears, from file to file he dart 
His ſharp experienc'd eye, their order marks, 
Each in his ſtation rang'd, exact and firm, 
Till in the boundleſs linc his ſight is loſt. 


| Not greater multitudes in arms appear'd 


On theſe extended plains, when Ammon's ſon 


With mighty Porus in dread battle join'd, 


The vaſſal world the prize: nor was that hoſt 
More numerous of old, which the great King 
Pour'd out on Greece from all th'unpeopled eaſt, 
That bridg'd the Helleſpont from . to ſhore, 
And drank the rivers dry. Meanwhile in troop 
The buſy hunter-train mark out the ground, 
A wide circumfercuce, full many a league __ 
In compaſs round ; woods, rivers, hills, and plain 
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e provinces; enough to gratify | 
kben higheſt aim, could reaſon bound 
\ſau's erring will. Now fit in cloſe divan 
The mighty chiefs of this prodigious hoſt ; 
le from the throne high-eminent preſides, 
Gires out his mandates proud, laws of the Chace, 
From ancient records drawn. With rev'rence low, 
And proſtrate at his feet, the chiefs receive 
His irreverſible decrees, from which 5 
To vary is to die. Then his brave bands 
Each to his ſtation leads, encamping round 
Till the wide circle is completely form'd. 

Where decent order reigns, what theſe command 

Thole execute with ſpeed and punctual care, 

In all the ſtricteſt diſcipline of war, on 

Ay if fome watchful foe, with bold inſult 

Hung lowring o'ertheir camp. The high reſolve 

That flies on wings thro” all th'encireling line 

Each motion ſtcers, and animates the whole. 

do, by the ſun's attractive pow'r controll'd, 

The planets in their ſpheres roll round his orb; 

On all he thines, and rules the great machine. 
Ere yet the morn diſpels the flecting miſts, 

The fignal giv'n by the loud trumpet's voice, 

Now high in air th'imperial ſtandard waves, 

Emblazon'd rich with gold and glitt'ring gems, 

And like a ſheet of fire, thro' the dun gloom 

Streaming meteorous. The ſoldiers ſhouts, 

And all the brazen inſtruments of war, 

With mutual clamour, and united din 


They catch the varied ſounds, floating in air. 


Shrink at the noiſe; deep in his gloomy den 
The lion ſtarts, and morſels yet unchew'd 


Onward they march embattled, to the ſound 
Of martial harmony ; fifes, cornets, drums, 
That rouſe the ſleepy ſoul to arms, and bold 
Heroic deeds. In parties here and there, 
Detach'd o'er hill and dale, the hunters range 
Izquiſtive; ſtrong dogs that match in fight 
The boldeſt brute, around their maſters wait, 
:Yfaithful guard. No hauntunſearch'd, they drive 
From ev'ry covert, and from ey'ry den, 
The lurking ſavages. Inceſſant ſhouts = 
Re. echo thro' the woods, and kindling fires 
Gleam from the mountain tops: the foreſt ſeems 
One mingling blaze : like flocks of ſheep they fly 
fore the flaming brand: fierce lions, pards, 
hours, tigers, bears, and wolves ; a dreadful crew 
Ut grim blood-thirity focs ! Growliag along 
hey ſtalk indignant, but fierce vengeance ſtill 
langs pealing in their rear, and pointed ſpears 
W. immediate death. Soon as the Night, 
 *app'd in her fable veil, forbids the Chace, 
They pitch their tents in even ranks around 
| de circling camp. The guards are plac'd, and 
proper diſtances aſcending riſe, [ fares 
un! paint th'horizon with their ruddy light. 
- Hund ſome ifland's ſhore of large extent, 
| 4." the gloomy horrors of the night, 
dies breaking on the pointed rocks 
"4 2. 222 Tame, and the bright circuit wide 
ark of ſurrounding fire, 
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Fill the large concave, while from camp to camp 


Round all the wide circumference tigers fell | 


Drop from his trembling jaws. Now all at once 


| 


| Diſinay'd, and quite appall'd. 
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What dreadful howlings and what hideous roar 


Diſturb thoſe peaceful ſhades ! where erſt the bird 


| That glads the night had chcer'd the liſt' ning 


roves x 


| — | 
With ſweet complainings. Throꝰ the filent gloom 


Oft they the guards affail ; as oft repell'd 
They fly reluctant, with hot-boiling rage 


| Stung to the quick, and mad with wild deſpair. 


Thus, day by day, they ſtill the Chace renew, 
At night encamp; till now in ſtraiter bounds 
The circle leſſens, and the beaſts perceive 


] The wall that hems them in on ev'ry fide. 


And now their fury burſts, and knows no mean; 


From man they turn, and point theirill-judg'd rage 


1 


Againſt their fellow brutes. With teeth and claws | 
The civil war begins; grappling they tear, 
Lions on tigers prev, and bears on wolves ; 
Horrible diſcord ! till the crowd behind 

| Shouting purſuc, and part the bloody fray. _ 
At once their wrath ſubſides ; tame as the lamb 
The lion hangs his head, the furious pard, 


| Cow'd and ſubdu'd, flics from the face of man, 


| Nor hears one glance of his commanding eye. 
So abject is a tyrant in diſtrets! NT 
| Ar laſt, within the narrow plain confin'd, 
A lifted field, mark'd out for bloody deeds, 
An amphitheatre more glorious far [heaps, 
Than ancient Rome could boaſt, they crowd in 
In meet array 
Sheath'd in refulgent arms, a noble band 
Advance; great lords of high imperial blood, 
Early refolv'd t'aſſert their royal race, 3 
And prove by glorious deeds their valour's growth 
Mature, ere yct the callow down has ſpread 

Its curling ſhade. On bold Arabian ſteeds 
With decent pride they fit, that fearleſs hear 
The lion's dreadful roar; and down the rock 
Swift ſhooting plunge, or o'er the mountain's ridge 
Stretching along, the greedy tiger leave 5 
Panting behind. On foot their faithful ſlaves 


| With jav'lins arm'd attend; each watchful cye 


Fix'd on his youthful care, for him alone 
He fears, and to redeem his life, unmoy'd, 
Would loſe his own. The mighty. Aurengzebe 
From his high-elevated throne beholds | 
His blooming race, revolving in his mind 
What once he was, in his gay ſpring of life, 
When vigour ſtrung his nerves. Parental joy 
| Melts in his eyes and fluſhes in his cheeks. _ 
Now the loud trumpet ſounds acharge. The ſhouts 
Of cager hoſts thro? all the circling line. 
And the wild howlings of rhe beafts within, 
Rend with the welkin ; flights of arrows, wing'd 
With death, and jav'lins launch'd fromey'ry arm, 
Gall fore the brutal bands, with many a wound 
Gor'd thro' and thro'. Deſpair at laſt prevails, 
When fainting nature ſhrinks, and roufes all 
Their drooping courage. Swell'd with furious 
rage, 


Their eyes dart fire, and on the youthful band 


| They ruth im placable. They their broad ſhields 


Quick interpoſe; on each devoted head 
Their flaming faulchions, as the bolts of Jove, 
Deſcend unerring. Proſtrate on the ground 


The grinning monſters lie, aud their foul gore 
5 | Denles 
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| 'Thro' their tough hides, or at their gaping mouths 
In broken roarings breathes his laſt; the bear 8 
Tho' fleck it ſhine, with varied beauties gay, 


The battle bleeds, grim Slaughter ſtrides along, 
_ Glutting her greedy jaws, grins o'er her prey. 


| Of death had been complete, and Aurengzebe 
By one dread frown extinguiſh'd half their race; 


Appear, and to his raviſh'd eyes diſplay 
_ Thoſe charms but rarely to the day reveal'd. 


Op'ning to right and left, the well-train'd troops 


Io ſeek on diſtant hills their late abodes. 
| * proud Oppreſſors! whoſe vain hearts exult 


Wage uncontroll'd; here quench your thirſt of 
But learn from Aurengzebe to ſpare mankind. 


a ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Dekies the verdant plain. Nor idle ſtand 
The truſty ſtaves; with pointed ſpears they pierce 


An caſier paſſage find, The king of brutes 
Grumbles in death; nor can his ſpotted ſkin, 


Save the proud pard from unrelenting fate. 
Men, horſes, dogs, fierce beaſts of ev'ry Kind, 


Alive, with vain aſſault contend to break 
Th'impenetrable line. Others, whom fear 
Inſpires with ſelf- preſerving wiles, beneath - 
The bodies of the ſlain for ſhelter creep, 
Aghaſt they fly, or hide their heads diſpers'd. 
And now-perchance (had Heav'n but pleas'd) 

A the work Fr ed | = 


When, lo! the bright ſultanas of his court 


Lowly they bend, and humbly ſue to fave ; 
The vanquiſh'd hoſt, What mortal can deny 
When ſuppliant beauty begs! At his command, 
Leave a large void for their retreating foes: 
Away they fly, on wings of fear upborne, 
wantonneſs of pow'r *gainſt the brute race, | 
Kierce robbers like yourſelves, a guiltleſs war 


blood, | 


B O O K III. 
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wolves: heads upon the kings of Wales : from 
hence a tranſition to foxr-hunting, which is de- 
ſcribed in all its parts. Cenſure of an over-. 
numerous pack. © Of the ſeveral engines io de- 
tray foxes, attd other wild braſts. The flecl- 
trap deſcribed; and the manner of uſing it. 
Defeription of the pitfall for the lion, and ano- 
ther for the elephant. The ancient way of hunt- | 
iu tlie tiger *vith a mirror. The Arabian man- 
ner of huming the tuilil bear. Deſcription of the 
roval flax Chace at Windſor Foreft. © Contludes 
With an addrefs to his Majefty, and an eulogy 
upon mercy. Es 


| I Albion's iſle when glorious Edgar reign d, 


He, wiſely provident, from her white cliffs 
Launch'd half b 

Cover'd his wide domain; there. proudly rode 
Lord of the deep, the great prerogative 


| Cambria's proud kings (tho? with reluEtance) paid 
Aſtrange promiſcuous carnage, drench'd in blood, | 
And heaps on heaps amaſs d. What yet remain 


_ | In fertile paſtures more ſecurely graz'd 


er foreſts, andwith num'rous fleets } 
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Of Britiſh monarchs: each invader bold, 
Dane and Norwegian, at a diftance gaz'd, 
And, diſappointed, gnaſh'd his teeth. in vain, 
He ſcour'd the ſeas, and to remoteſt ſhores 
With ſwelling fails the trembling corſair fled, 
Rich commerce flourith'd, and with buſy oars 
Daſh'd the reſounding ſurge. Nor leſs at land 
His royal cares ; wiſe, potent, gracious prince ! 
His ſubjects from their cruel foes he ſav'd, 
And from rapacious favages their flocks. 


Their tributary wolves, head after hcad, 
In full account, till the woods yield no more, 
And all the rav'nous race extinct is loſt, 


The ſocial troops, and ſoon their large increaſe 


| With curling fleeces whiten'd all the plains, 


But yet alas! the wily fox remain'd, 

A ſubtle, pilf'ring foe, prowling around 

In midnight ſhades, and wakeful to deſtroy. 
In the full fold the poor defenceleſs lamb, 
Seiz'd by his guileful arts, with ſweet warm blood 
Supplies a rich repaſt. The mournful ewe, 


I ͤHer dearcft treaſure loſt, thro? the dun night 


Wanders perplex'd, and darkling bleats in vain; 
While in th'adjaceat buſh poor Philomel _ 
(Herſelf a parent once, till wanton churls 
Deſpoil'd her neſt) joins in her loud laments 
With ſweeter. notes, and more melodious woe. 
For theſe nocturnal thieves, huntſmen! prepare 
Thy ſharpeſt vengeance. Oh! how glorious tis 
To right th'opprels'd, and bring the felon vile 
| To juſt diſgrace! Ere yet the morning peep, 
Or ſtars retire from the fri bluſh of day, 
With thy far-cchoing voice alarm thy pack, 
And rouſe thy bold compeers ; then to the copſe 


Thick with entangling graſs or. prickly furze, 


With filence lead thy. many-colour'd hounds, 


In all their beauty's pride. See! how they range 


Diſpers'd, how buſily this way and that 


They croſs, examining with curious noſe: 


Each likely haunt. Hark! on the drag J hear 
Their doubtful notes preluding to a cry 


| More nobly full, and ſwell'd with ev'ry. mouth, 
| | TE, As ſtraggling armies at the trumpets voice 5 
O king Edgar, and his impeſing a tribute of 


Preſs to their ſtandard, hither all repair, 
And hurry thro? the woods with haſty ſtep, 
Ruſtling, and full of hope; now driv'n on heaps 
| They puſh, they ſtrive, while from his kennel 
| ſneaks F 
The conſcious villain. Sce ! he ſculks along 
Sleck at the ſhepherd's coſt, and plump v ith meals 
Purloin'd : ſo thrive the wicked here below. 
Tho” high his bruſh he bears, tho? tipt with white 
It gaily ſhine, yet ere the ſun declin'd - 
| Recal the ſhades of night, the pamper'd rogue 
Shall rue his fate revers'd, and at his heels 
Behold the juſt avenger, ſwift to ſeize 
His forfeit head, and thirſting for his blood. 
Heav'ns! what melodious ſtrains! how beat 
r 
Big with tumultuous joy! the loaded gales 
Breathe harmony ; and as the tempeſt drives 
From wood to wood, thro? ev*ry dark receſs 


| The foreſt thunders, and the mountains wy 
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The chorus ſwells; leſs various and leſs ſweet Hang on their reeling palfreys, that ſcarce bear 
The trilling notes when in thoſe very groves [Their weights; another in their trcach*rous bog 
Tix feather'd choriſters ſalute the ſpring, — [Lies flound'ring, half ingulph'd. — What biting 
And wy buſh in concert joins : or when | thoughts | 


. The maſter's hand, in modulated air, [Torment th'abandon'd crew ! Old Age laments 
rs vids the loud organ breathe, and all the pow'rs His vigour ſpent ; the tail, plump, brawny youth 
ad Or muſic in one inſtrument combine Curſes his cumbrous bulk, and envics now 

F An univerſal minſtrelſy. And now The ſhort pygmean race he whilom keen'd 


in rain each earth he tries; the doors are barr'd With proud inſulting leer. A choſen few . 
Impregnable ; nor is the covert ſafe: _ Alone the ſport enjoy, nor droop betieath ¶ height 
He pants for purer air. Hark! what loud ſhouts | Their pleaſing toils. Here, huntfman, from this 
Ra- echo thro? the groves ! he breaks away: | _ | Obſerve yon birds of prey if I can judge, 
Shrill horns proclaim his flight. Each ſtruggling Tis there the villain lurks : they hover round, 

hound = „ And claim him as their own, Was I not right ? 
gtreins o'er the lawn to reach the diſtant pack; | Sce! there he creeps along; his bruſh he drags, 
Ti; triumph all and joy. Now, my brave youths! | And fwceps the mire impure : from his wide jaws 
Now give a looſe to the clean gen'rous ſteed; | His tongue unmoiſten'd hangs, ſymptorhs too ſure 
Flouriſh the whip, nor ſpare the galling ſpur; | Of ſudden death. Ha! yet he flies, nor yields 
But in the madneſs of delight forget To black deſpair. But one looſe more, and all 
Vour fears. Far o'er the rocky hills we range, | His wiles are vain. Hark! thro” yon village now 
And dangerous our courſe; but in the brave | The rattling clamour rings. The barns, the cots, 
True courage never fails. In vain the ftream | And lcailcts elms, return the joyous founds. 


fe 


In foaming eddies whirls; in vain the ditch, | Thro' ev'ry homeſtall, and thro' ev'ry yard, 
Wide-gaping, threatens death. The eraggy ſtecp, His midniglit walks, panting, forlorn, he flies; 
in; Where the poor dizzy ſhepherd crawls with care, Thro' wy hole he ſneaks, thro' ev'ry jakes 
| And clings to ev'ry twig, gives us no pain, Plunging, he wades beſmcar'd, and fondly hopes 
But down we ſweep, as ſtoope the falcon bold In a ſuperior ſtench to loſe his W n: 
| To pounce his prey. Then up th'opponent hill, | Bur, faithful to the track, th'unerring hounds _ 
e. Br the ſwift motion ſlung, we mount aloft: | With peals of echoing vengeance cloſe purſue ; 
are So ſhips in winter - ſeas now ſliding fink And now diſtreſt, no ſhelt'ring covert near, 
'tis Adown the ſteepy wave, then, toſs'd on high, Into the hen- rooſt creeps, whoſe walls with gore 
e Ride on the billows, and defy the ſtorm. [Chace Diſtain'd atteſt his guilt. There, villain! there 


What lengths we paſs ! where will the wand' ring Expect thy fate deſerv'd. And ſoon from thence 
Lead us bewilder'd ! ſmooth as ſwallows ſkim | The pack inquiſitive, with clamour loud, | 
The new-thoru mead, and far more ſwift we fly. | Drag out their trembling prize, and on his blood 
Ser my brave pack! how to the head they preſs, | With greedy tranſport feaſt. In bolder notes 
Jofiling in cloſe array, then more diffuſe Each ſounding horn proclaims the felon dead, 
Obliquely wheel, while from their op'ning mouths | And all th'aſſembled village ſhouts for joy. 
The vollied thunder breaks. So when the crancs | The farmer, who beholds his mortal foe 
Tuecir annual voyage ſteer, with wanton wing | Stretch'd at his feet, applauds the glorious deed, 
heir figure oft they change, and their loud clang | And, grateful, calls us to a ſhort repaſt : 
From cloud to cloud rebounds. How far bchind | In the full glaſs the liquid amber ſmiles, : 
The hunter crew, wide ſtraggling oer tue plain! | Our native product; and his good old mate 
The panting courſer now with trembling nerves | With choiceſt viands heaps the lib'ral board, 
Begins to reel; urg'd by the goring ſpur, To crown our triumphs and reward our toils. 
Makes many a faint effort: he ſnorts, he foams; | Here muſt th'inftruftive Muſe (but with reſpect) 
The big rounddrops run trickling down his fides, | Cenſure that num'rous pack, that crowd of ſtare, 


aps — {weat and blood diſtain'd. Look back and | With which the vain profuſion of the great 
nel Ae ſtrange confuſion of the valc below, | view | Covers the lawn, and ſhakes the tremblin 


a ö ale ; | g copſe. 
Where fore vexation reigns : ſee yon poor jade; | Pompous incumbrance! a magniheence 
1 vain th'impaticnt rider frets and ſwears, Uſeleſs, vexatious ! for the wily fox, 
Vith galling ſpurs harrow his mangled tides ; Safe in tlVincreafing number of his foes, 
© can no more: his tiff unpliant limbs Kens well the great advantage; links behind, 
Rooted in earth, unmov'd and fix'd he ſtands, * | And ſlily creeps thro” the ſame beaten track, 
Far cv ry crucl curſe returns a groan, grief | And hunts them, ſtep by ſtep; then views, eſcap'd, 
And ſobs, and faints, and dies! Who without With inward ecſtaſy, the panting thron | 
view that pamper'd ſteed, his maſter's joy, In their own footſteps puzzled, foil'd, and loſt. 
Lis minion and his daily care, well cloth'd, So when proud eaſtern kings ſummon to arms 
ell fed with ev'ry nicer cate; no coſt, Their gaudy legions, from far diſtant climes 
my labour ſpar'd ; who, when the flying Chace | They flock in crowds, unpeopling half a world; 
robe from the copſe, without a rival led = | But when the day of battle calls them forth . 
ic num'rous train; now a fad ſpectacle | To charge the well-train'd foe, a band compact, 
pride brought low, and humbled infolence, | Of choſen veterans, they preſs blindly on, 
ove like a pannier'd afs, and ſcourg'd along! | In heaps confus'd, by their own weapons fall, 


lle theſe, with toofcn'd reins and dangling heels | A ſmoking carnage ſcatter'd o'er the plain. 
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Pares thin the cloſe- graz d turf; there with nice 


Prepar'd to fly at once, whene'er the tread 
The vielding ſurface. By the indented ſteel, 


When ev'ry art has fail'd, the captive fox _ 
Has ſhar'd the wounded joint, and with a limb 


The jeſt of clowns, his recking carcaſe hangs. 
Of brutes evades this deep-devouring grave; 
Hcedleſs of fate, within its gaping jaws 
With bluſhes paints the dawn, and all the race 


Carnivorous, with blood full gorg'd, retire 


Of men and bcaſts, the painful foreſter 


His watchful bands, and low into the ground 


| Then in the midſt a column high is rear'd, | 
The butt of ſome fair tree, upon whole top 


And hunger keen, and pungent thirſt of blood, 
| Rouze up the ſlothful beaſt, he ſhakes his ſides, 
 Slow-rifing from his lair, and ſtretches vide 

His rav'nous paws, with recent gore diſtain'd. 


The bleating innocent, that claims in vain 


Winds him from far, and leaping o'er the mound 


( 8 


The terror of the woods, thy ſtately port, 
And bulk enormous, ſince by ſtratagem 
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Nor hounds alone this noxious brood deſtroy ; q 


1 he plunder'd warrener full many a while 
Peviſes to entrap his greedy foe, Pg 

Fat with nocturnal ſpoils. At cloſe of day 
With ſilence drags his trail; then, from the ground 


| ——_ 2H | 
Covers the latent death, with curious ſprings 


Of man or beaſt unwarily thall pres 


With gripe tenaceous held, the felon grins, 
And ſtruggles, but in vain: yet oft tis known, 


Compounded for his life. But if perchance 
In the deep pit-fall plung'd, there's no eſcape: 
But unrepriev'd he dies, and bleach'd in air, 


Of theſe are various kinds: not ev'n the king 
But by the wily African betray'd, 


Expires indignant. When the orient beam 


Into their darkſome cells, there ſatiate ſnore 
O'er dripping offals, and the mangled limbs 


Climbsthe high hills, v-hoſe proud aſpiring tops, 
With the tall cedar crown'd and taper fir, 
Aſſail the clouds; there, mong the craggy rocks 
And thickets intricate, trembling he views 
His footſteps in the ſand, the dilmal road 

And avenue to death. Hither He calls 


A pit they fink, full many a fathom deep; 


A lamb is plac'd, juſt raviſh'd from his dan; 
And next awall they build, with ſtones and earth 
Encircling round, and hiding from all view 

The dreadful precipice. Now when the ſhades 
Of night hang lowring o' er the mountain's brow, 


The foreſt trembles as he roars aloud, 
Impatient to deſtroy. O'crjoy'd he hears 


The thepherd's care, and fecks with piteous moan 
Another's meal. For now the greedy brute 


To ſeize his trembling prey, headlong is plung'd 
Into the deep abyſs. Proftrate he lics, | 
Aſtunn'd and impotent. Ah! what avail | 
Thine eyeballs flaſhing fire, thy length of tail 
That lathes thy broad fides, thy jaws beſmear'd 
With blood and offals crude, thy thaggy manc, 


Thy ſtrength is foil'd ? Uncqual is the ſtrife 


The price is life, For now the treac 
| Trembling, gives way, and the unwieldy beaſt, 
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On diſtant Ethiopia's ſun-burnt coaſts 
The black inhabitants a pitfall frame, 
But of a diff rent kind, and diff *rent uſe. 
With ſlender poles the wide capacious moutli, 
And hurdles ſlight, they cloſe; o'ertheſe is ſpread 
A floor of verdant turf, with all its low'rs 
Smiling deluſive, and from ſtricteſt ſearch 
Concealing the deep grave that yawns below. 


Of various kinds ſurcharg'd ! the downy peach, 


The cluſt ring vine, and of bright golden rind 
| The fragrant orange. Soon as ev'ning grey 


Advances flow, beſprinkling all around | 
With kind refreſhing dews the thirſty glebe, 
The ſtately elephant from the cloſe ſhade 
With ſtep majeſtic ſtrides, eager to taſte 

The cooler breeze, that from the ſea-beat fhore 
Delightful breathes, or in the limpid ſtream 
To lave his panting ſides, joyous he ſcents 
The rich repaſt, unweeting of the death 

That lurks within. And ſoon he ſporting breaks 


! The brittle boughs, and greedily devours 


The fruit delicious. Ah! too — bought; 
Yrous tuif, 


Self- ſinking, drops into the dark profound. 
So when dilated vapours, ſtruggling, heave 


Th'iucumbent earth, if chancethe cavern'd ground 


Shrinking ſubſide, and the thin ſurface yield, 

Down ftaks at once the pond'rous dome in- 
g 8 | | 

With all its tow'rs. Subtle, deluſive Man! 

How various are thy wiles ! artful to kill 

Thy ſavage focs, a dull unthinking race! 


| Fierce from his lair ſprings forth the tpeckled pard, 


Thirſting for blood, and eager to deſtroy; 

The hunt{man flies, but to his flight alone 
Confides not; at convenient diſtance fix'd, 

A polith'd mirror ſtops in full career 

The furious brute: he there his image views; 
Spots againſt ſpots with rage improving glow ! 
Another pard his briſtly whiſkers curls, 
Grins as he grins, fierce- menacing and wide 
Diſtends his op'ning paws; himſelf againſt 
Himſelfoppos'd, and with dread vengeance arm'd, 
The huntſman, now ſecure, with fatal aim 
Directs the pointed ſpear, by which transfix'd 
He dies, — with him dies the rival ſhade, 
Thus man innum'rous engines form'd t'aſſail 


| The favage kind; but moſt the docile horſe, 


Swift, and confederate with man, — 
His brethren of the plains; without whoſe aid 


The foodful teat, himiclf, alas! defign'd The hunter's arts were vain, unſkill'd to wage 


With the more active brutes an equal war; 
But borne by him, without the well-trajn'd pack 
Man dares his foe, on wings of wind ſecure. 
Him the fierce Arab mounts, and with his troop 
Of bold compeers ranges the deſarts wild, 
Where, by the magnet's aid, the traveller 
Steers his untrodden coruſe, yet oft on land 
Is wreck'd, in the high-rolling waves of ſan 
Immers'd and loſt; while theſe intrepid bands. 
Safe in their horſes ſpecd, outfly the ſtorm, 
And ſcouring round, makes men and beaſts thei 


When fov'reign reaſon combats brutal rage. 


The griſly boar is ſingled from his herd, WP, 


Then boughs of trees they cut, with tempting fru: 
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As large as that in Erimanthean woods, 

A match for Herculus. Round him they fly 

In circles wide, and each, in paſſing, ſends 

His feather'd death into his brawny ſides; 

But perilous th'attempt ; for if the ſteed 

Haply too near approach, or the looſe earth 

His footing fail, the watchful angry beaſt 

Th'advantage ſpies, and at one fidelong glance 

Rips up his groin, Wounded he rears aloft, 

And plunging, from his back the rider hurls 

precipitant; then, bleeding, ſpurns the ground, 

And drags his reeking entrails o'er the plain. 

Meanwhile the ſurly monſter trots along, 

But with unequal ſpeed ; for ſtill they wound, 

Swift-wheeling in the ſpacious ring. A wood 

Of darts upon his back he bears; adown _ 

His tortur'd ſides the crimſon torrents roll 

From many a gaping font; and now at laſt 

Staggering he falls, in blood aud foam expires. 
But whither rolls my devious Muſe, intent 

On antique tales, while yet the royal ſtag 

Unſung remains? Tread with reſpectful awe, 

Viadfor's green glades, where Denham, tuneful 

bard! | 

Charm'd once the liſt' ning Dryads with his ſong, 

Stblimely ſweet, O! grant me, ſacred ſhade, 

To glean ſubmits what thy full fickle leaves. 
The morning fun that gilds with trembling 


| 


| * 5 „ 
Windfor's high tow'rs, behold the courtly train, 
Mount for the Chace, nor views in all his comſe 
A ſcene ſo gay: heroic noble youths, 
In arts and arms renown'd, and lovely nymphs, 
The faireſt of this iſle where beauty dwells 
Delighted, and deſerts her Paphian grove 
For our more favour'd thades ; in proud parade 
Thele ſhine magnificent, and preſs around 
The royal happy pair. Great in themſelves, 
They ſmile ſuperior, of external thow | 
Regardleſs, while their inbred virtues give 
A luſtre to their pow'r, and grace their court 
With real ſplendors, far above the pomp 
Of Eaſtern Kings in all their tinſel pride. 
Like troops of Amazons, the female band 
Prance round their cars, not in refulgent arms 
As thoſe of old; unſkill'd to wield the ſword 
Or bend the bow, theſe kill with ſurer aim. 
The royal offspring, faireſt of the fair, 
on the ſplendid train. Anna, more bright 
han ſummer ſuns, or as the lightning keen, 
With irreſiſtible effi ulgence arm'd, 
res ev'ry heart: he muſt be more than man 
Vho unconcern'd can bear the piercing ray. 
— milder than the bluſhing dawn, 
um {weet engaging air, but equa] pow'r 
lulenſibly fabdace = in foft yr ard : 
* willing captives leads. Illuſtrious maids ! 
— triumphant ! whoſe victorious charms, 
Without the needleſs aid of high deſcent, [lords | 
* aw'd mankind, and taught the world's great 
o bow and ſue for grace. But who is he, 
reſh as a roſebud newly blown, and fair 
iy. > ning likes, on whom ev'ry eye 


ih joy and admiration dwells See, ſce ! 
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He reins his docile barb with manly grace. 
Is it Adonis for the chace array d? 


Or Britain's ſecond hope? Hail, blooming youth! 


May all your virtues with your years improve, 
Till in conſummate worth you ſhine the pride 


Of theſe our days, and to ſucceeding times 


A bright example. As his guard of mutes 
On the great Sultan wait with eyes deject 5 
And fix'd on earth, no voice no ſound is heard 


| | Within the wide ſerail, but all is huſh'd, 


And awful filence reigns ; thus ſtand the pack 


Mute and unmov'd, and cow'ring low to carth, 


While paſs the glitt'ring court and royal pair: 
So diſciplin'd thoſe hounds, and ſo reſerv'd, 
Whoſe honor 'tis to glad the hearts of kings : 
But ſoon the winding horn and huntſman's voice 
Let looſe the gen'ral chorus; far around | 


| Joy ſpreads its wings, andthe gay morning ſmiles. | 


aharbotir'd now, the royal ſtag fortates 


| His wonted lair ; he ſhakes his dappled fades, 


And toſſes high his beamy head; the copic 
Beneath his antlers bends, What doubling ſhifts 
He tries] not more the wily hare; in theſe 
Would ftill perſiſt, did not thefull-mouth's pack 
With dreadful concert thunder in his rear. 

The woods reply, the hunter's cheering outs 
Floatthrough the glades,andrhe wide foreft tings. 
How merrily they chant! their nofirils deep 


| Lahale the gratcful ſteam. Such is the cry, 


And ſuch tli'harmonigus din, the ſoldier deems 
The battle kindling, and the ſtateſman grave 
Forgets his weighty cares: cach age, each ſex, 
Ia the wild tranſport joins : luxuriant joy, 


And pleaſure in excels, ſparkling exult 


On ev'ry brow, and revel upreftrain'd, 


| How happy art thou. Man! whenthou'rtno more 


Thyſelf! when all the pangs thatgrind thy ſoul, 
in rapture and in ſweet oblivion loft, 

Yield a ſhort interval and eaſe from pain 

See the ſwift courſer ſtrains; his ſhining hoofs 


| Securely beat the ſolid ground. Who nos 
The dang'rous pitfall fears, with tangling heath 
| er gg or who the quiv'ring bog, 

| So 5 


-yielding to the ſtep? All now is plain, 
Plain as the ſtrand ſea-lav'd, that ſtretches far 


The foreſt opens to our wond'ring view : 


| Such was the king's command. Lettyrants fierce 


Lay waſte the world; his the more glorious part 


Of war is huſh'd (as erſt victorious Rome) 


| T'employ his ſtation'd legions in the works 


Of peace, to ſmooth the rugged wilderneſs, 
To drain the ſtagnate fen, to raiſe the ſlope 
Depending road, and to make gay the face 
Of nature with th'embelliſhments of art. 

How melts my beating arts as I beheld 
Each lovely nymph, our ifiand's boaſt and pride, 
Puſh on the ygen'rous ſtced, that ſtrokes along 


Nor falters in th'extended vale below; 
Their garments lootely waving in the wind, 


And all the fluſh of beauty in their cheeks ! 
| ""=_ at their ſides their penſive lovers wait, 


Direct 


Beneath the rocky ſhore. Glades croffing glades, 


To check their pride and when the brazen voice 


O'er rough, oer ſinovth, nor heeds the ſteepy hill, ; 


| 
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Direct their dubions courſe, now chill'd with fear 
Solicitous, and now with love inflam'd. _ 
O grant, indulgent Heav'n, no rifing ſtorm 
Marv darken with black wings this glorious ſcene! 
Should ſome malignant pow'r thus dampour joys, 
Lain were the gloomy cave, ſuch as of old 
Betray'd to lawleſs love the Tyrian queen : 
For Britain's virtuous nymphs are chaſte as fair; 
| Spotleſs, unblam'd, with equal triumph reign 
In the dun gloom as in the blaze of day. 
Now the blown ftag thro' woods, bogs, roads, 
and ſtreams, V'à LR 
Has meaſur'd half the foreſt: but, alas! 
He flies in vain ; he flies not from his fears. 
Tho! far he cait the ling'ring pack behind, 
His haggard fancy ftill with horror views 
The fell deſtroyer : ſtill the fatal cry 
Ia ſults his ears, and wounds his trembling heart, 
So the poor fury-haunted wretch (his hands 
In guiltleſs blood diſtuin'd) ſtill ſeems to hear 
The dying ſhrieks, and the pale threat'ning ghoſt 
Voves as he moves, and as he flies purſues. 
Sce here his ſlot; up yon green hill he climbs, 
Pants on his brow a while, ſadly looks back 
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| 


{ 


| Defile th'enſanguin'd plain. Ah! ſee diſtreſod 
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Some prying eye ſurpriſe him, ſoon he rears 
Erect his tow'ring front, bounds o'er the lawn 
With ill-diſſembled vigour, to amuſe 

The knowing foreſter, who inly ſmiles 

At his weak ſhifts and unavailing frauds, 
So midnight tapers waſte their laſt remains, 
Shine forth a while, and as they blaze expire. 
From wood to wood redoubling thunders roll, 
And bellow thro? the vales ; the moving ſtorm 


| Thickens amain, and loud triumphant ſhouts, 


And horns ſhrill warbling in each glade, prelude 


To his approaching fate. And now in view, 
| With hobbling gait and high, exerts amaz'd 

| What ſtrength is left: to the laſt dregs of life 
| Reduc'd, his ſpirits fail, on ev'ry fide 


Hemm'd in, beficg'd ; not the leaſt op'ning leſt 


To gleaming hope, th'unhappy's laſt reſerve, 


Where ſhall he turn? or whither fly! Deſpair 
Gives courage to the weak. Reſolv'd to die, 
He fears no more, but ruſhes on his focs, 
And deals his deaths around; beneath his fect 


Theſe | mas. lie, thoſe by his antlers gor'd 


He ſtands at bay againſt yon knotty trunk, 


On his purſuers, cov'ring all the plain; 


But wrung with anguiſh, bears not long the ſight, 


That covers well kis rear; his front preſents 
An hoſt of foes. O ſhun, ye noble train 


Shoots down the ſteep, and ſweats along the vale; | The rude encounter, and believe your lives 


There mingles with 
| reign'd 5 | 
Proud monarchof the groves, whoſe claſhing beam 
His rivals aw'd, and whoſe exalted pow'r | 
Was ſtill rewarded with ſucceſsful love. 
Burt the baſe herd have learn'd the ways of men: 
 Averſe they fly, or with rebellious aim [ deed, 
Chace him from thence : needleſs their impious 
The huntſman knows him by a thouſand marks, 
Black and imboſt; nor are his hounds deceiv'd ; 
Too well diſtinguiſh'd theſe, aud never leave 
Their once devoted foe : familiar grows 
His ſcent, and ſtrong their appetite to kill. 

Again he flies, aud with redoubled ſpeed 
Skuns o'er the lawn; ſtill the tenacious crew 
Haug on the track, aloud demand their prey, 
And puſh him many a league. If haply then 
Too far eſcap'd, and the gay courtly train 
Behind are caſt, the huntſman's clanging whip | 
' Stops full their bold career: paſſive they ſtand, 
 Uamov'd, an humble and obſequious crowd, 

As if by ſtern Meduſa gaz'd to ſtones. 

So at their gen'ral's voice whole armies halt 

In full purſuit, and check their thirſt of blood. 

Soon at the king's command, like haſty ſtreams 
Damm'd up a while, they foam, and pour along 
Wh freſh recruiting might. The ſtag, who 

hop'd | | 


the herd, where once he 


His foes were loſt, now once more heats aſtunn'd 
The dreadful din: he ſhivers ev'ry limb; 
He ſtarts, he bounds; each buſh preſents a foe, 
Preſs'd by the freſh 8 no paule allow'd, 
Breathleſs and faint he falters in his pace, 
And lifts his weary limbs with pain, that ſcarce 
Suſtain their load: he r he ſobs appall'd ; 
Drops down bis heavy head to earth, beneath 


[| Th'unhappy brute, that founders in the {tc 


Your country's due alone. As now aloof 
They wing around, he finds his foul uprais'd 
To 13 ſome great exploit; he charges home 
Upon the broken pack, that on each fide 
Fly diverſe; then as o'cr the turf he ſtrains, 
He vents the cooling ſtream, and up the breeze 
Urges his courſe with eager violence, 
Then takes the ſoil, and plunges in the flood 
Precipitant : down the mid ſtream he wafts 
Along, till (like a ſhip diſtreſs'd, that runs 
Into ſome winding creek) cloſe to the verge 
Of a ſmall iſland, for his weary feet | 
Sure anchorage he finds, there ſculks immers'd} 
His noſe alone above the wave, draws in 
The vital air; all elſe beneath the flood 
Conceal'd and loſt, deceives each prying eye 
Of man or brute. In vain the crowding p- 
Draw on the margin of the ſtream, or cut 
The liquid wave with oary feet that move 
In equal time. The gliding waters leave 
No trace behind, and his contracted pores 
But ſparingly perſpire: the huntſman ſtrains 
| His lab'ring lungs, and puffs his cheeks in val 
At length a blond. hound bold, ſtudious to kill 
| And exquiſite of ſenſe, winds him from far; 
Headlong he leaps into the flood, his mouth 
Loud op'ning ſpends amain, and his wide thru 
Swells ev'ry note with joy; then fearleſs dives 
Beneath the wave, hangs on his haunch, ** 


wounds 


Sorely diſtreſs'd, and ſtruggling, ſtrives to mou 
The ſtecpy thore. - Haply once more eſcap d, 
Again he ſtands at bay amid the groves 

Of willows, bending low their downy head: , 
Outrageous tranſport fires the greedy pack; [pa 


His cumbrous beams oppreſs d. But if perchance 


' Theſe twim the deep, and thoſe crawl up 


wit 
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Book II. 


The ſlipp*ry bank, while others on firm land 

Engage : the ſtag repels each bold aſſault, [*urns. 

Maintains his poſt, and wounds for wounds re- 

As when fome wily Corfairs boards a ſhip 

Full-freighted, or from Atric's golden coaſts 

Or India's wealthy ſtrand, his bloody crew 

Upon her deck he {lings; theſe in the deep 

Drop ſhort, and ſwim to reach her ſteepy tides, 

And clinging, climb aloft, while thoſe on board 

Urge on the work of fate; the maſter bold, 

Preſs'd to his laſt retreat, bravely reſolves 

To ſink his wealth beneath the whelming wave, 

His wealth, his foes, nor unreveng'd to die. 

$ fares it with the ſtag ; ſo he reſolves 

To plunge at once into the flood below, 

Himſelf, his foes, in one deep gulph immers'd. 

Ere yet he executes this dire intent, | 

In wild diſorder once more views the light; 

Beneath a weight of woe he groans diſtreſs'd, 

The tcars run trickling down his airv checks : 

He weeps, nor weeps in vain. The king beholds 

His wretched plight, and tenderneſs innate 

Moves his great ſoul. Soon at his high command 

Rebuk'd, the diſappointed hungry pack 

Retirc ſubmiſs, and, grumbling, quit their prey. 
Great Prince, from thee what may thy ſubjects 

So kind and fo beneficent to brutes ! 

O Mercy, heav*nly born! ſweet attribute! 

Thou great, thou beſt, prerogative of pow'r 


Juſtice may guard the throne, but join'd with thee, | H : 
When feather'd troops, their ſocial leagues diſ- 


On rocks of adamant it ſtands ſecure, | 

And braves the ſtorm bencath; ſoon as thy ſmiles 
Gild the rough deep, the foaming waves ſubſide, 
And all the noiſy tumult ſinks in peace. 


Tar. The Chace, SOMERVILLE. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


O the neceſſity of deſtroying ſome beaſts, and pre- 
ſerving others for the uſe of man. Of breeding 
of hounds ; the ſeaſon for this buſineſs. - The 
choice of the dog of great moment. Of the litter 
of rohelps., Of the number.to be reared. Of 
Jetting them out to their ſeveral walks. Care 
lo be taken to prevent their hunting tos ſoon. Of 
entering the ⁊ulelps. Of breaking them from 
runming at fheep. Of the diſeaſes of hounds. 
Of their age. Of madneſs ; two forts of it de- 
{cribed, the dumb and outrageous m my : its 
dreadful effects. Burning of the wound recom- 
mended as preventing all ill conſequences. The 
infectious hounds to be ſeparated, and fed apart. 
The vanity of truſting to the many infallille 
Cures for this malady. The diſmal effetts of the 
biling of a mad dog upon man deſcrib'd. De- 
ſcription of the method of atter hunting. The 
concluſion, | 

WHATEER of earth is form'd —to earth 

Diſſolv⸗ d 1 . 

Plane the various objects we behold, 

animals, this whole material maſs, 


—_ 


[ hope, | 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
| 


And thro? the deſarts range, ſhiv'ring, forlorn, 
Quite deſtitute of ev'ry ſolace dear, 
And ev'ry ſmiling gaicty of life. 


323 
Are ever changing, ever new. The ſoul 
Of man alone, that particle divine, | 
Eſcapes the wreck of worlds, when all things fail: 
Hencegreatthe diſtance'twixt the beaſts that perith 
And God's bright image, man's immortal race. 


The brute creation are his property, 5 
| Subſcrvient to his will, and for him made: 


As hurtful theſe he kills, as uſeful thoſe 
Preſerves ; their ſole and arbitrary king. 
Should he not kill as erſt the Samian ſage 


| Taught unadvis'd, and Indian Brachmans now 


As vainly preach, the teeming rav'nous brutes 
Might fill the ſcanty ſpace of this terrene, 


| Incumb'ring all the globe : ſhould not his care 
| Improve his growing ſtock, their kinds might fail, 


Man might once more on roots and acorns feed, 


The prudent huntſman therefore will ſupply 

With annual large recruits his broken pack, 
And propagate their kind. As from the root 
Freſhi ſcions ſtill ſpring forth, and daily yield 
New blooming hoaors to the parent tree; 
Far ſhall his pack be fam'd, far ſought his breed, 
And princes at their tables feaſt thoſe hounds 
His hand prefents, an acceptable boun. 

Ere vet the ſunthroꝰ the bright Ram has urg'd 


His ſteepy courſe, or mother Earth unbound 


er frozen boſom to the weſtern gale; 


ſolv'd, 
Select their mates, and on the leafleſs elm 
The noiſy rook builds high her wicker neſt, 
Mark well the wanton females of thy pack 


That curl their taper tails, and friſking court 
Their pie-bald mates enamour'd ; their red eyes 


Flaſh fire impure ; nor reſt nor food they take, 


Gouded by a furious love. In ſeparate cells 


Confine them now, leſt bloody civil wars 
Annoy thy peaceful ſtate. If left at large, 


The growling rivals in dread battle join, 


And rude encounter: on Scamander's ſtreams 
Heroes of old with far lefs fury fought | 
For the bright Spartan dame, their valour's prize, 
Mangled and torn thy fav'rite hounds ſhall lic 
Stretch'd on the ground; thy kennel ſhall appear 
A field of blood: like ſome unhappy town 
In civil broils confus'd, while Diſcord ſhakes 
Her bloody ſcourge aloft, fierce parties rage, 
Staining their impious hands in mutual death; 
And ſtill the beſt belov'd and brareſt fall: 
Sach are the dire effects of lawleſs love. 
Huntſman ! theſe ills, by timely prudent care, 
Prevent : for ev'ry longing dame ſelect 
Some happy paramour ; to him alone 
In leagues connubial join. Confider well 
His lineage; what his fathers did of old, 
Chiefs of the pack, and firſt to climb the rock, 
Or plunge into the deep, or thread the brake 


With thorns ſharp-pointed, plaſh'd, and briers 


inwoven. 
Obſerve with care his ſhape, ſort, colour, ſize: 


Nor _ ſagacious huntſmen leſs regard 
2 Sts 
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His inward habits. The vain babbler ſhun, | 
Ever loquacious, ever in the wrong: 
His foolith offspring thall offend thy cars 
With Falſe alarms and loud impertinence. | 
Nor leſs the ſhifting cur avoid, that breaks 
 UNaſive from the pack; to the next hedge 

Devious he ftrays, there ev'ry muſe he tries; 
It haply then he croſs the ſteaming fcent, 
Away he flies vaiuglorious, and exules 
A; of the pack ſupreme, and in his ſpeed 
Aad firength unrivall'd. Lo! caft far behind, 
Wis vex'd aſſociates pant, and lab'ring firain 
To climb the ſteep aſcent. Soon as they reach 
Ti1oſulting boafter, his falſe courage fails, 
Behmd he lags, deom'd to the fatal nooſe, 
His maſter's hate, and ſcorn of all the field. 

What can from ſuch be hop'd but a buſe brood | 
Of coward curs, a frantic, vagrant, race ! | 
When now the third revolving moon appears, 

Wich ſharpen'd horns, above the Horizon's briak, 

Without Lucina's aid, expect thy hopes | 


Are amply erown'd: fhort pangs produce to 
„„ „„ | 
The ſnoking litter, 2 helpleſs, blind; 


Nature their guide, they feek the pouting teat 
That plcnteous ſtreams. Soon as the tender dam 
5 = form'd them with her tongue, with plicaſure 
The marks of their renvwn'd progenitors, [ view 
Sure pledge of triumphs yet to come. All theſe 
Select with joy; but to the mercileſs flood 
_ Expoſe the dwitdling refuſe, nor o'ertoad 
Th'indulgent mother. If thy heart relent, 
VUnwilling to deſtroy, a nutſe provide; 
And to the foſter-: parent give the tate 
Of thy ſuperfluous bro; ſhe'll cheriſh kind 
The alien offspring; plras'd, thou ſhalt behold 
Uer tenderneis and hoſpitable love. | | 
If frolic now and playful they deſert 
Their gloomy cell, and on the verdant turf, 
With nerves improv'd, purſue the mimic Chace; 
Courſing around, unto thy choiceſt friends 
Commit thy valu'd prize : the ruſtic dames 
Shall at thy kennel wait, and in their laps 
Receive thy growing hopes, with matiy a kifs _ 
Careſs, and dignify their little charge 5 
With ſome great title, and reſounding name 
Of high import. But cautious here obſerve 
To check their youthful ardour, nor permit 
Th'unexperienc'd younker, immature, 
Alone to range the woods, or haunt the brakes 
Where dodging conies ſport: his nerves unſtrung, 
And frength anequal, the laborious Chace 
Shall ſtint his growth; and his raſh forward youth 
Conttact ſuch vicious habits as thy care 
And late correction never ſhall reclaim. 
hen to full ſtrength arriv'd, mature and bold, 
Conduct them to the field; not all at once, 
But as thy cooler prudence ſhall direct, 
Seleft a few, and form them by degrees 
Io ſtricter diſcipline. With theſe conſort 
The ſtiinch and fieady ſages of thy pack, 
By long experience vers'd 1n all the wiles 
And ſubtle doublings of the various Chace. 


| 


The twining whip, but ply his bleeding ſides, 


| Punzling, is loſt, and all thy art is vain. 
Oer clogging fallows, o'er dry plaſter'd 


As part 
| With he 
Conduct the ſtaring multitude, fo theſt 


| Of ancient Argus, in old Homer's ſong 
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3 22 | de 
When inſtinct prompts,and when example guides, What pru 
_ \ If the too —— Les at the bad " Of A 
Preſs boldly on in wanton ſportive mood, The _—_ ry 
Correct his hafte, and let him feel abaſh's Thro 2 
The ruling whip ; but if he ſtop behind, More . 
In wary modeſt guiſe, to his own noſe Or __ pr 
Confiding ſure, give him full ſcope to work | Heal! 9 % 
{| His winding way, and with thy voice applaud WI 4 
His patience and his care j ſoon ſhalt thou vie Bake the 1 
The hopeful pupil leader of his tribe, 1 
And all the liſt'ning pack attend his call. (play, Thy = ing 
Oft lead them forth where wanton lambkins The g SO 
And bleating dams with jealous eyes obſerve Retiring 115 
Their tender care. If at the crow ding flock Gloomy, di | 
| He bay preſumptuous, or with tager haſte = E hy 
- | Purſue them ſcatter'd oer the verdant plain, Bind * g 
In the foul fact attach'd, to the ſtrong ram 4 4 b 8 
Tie faſt the rath offender. Sce! at firſt N * 2 


His horn'd companion, fearful and amaz'd, 
Shall drag him trembling o'er the rugged ground; 
Then with his load fatigu'd, ſhall turn a-head, 
And with his curl'd hard front inceflant pcal 
The panting wretch, till breathleſs and aſtunn'd, 
Stretch'd on the turf he lie. Then fpare not they 


Or in fome « 
Sits ſadly pir 
And black d 
Hug low rin 
The clamm! 
Diſtilling fal 


Laſh after [aſh ; and with thy threat'ning voice, 96. ny f 
Harſh-echoing from the hills; inculcate loud 3 Fond * 
His vile offence. Sooner ſhall trembling dove eg 


No more ſup 
Dumb, ſpirit 
Gracious, at! 


Eſcap'd the hawk's ſharp talons, in mid air 
Aſſail their dang'rous foe than he once more 
Diſturb the peaceful flocks. In tender age 


Thus youth is train'd, as curious artiſts bend eee 
The taper pliant twig, dr potters form | ; ** 

8. Of pO itl 

| : 85 Redden with 
Their ſoft and ductile elay to various ſhapes, Betas thy 
Nor ist enough to breed, but to preſerve 79 — 4 
Muſt be the huntfman's care. The ſtanch ad . n 
1 hounds, | RS i The poiſon-t 
| Guides of thy pack, tho' but in number feu, Inceſſant ba- 
Are yet of great account; ſhall oft untie : 
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et 
The Bondian knot when reaſon at a ſtand, 
roads, 
O'er floated meads, o'er plains with flocks di- 
tain'd, | 5 
Rank-ſcenting, theſe muſt lead the dubious v. 
chicfs in ſcnates who preſide 
id ſpec 


aded reaſon and with well-turn 
Direct the pack, who with joint cry approve, 
And loudly boaſt diſcoveries not their own. 
Unnumber'd accidents and various ills 
Attend thy pack, hang hov'ring o'er their heads 
And point the way that leads ro Death's dark cas 
Short is their ſpan; few at the date arrive 


So highly honor'd: kind, ſagacious, brute! 
Not ev'n Minerva's wiſdom could conceal , 
Thy much-lor'd maſter from thy nicet ſenſe: 
Dying, his lord he own'd, view'd him all oc 
With cager eyes, then clos'd thoſe eyes, ut 


J 


Eaſy the leſſon of the youthful train 


| _ Of laller ills the muſe declines to ſing, f ih ſprich 
Nor ſtoops ſo low; of thele each groom can © ad the lou, 


The proper remedy, But, O! what. care 


. 


| Heal'd by the pleaſing antidote of ſounds. 


| Bake the dry-gaping ſurface, viſit thou, 


Boox II. 
What prudence can prevent madneſs, the worſt 
Of maladies ? Terrific peſt ! that blaſts | 
The huntſman's hopes, and deſolation ſpreads 
Thro' all th'unpeopled kennel unreſtrain'd, 
More fatal than th envenom'd vipers bite, 

Or that Apulian ſpider's pois' nous ſting, 


. 


WhenSiriusreigns,andrhe ſun's parching beams 
Each ev'n and morn, with quick r 
Thy panting pack. If, in dark ſullen mood, 
The glouting hound refuſe his wonted meal, 
Retiring cloſe to ſome obſcure retreat, 
Gloomy, diſconſolate, with ſpced reinore 
The poor infectious wretch, and in ſtrong chains 
Bind him ſuſpected. Thus that dire diſeaſe 
Which art can't cure, wife caution may prevent. 
But this neglected, ſoon expect a change, 
A diſmal change, confuſion, frenzy, death ; 
Or in ſome dark receſs the ſenſeleſs brute 
Sits ſadly pining ; deep melancholy | 
And black deſpair upon his clouded brow _ 
Hug lowring ; from his half-op'ning jaws. 
The clammy venom and infeRious froth 
Diſtilling fall; and from his lungs, inflam'd, 
Malignant vapours taint the ambient air, 
Breathing perdition ; his dim eyes are glaz'd, 


He droops his penfive head; his trembling limbs | 
| The perilous debate. Ah, rouſe up all 


Thy vigilance, and tread the treach'rous groun 


No more ſupport his weight; abject he lies, 
Dumb, ſpiritleſs, benumb'd ; till Death at laft, 
Gracious, attends, and kindly brings relief. 

Or if outrageous grown, behold, alas! 
A yet more dreadful ſcene; his glaring eyes 
Redden with fury ; like ſome angry boar 
Churning he foams, and on his back erect 
His pointed briſties riſe; his tail incurv'd- 

He drops, and with harſh broken howlings rend s 


Inceſſant bays, and ſnuffs th'infectious breeze; 
This way and that he ſtares aghaſt, and ſtarts 
At his own ſhade, jealous, as if he deem'd | 
The world his foes. If haply t'ward the ſtream 
He caſt his roving eye, cold horror chills 
His foul; averſe he flies, trembling appall'd; 
Kow frantic to the kennel's utmoſt verge 
wing he runs, and deals deſtruction round: 
The pack fly diverſe; for whate'er he meets, 
Vengeful he bites, and ev'ry bite is death. 
it now perchance thro? the weak fence eſcap'd, 
Far up the wind he roves, with open mouth 
lubales the cooling breeze, nor man nor beaſt 
He ſpares, implacable. The hunter-horſe, 
Once kind at ociate of his ſylvan toils 
Who hapl y now without the kennel's mound 
"ps the rank mead, and, liſt' ning, hears with joy 
ne cheering cry that morn and eve ſalutes 
s raptur'd ſenſe) a wretched victim falls, 
tappy quadruped! no more, alas 
mil thy fond maſter with his voice applaud 
by genticnefs, thy ſpeed ; or with his hand _ ' 
toke thy ſoft dappled ndes, as he each day 
ns thy ſtall, well pleas'd : no more ſhalt thou 
th ſprightly nciglungs, to the winding horn 
ad the loud op'uing pack in concert juin'd, 


DID ACTIS, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
Hugs cloſe the trembling babe; the doors arg 


In wild diforder and uncouth array; 
Till now, with wounds on wounds oppreſs'd and 


The poiſon-tainted air; with rough hoarſe voice | 


3 
| Glad his proud heart; for, oh! the ſecret wound 
Rankling inflames! he bites the ground, and dies! 


| Hence to the village with permcious haſte 


Baleful he bends his courle : the village flies, 


1 $ . 


Alarm'd ; the tender mother in her arms 

| barr'd, en 
And $ying curs, by native inſtinct taught, 
Shun the contagious bane : the ruſtic bands 
Hurry to arms, the rude militia {cize . 
Whatc'er at hand they find; clubs, forks, or guns, 


From ev'ry quarter charge the furious for, | 
{ gor'd,. 


At one ſhort pois'nons gaſp he breathes his laſt. 
Hence to the kennel, Muſc! return and view, 
With heavy heart, that hoſpital of woe, 


Where Horror ſtalks at large infatiate Death 


Sits growling o'er his prey; cach hour preſenty 
A diff” rent ſcene of ruin and diſtreſs. : 
How buſy art thou, Fate! and how ſevere 

Thy pointed wrath ! the dving and the dgad 
Promiſcuous lie; o'er theſe the living fight 


In one eternal broil, not con ſcious why, 
Nor yet with whom. So drunkards, in their cups, 


Spare not their friends while ſenſeleſs ſquabble 
reigns. . . | 
Huntſman, it much beheves thee to avoid 


With careful ſtep. Thy fires unquench'd preſerve, 


As erſt the veſtal flame; the pointed fteel 


In the hot embers hide; aud if ſurpris'd : 


| Thou feePſt the deadly bite, quick urge it home 


Into the recent ſore, and cauterize 
The wound: ſpare not thy fleſh, nor dread th“ 


Vulcan ſhall fave when Eſculapius fails. [cv ent: 


Here ſhould the knowing Muſe recount the 
means | | 

To ſtop this growing plague: and here, alas ! 
Each hand preſents a ſoy'reign cure, and boaſts 
Infallibility; but boaſts in vain, _ 1 
On this depend, each to his ſep'rate ſeat 
Confine, in fetters bound; give each his meſs 
Apart, his range in open air; and then 
If deadly ſymptoms to thy grief appear, 


Devote the wretch, and let him greatly fall, - 


A gen'rous victim for the public weal. | 
Sing, philoſophic Muſe! the dire effects 

Of this contagious bite on hapleſs man, 

The ruſtic ſwains, by long tradition taught 

Of leaches old, as ſoon as they perceive 

The bite impreſs'd, to the ſea-coaſts repair. 

Plung'd in the briny flood, th'unhappy youth 

Now journeys home {ccure, but foon ſhall with. 

The ſeas as yet had cover'd him bencath | 

The foaming ſurge, full many a fathom deep. 

A fate more diſmal, and ſuperior ills, 

Hagg o'er his head devoted. When the moon, 


I Cloſing her monthly round, returns again 


To glad the night, or when full orb'd the ſhines 
High in the vault of Heav'n, the lurking pett 
Begins the dire aſſault. The pois'nons foam, 
Thro' the deep wound inſtiil'd with hoſt ie rage, 
| — wa 
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| Now the diſtended veſſels ſcarce contain 
The wild uproar, but preſs each weaker part, 


],aments in vain: to haſty anger prone, 
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And all its fiery particles ſaline, 


 Invades th'arterial fluid, whoſe red wares 


Tempeſtuous heave, and, their coheſion broke, 


 Fermeating hoil; inteſtine war enſues, 


And. order to confuſion turns embroil'd, 


Unable to reſiſt: the tender brain 

And ſtomach tuffer moſt : convulſions ſhake 

His trembling nerves, and wand'riag pungent 
ains | | 


| Pinch ſore che ſleepleſs wretch: his flutt'ring pulſe 
ft intermits: penſive and ſad, he mourns 


His cruel fate, and to his weeping friends 


Reſents cach ſlight offence, walks willi quick ſtep, 
And wildly ſtares: at laſt, with boundleſs ſway 
The tvrant frenzy reigns : for as the dog 
(Whote atal bite convey'd th'infectious bane) 


Raving he foams, and howls, and bai Ks, and bites. 
. Like agnations in his boiling blood _ 
| Preſent like ſpecies to his troubled mind, 


His nature and his actions all canine. 


So (as old Homer ſung) the affociates wild 
Of wand'ring Ithacus, by Circe's charms 
To ſwine transform'd, ran grunting thro? the 
Dreadful example to a wicked world! [ groves. 


Sce there diftreſs'd he lies! parch'd up wich thirſt, 
Bur dares not drink; till now at laſt his foul, 


Trembling, eſcapes, her noiſome dungeon leaves, 


And to ſome purer region wings away. 

One labour vet remains, celeſtial Maid! 
Another element demands thy ſong. 
No more o'er craggy ſteeps, thro* coverts thick 
With pcinted thorn, and briers intricate, 


Urge on with horn and voice the painful pack, 


But ſkim with wanton wing th*irriguous vale, 

Where winding ſtreams amid the flow'ry meads 
. 4 . * 

Perpetual glide along, and undermine | 

The cavern'd banks, by the tenacious roots. 

Of hoary willows arcl''d, gloomy retreat 


Of the bright ſcaly kind, where they at will 
On tie green wat'ry reed, there paſture, graze, 
Suck the moiſt ſoil, or ſlumber at their caſe, 


Rock'd by the reſtleſs brook that draws aſlope 


Its humid train, and laves their dark abodes. 
Where rages not oppreſſion } where, alas! 
Is innocence ſecure? Rapine and Spoil 
HFHaunt ev'n the loweſt deeps; ſeas have their ſharks, 
Rivers and ponds cncloſe the rav'nous pike ; 


He in his turn becomes a prey; on him 
Th'amphibious otter feaſts. Juſt is his fate 


Deſerv'd: but tyrants know no bounds ; nor 


ON ſpcars, _ LEE 
That briftle on his back, defend the perch 
From his wide greedy jaws; nor burniſh'd mail 
The yellow carp; nor all his arts can ſave 
Th'inſinuating eel, that hides his head 
Bencath the ſlimy mud; nor yet eſcapes 
The erimſon- ſpoued trout, the river's pride, 
And beauty of the ftrean. Without remorſe 
'This midnight pillager, ranging around, 
Inſatiate, ſwallows all, The owner mourns 
Th'unpcopled rivulet, and gladly hears, 
The huntſmau's early call, and ſecs with joy 
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The jovial crew, that march'd upon its banks 
In gay parade, with bearded Jauces arm'd, 
This ſubtle ſpoiler, 6f the beaver kind, 
Far off perhaps, where ancient alders ſhade 


| The deep ſtill pool, within ſome hollow trunk 


Contrives his wicker couch, whence he fur. eys 


His long purlieu, lord of the ſtream, and all 


No ds pendant, ſtill improve from ſhore to ſhore 


In louder ſymphonies. Yon hollow trunk, 


The finny ſhoals his own. But you, brave youths! 

Diſpute the felon's claim; try ev'ry root, 

And ev'ry reedy bank; encourage all 

The buſy ſpreading pack, that fearleſs plunge 
Into the flood, and croſs the rapid ſtream. 


| Bid rocks and caves, and each — ſhorg 
ec 


Proclaim your bold defiance ; loudly rai 

Each cheering voice, till diſtant hills repeat 
The triumphs of the vale. On the ſoft ſand 
| See there his cal im sd! and on that bank 


| Behold the glitt'ring ipoits, half-eaten fiſh, 
Scales, fins, and bones, the leavings of his feaſt, 


Ah! on that yielding ſag-bed, ſee once more 
His ſeal I view. Over yon dank ruſhy marſh 


The fly goole-footed prowler bends his courſe, 


And ſeeks the diſtant ſhallows. Huntſman ! bring 
Thy eager pack, and trail him to his couch, 
Hark ! the loud pcal begins, the clam'rous joy, 
The gallant chiding, loads the trembliag air. 
Ve Naiads fair! who o'er theſe floods preſide, 
Raiſe up your dripping heads above the wave, 
And hear our melody. Th'harmonious notes 
Float with the ſtream, and ev'ry winding creck 
And hollow rock, that o'er the dimpling flood 


Our ſweet reiterated joys. What ſhouts ! 
What clamour loud! what gay heart-cheering 
ſounds _ — 
| Urge thro? the breathing braſs their mazy way! 
Not quires of Tritons glad with ſprightlier ſtrains 
The dancing billows, when proud Neptune rides 
| In triumph o'cr the deep. How greedily | 
They ſnuff the fiſhy ſteam that to each blade 
Rank ſcenting clings! See! how the morning 
dews 12 - [drop 
They ſweep, that from their feet beſprinkling 
Diſpers'd, and leave a track oblique bchind. 
Now on firm, land they range; then in the flood 
They plunge tumultuous, or thro? reedy pools, 
Ruſtling, they work their way: no holt eſcape 
Their curious ſcarch. With quick ſenſations nov 
The fuming vapour ſtings; A 
And joy redoubled burſts from ev'ry mouth 


That with its hoary head incurv'd ſalutes 

| The paſſing wave, muſt be the ty rant's fort, 
And dread abode. How theſe impatient climb, 
While others at the root inceſſant bay 
They put him down. Sce, there he dives along! 
Th'aſcending bubbles mark his gloomy way. 
Quick fix the nets, and cut off his retreat 
to the ſhelt'ring deeps. Ah! there he vent” 
he pack plunge headlong, and protended {pci 


Menace deſtruction, while the troubled ſurge 
Indignant foams, and all the ſcaly kind, | 
Affrightcd, hide their heads. Wild tumult reig”? 


| And loud uproar, Ah! there once more he 
Ser 


vents! 
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ge! that bold hound has ſeiz'd him down they But inclination to our boſoms leads, 


Together Joſt; but ſoon ſhall he repent [ ſink, 
His raſh aſſault. See! there eſcap'd, he flies, 
Half. drown'd, aud clambers up the ſlipp'ry bank, 
With ouze and blood diſtain'd. Of all the brutes, 
Whether by nature form'd, or by long uſe, 
This artful diver beſt can bear the want 
Of vital air. Unequal is the fight _ 
Beneath the whelming element; yet there 
He lives nat long, but reſpiration necds 

At proper intervals. Again he vents; 
Again the crowd attack. .That ſpear has pierc'd | 
His neck; the crimſon waves confeſs the wound. 
Fix'd is the bearded lance, unwelcome gueſt, 
Where'er he flies; with him it finks beneath, 
With him it mounts, ſure guide to ev'ry foe. 
Inly he groans; nor can his tender wound 
Rear the cold ftream. Lo! to yon ſedgy bank 
He creeps diſconſolate: his num'rous foes 


Surround him, hounds and men. Pierc'd thro? ! 
| And view with piercing eyes the grand machine, 
| Worlds abore worlds; ſubſervient to his voice 


and thro), | | | 
On pointed ſpears they lift him high in air; 
Wriggling he hangs, and grins, and bites in vain. 
Bid the loud horns, in gailv-warbling ſtrains, 
Proclaim the felon's fat:. He dies, he dies! 


Rejoice, ye ſcaly tribes! and leaping dance 
Grant me, propitious, an inglorious life, 
Calm and fcrene, nor loſt in falſe purſuits 


Above the wave, in ſign of liberty 

Reſtor'd ; the cruel tyrant is no more. 

R-joice, ſecure and blcis'd, did not as yet | 

Remain ſome of your own rapacious kind, 

And man, fierce man! with all his various wiles. 
O happy, if ve knew vour happy ſtate, _ 

Ye rangers of the ticids! whom Nature's boon 

Cheers with her ſmiles, and ev'ry element 

Conſpires to bleſs: What if no heroes frown 

From marble pedeſtals, nor Raphael's works, 

Nor Titian's lively tints adorn our walls; 

Yet theſe the mcancſt of us may behold, 

And at another's coſt may feaſt at will | 

Our wond'ring eyes: what can the owner more ? 


But vain, alas! is wealth not grac'd with pow'r. | 


The flow'ry landſcape and the gilded done, 

And viſtas op'ning to the weary'd eye, 1 
Thro' all his wide domain; the planted grove, 
The ſhrubby wilderneſs, with its gay choir 

Of warbling birds, can't lull ro ſoft repole 
Th'ambitious wretch, whoſe diſcontented ſoul 
Is harrow'd day and night: he mourus, he pines, 
Uutil his prince's favour makes him great. 
See, there he comes, tlbexalted idol comes! 
The circle's form'd, and all his fawning ſlaves 
Deroutly bow to carth ; from ev'ry mouth 
The nauſeous flatt' iy flows, which he returns 
Wich promiſes that die as ſoon as born. 

Vile iatercourle! where Virtue has no place. 
Fr own but the monarch, and his glories fade; 
e mingles with the throng, outcaſt, undone, 

he pageant of a day; without one friend 
Lo ſooth his tortur'd mind; all, all are fled; 
For tho” they baſk'd in his meridian ray, 
Lhe inſects vaniſh as his beams decline. 
Not ſuch our friends; for here no dark deſign, 
No wicked int'reſt, bribes the venal heart; 


And weds them there for life; our ſocial cups 
Smile as we ſmile; open and unreſerv'd, 

We ſpeak our inmaſt fouls ; good-humour, mirrh, 
Soft complaiſance, and wit from malice free, 
Smoath ev'ry brow, and glow on ev'ry check. 


O happineſs ſincere! what wretch would groan 
Beneath the galling load of pow'r, or walk | 


Upon the flipp'ry pavements of the great, 
Who thus could reign, unenvy'd and fecure? 
Ye guardian Pow'rs! who make mankind 
Jou care, 353 
Give mg to know wiſe nature's hidden depths, 
Trace each myſterious cauſe, with judgment read 


Th'expanded volume, and ſubmiſs adore 


That great creative Will, who at a word _ 
Spoke forth the wond'rous ſcene. But if my ſoul, 


To this groſs clay confin'd, flutters on earth 


With leſs ambitious wing, unſkill'd to range 
From orb to orb, where Newton leads the way, 


Who, veil'd in clouded majeſty, alone | 
Gives light to all, bids the great ſyſtem move, 
And changeful ſeaſons in their turns advaace, 
Unmor'd, unchang'd, himſelf; yet this at leaſt 


Of wealth or honours; but enough to raiſe 
My drooping friends, preventing modeſt want, 
That dares not aſk ; and if, to crown my joys, 
Ye grant me health, that, ruddy in my checks, 
Blooms in my life's decline, fields, woods, and 
| ſtreams, | fe oe 
Each tow'ring hill, each humble vale below, 
Shall __ wy checring voice; my hounds ſhall 
wake | 


Thie lazy morn, and glad th'horizon round. 


$ 42. Rural Sports; a Ceorgic, GAY. 
Inſcribed to Mr. PoE, 1713*. 
5 = Securi prælia ruris 
« Pandimus. NENMESIMN. 
ER 7» > 3 oe Soon | 
you who the ſweets of rural life have known, 
4. Deſpiſe th'ungrateful hurry of the rown; | 


In Windſor groves your caſy hours employ, 


And, undiſturb'd, yourtelf and Muſe enjoy. 
Thames liſtens to thy ftrains, and ſilent flows, 
And no rude wind thro” ruſtling otters blows; 


| While all his wond'ring nymphs around thee. 


throng, | 
To hear the Syrens warble in thy ſong. 
But I, whone'er was bleſs'd by Fortune's hand, 


: | Nor brighten'd ploughſhares in paternal land, 


Long in the noiſy town have been immur'd, 
Reſpir d its ſmoke, and all its cares endur'd 
Where news and politics divide mankind, 


And ſchemes of ſtate involve th'uneaſy mind; 


This Poem reccived many material correftions from the Author aſter it was firſt publiſhed. 


14 | 0 Faction 


Where 4 


While calumny upon each party's thrown ;- 


Fatigu'd at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 
And ſooth'd my harrats'd mind with ſweet re- 
Where helds, and ſhades, and the refreilüng 
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Is mov'd by flatt'ry, or with ſcandal hung: 

hy for ſylvan ſhades, the palace flies, 
| muſt yield ta Int'reſt's dearer ties; 

Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 

And Honeſty forſakes them all by turns; 


Which both promote, and both alike ditown. 
[ poſe, 


cl ime, | . 


plains, 


And deck with Rural Sports her native ſtrains, 


And the ſame road ambitiouſly purſue, 


| Frequented by the Mantuan Swain and You. 
Lis not that rural ſports alone invite, 


Bur all the grateful country breathes delight ; 


Here blooming Health exerts her gentle reign, 
And firings the finews of th'induftrious ſwain. 


Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, 
Through dewy fields I take my frequent way, 


| Where I buhold the farmer's carly care 
In the revolving labours of the year, 


Wnenthe freſh Spring in all her ſtate is crown'd, 


And high luxuriant graſs o'crſpreads the ground, 


The labour'r with a bending ſcythe is ſcen, 


Shaving the ſurfacc of the waving green 


Of all her native pride diſrobes the land, 
And meads lays waſte before his ſweeping hand; 


Bur, if ſome ſign portend a laſting ſhow'r, 
Theexpericnc'd ſwain foreſces the coming hour; 
His fun-burnt hands the ſcatt'ring fork forſake, 
And ruddy damſels ply the faving rake; 


In rifing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, 
And ſpreads along the ficld in equal rows. 


Now when the height of heav'n bright Phœ- 
| bus gains, | 

And level rays cleave wide the rhirſty plains, 

When heiters ſeck the ſhade and cooling lake, 


And in the middle pathway baſks the ſnake, 


O lead me, guard me from the ſultry hours; 
Hide me, ve foreſts, in your cloſeſt bow'rs, 


5 dreams; | 

Where bord'ring hazel overhangs the ſtreams, 
WV hoſcrolling current, winding round and round, 
With frequent falls makes all the wood reſound; 
Upon the moſſy couch my limbs I caſt, 

And c'en at noon the ſweets of ev'ning taſte, 


Hlcre I pcruſe the Mantuan's Georgic ſtrains, 
And learn the labours of Italian fwains ; 


In evry page I fee new landſcapes riſe, 
Aud all Hetperia opens to my eyes; 

I wander o'er the various rural toil, 

And know the nature of each diff'rent ſoil: 
This waving field is gilded o'er with corn; 


That, ſpreading trees with bluthing fruit adorn: 
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Faction embroils the world; and ev'ry tongue 


Tnfpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. | 
My Muſe thall rove through flow'ry meads and 


_ While with the mounting ſun the meadow ylows, | 
The fading herbage round he looſely throws : 


f , . : | And my Creator's name inſpire my 
Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines, 


And with the beech a mutual ſhade combines; 
Where flows the murm'ring brook, inviting 
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Here I ſurvey the purple vintage grow, 
Climb round the | 


poles, and riſe in graceful roy, 
Now I behold the ficed curvet and bound, 
And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſmoking ground: 


| The dew-lap'd bull now chafes along the plain, 
| While burning love ferments in oy vein; 
| His well-arm'd froat againſt his riva 


aims, 
And by the dint of war his miſtreſs claims: 
The careſul inſect midſt his works I view, 
Now from the flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant dew; 
Wi golden treaſures load his little thighs, 
And ſtrer his diſtant journey thro” the ſkies; 
Some againſt hoſtile drones the hive defend; 
Others with ſweets the waxen cells diſtend : 
Each in the toil his deſtin'd office bears, 

And in the little bulk a mighty ſoul appears, 
Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day, 
And trudging homeward whiſtles on the way; 


| When the big-udder'd cows with patience tiand, 


Waiting the ſtrokings of the damſel's hand; 
No warbling cheers the woods; the feather'd choir, 
To court kind ſlumbers, to the ſprays retire; 
When no rude gale diſturbs the ſleeping trees, 
Nor aſpen- leaves confeſs the gentleſt breeze; 


Eagag'd in thought, to Neptune's bounds 1 ſtrzy, 
To take my farewell of che parting day; 


Far in the deep the ſun his glory hides, 


A ſtreak of gold the fea and ſky divides : 
The purple clouds their amber linings ſhow, 
| And, edg'd with flame, rolls ev'ry wave below; 


Here penſive I behold the fading light, 

And o'er the diſtant billow loſe my fight. 
Now Night in filcnt ſtate begins to riſe, 

And twinkling orbs beſtrow th'uncloudy ſkies; 


| Her borrow'd luſtre growing Cynthia lends, 


And on the main a glitt'ring path extends; 
Millions of worlds hang in the ſpacious air, 
Which round their ſuns their annual circles ſteer; 
Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, | 
While I ſurvey the works of Providence. 
O could the Muſe in loftier ſtrains rehearſe 
The glorious Author of the univerſe, _ 


| Who reius the winds, gives the vaſt ocean bounds, 


And circumſctibes the floating worlds their 

| rounds, | 15 ” 

My foul ſhould overflow in ſongs of E 
ays! 

As in ſucceſſive courſe the ſeaſons roll, 

So circling pleaſures recreate the ſoul. _ 

When genial ſpring a living warmth beſtows, 


| And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 
No ſwelling inuncation hides the grounds, 


But chryſtal currents glide within their bounds; 
The finny brood their wonted haunts forſake, 
Float in the ſun, and ſkim along the lake: 
With frequent leap they range the ſhallow 


fireams; 


| Their ſilver coats reflect their dazzling beams. 


Now let the fiſherman his toils prepare, 

And arm himſelf with ev'ry wat'ry ſnare; 

His hooks, his lines, peruſe with careful eye, 

Increaſe his tack ic, and his rod re-tye. 5 
When floating clouds their ſpongy fleeces drain, 


\ 


Troubling the ſtreams with ſwift deicending * ; 
| | | 2 And 
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And waters, tumbling down the mountain's ide, 
Bear the looſe (oil into the ſwelling tide; 
Then, ſoon as vernal gales begin to riſe, 
And drive the liquid burthen thro? the ſkies, 
The fiſher to the neighb'ring current ſpeeds, 
Whoſe rapid ſurface purls unknown to weeds : 
Upon a ring border of the brook _ 8 
He fits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook ; 


Now expectation cheers his eager thought, 


His boſom glows with treaſures yet uncaught; 
Before his eyes a banquet ſeems to ſtand, _ 
Where ev'ry gueſt applauds his ſkilful hand, 
Far from the ſtream the twiſted hair he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring currentgently flows; 
When, if or chance or hunger's pow'rful ſway 
Directs the roving trout this fatal way, 
He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 
And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 
Now, happy fiſherman, now twitch the line! 
How thy rod bends! behold the prize 1s thine! 
Caſt on the bank, he dies with gaſping pains, 
And trickling blood his filver mail diftatns. 
You muſt not ev'ry worm promiſcuous uſe; 
judgment will tell the proper bait to chuſe: 
The worm that draws a long immod'rate fize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſel flies; 
And, if too ſmall, the naked fraud's in fight, 
And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 
Thoſe baits will beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 
Whoſ:: polith'd tails a ſhining yellow ſtains : 
Cleanſe them from fileh, to give a tempting gloſs, 
Cheriſh the ſully'd reptile race with moſs; 
Amid the verdant bcd they twine, they toil, 
And from their bodies wipe their native ſoil. 
But, when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with ſilver ſtreams, 
Then the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 
Baſk in the ſun, and look into the day: 

You now a more dclufive art mult try, | 
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly, 
To frame the little animal, provide 80055 

All the gay hues that wait on female pride: 
Let nature guide thee; ſometimes golden wire 
The ſhining bellies of the fly require; x 
The peacock's plumes thy tackle mult not fail, 
Nor the dear purchaſe of the ſable's tail. 
Each gaudy bird ſome ſlender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing inſect proper wings: 
silks of all colours muſt their aid impart, 
And ev'ry fur promote the fiſher's art. 
do the gay lady, with expenſive care, 
Borrows the pride of land, of fea, and air; 
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glitt'ring thing 
diſplays, 5 | 

Dazzles our eyes, and eaſy hearts betrays. 

Mark well the various ſeaſons of the year, 

ow the ſucceeding inſect race appear; 

u this revolving moon one colour reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 
Oft have I ſeen a ſkilful angler try | 

ue various calours of the treach'rous fly; 
Vhen — with fruitleſs pain had ſkimm'd the 

wook 


And the coy fiſh rejects the ſkipping hook, 
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- 
He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 
Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreſt throw ; 
When if an inſeCt fall (his certain guide) 
He gently takes him from the whirling tide; 
Examines well his form with curious eyes, f 
His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns, and ſize; 
Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 
And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds; _ 
So juſt the colours thine thro” ev'ry part, 
That Nature ſeems again to live in Art. 

Let not thy wary ſtep advance too near, 


| While all thy hope hangs on a ſingle hair; 


The new-form'd inſect on the water moves, 
The ſpeckled trout the curious ſnare approvesz 


| Upon the curling ſurface let it glide, 


With nat'ral motion from wy hand ſupply'd ; 
Againſt the ſtream now gently let it play, 


| Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 


The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and, ſciz'd with fear, 
Behold their fellows toſt in thinner air; 7 
| But ſoon they leap, and catch the ſwimming bait, 


--} Plunge on the hook, and ſhare an equal fate. 


When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 
| And all the wat'ry plain in wrinkles lows, 


| | Then let the fiſherman his art repeat, 
Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit, 


If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 


The wanton errors of the floating fly, 


He lifts his filver gills above the flood, 

And greedily ſucks in th'unfaithful food; 
Then downward plunges with the fraudful 
And bears with joy the little ſpoil away : 
Soon in ſmart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 
Lathes the wave, and beats the foamy lake; 
With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 

And in his eye convulſive anguiſh bears ; 

And now again, impatient of the wound, 
He rolls and wreathes his ſhiming body round; 
Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing tide; 
The trembling fins the boiling wave divide. 
Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating heart; 


Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 


| He views the tumbling ſh with longing eyes, 
While the line ſtretches with th*unwieldy prize; 
Each motion humours with his ſteady hands, 


And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands - 


Till, tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtrength, 


The game athwart the ſtream unfolds his leneth. 


He now, with pleaſure, views the gaſping prize 


| Gnath his ſharp tecth, and roll his blood-ſhot eycs; 
| Then draws him to the ſhore, with artful care, 


And lifts his noſtrils in the fick'ning air: 

Upon the burthen'd ſtream he floating lies, 
Stretches his quiv'ring fins, and, gaſping, dies. 
Would you preſerve a num'rous finny race? 


| Let your fierce dogs the rav'nous otter chace 
| ( TtYamphibious monſter ranges all the ſhores, 


Darts thro? the waves, andev'ry haunt explores); 
Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 
And fave from hoitile jaws the ſcaly prey. 

I never wander where the bord'ring reeds 
O'erlook the muddy ſtream, whoſe tangling weeds 
Perplex the fiſher; I nor chuſe to bear 
The tluevith nightly net, nor barbed ſpear; 

| Nor 


Nor drain I ponds, the golden carp to take, 
Nor trowle for pikes, diſpeoplers of the lake; 
Around the ſteel no tortur'd worm ſhall rwine, 
No blood of living inſect ſtain my line. 
Let me, leſs cruel, caſt the feather'd hook, 


With pliant rod, athwart the pebbled brook ; 


Silent along the mazy margin ftray, 


And, with che fur-wrought fly, dclude the prey. 


8 43. Rural Sports; à Geergic. GAY. 
1 ANT O IL | 
| NOW. porting muſe,draw in the flowingreins, 
| 8 lains. | 

Should you the various arms and toils rehearſe, 
And all the fiſherman adorn thy verſe; 
Should you the wide encircling net diſplay, 
And in its ſpacious arch incloſe the fea; 
Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the foal and turbot hide the ſand ; 
It would extend the growing theme too. long, 

And tire the reader with the wat'ry ſong. 
et the keen hunter from the chace refrain, 
Nor render all the plowman's labour vain 
bea Ceres pours out pleuty from her horn, 

And clothes the fields with golden ears of corn. 
Now, now, ve reapers, to your taſk repair; 
Haſte! fave the product of the bounteous year: 
To the wide- gathering hook long furrows yield, 
And rifing ſheaves extend thro? all the field. 

Vet, if for ſvivan ſports thy boſom glow, 
| Let thy flect grevhound urge his flying foe. 
With what delight the rapid courſe I view! 
How does my eve the circling race purſue ! 

He ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws; =» 
The ſubtle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws ; 
dhe flies, he ſtretches, now with nimble bound 

Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground; 
She turns; he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 
Then tears with goary mouth the ſcrearhing prey. 
_ What various ſport does rural life afford! 
What unbought dainties heap the wholeſome 
Nor leſs the ſpaniel, {kilful to betrav, [ board ! 
Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 

Soon as the lab'ring horſe, with ſwelling veins, 

Hath ſafely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, - 

To ſweet repaſt th'unwary partridge flies, 

With joy amid the ſcatter'd harveſt lies; 

Vand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 

Nor dreads the flav'ry of entangling nets. 

The ſubtle dog ſcours with ſagacious noſe 

Along the field, and ſnuffs each breeze that blows; 

Again? the wind he takes his prudent way, 


Now the warm ſcent aſſures the covey near; 
He treads with caution, and he points with fear; 
Then (left ſome ſentry-fowl the fraud deſcry, 
And bid his fellows from the danger fly), 
Cloſe to the ground in expectation lies, 
Till in the ſnare the flutt' ring covey riſe. 

Soon as the bluthing light begins to ſpread, 
And glancing Phoebus gildsthe mountain's head, 
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| Leave the clear ſtreams a while for ſunny | 
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His early flight th'ill-fated partridge takes, 
And quits the friendly ſhelter of the brakes, 
Or, when the ſun caſts a declining ray, 
And drives his chariot down the weſtern way, 
Let your obſequious ranger ſearch around, 
Where yellow ſtubble withers on the ground ; 
Nor ill the roving ſpy direct in amn, 
But num'rous coveys gratify thy pain. | 
When the meridian ſun contracts the ſhade, 
And friſking heifers ſeek the cooling glade; 
Or when the country floats with ſudden rains, 
Or driving miſts deface the moiſten'd plains ; 
In vain his toils th'unſkilful fowler tries, 
While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor muſt the ſporting verſe the gun forbear; 
But what's the Fowler's be the Muſe's care. 
See how the well-taught pointer leads the way: 


| The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops; he ſprings 


the prey; 8 

The flutt' ring coveys from the ſtubble riſe, 
And on ſwift wing divide the founding ſkies; 
The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain fight, 
And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 
Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's hand 
Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land; 
Now to the copſe thy leſſer ſpaniel take, 

Teach him to range the ditch and force the brake; 
Not cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 
Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain aim. 
The woodcock flutters; how he wav'ring flies! 
The wood reſounds: he wheels, he drops, he dies, 


| Thetow'ring hawk let future poets ſing, 


Who terror bears upon his ſoaring wing: 
Let them on high the frighted hern ſurvey, 


And * numbers paint their airy fray. 


Nor ſhall the mountain lark the Muſe detain, 
That greets the morning with his early ſtrain; 


| betrays, 


While from each angle flaſh the glancing rays, 


| When, midſt his ſong, the twinkling a 


| And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 


Pride lures the little warbler from the ſkies : 

The light-enamour'd bird, deluded, dies. 
But kill the chace, a pleaſing taſk, remains; 

The hound muſt open in theſe rural ſtrains. 


Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 


And edges eaſtern clouds with rofy light, 
The healthy huntſman, with the cheerful horn, 


| Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled 


morn; 


The jocund thunder wakes th'enliven'd hounds, 


They rouze from ſleep, and anſwer ſounds for 


ſounds; 


game their ſmoking noſtrils trace; 
No bounding hedge obſtructs their eager pace; 


And hanging woods reſound the flying war: 

| The tuneful noiſe the ſprightly courſer hears, 
Paus the green turf, and pricks his trembling 

ears; | 
The flacken'd rein now gives him all his ſpeed, 
| Back flies the rapid ground beneath the ficcd3 


Hills, 


The diſtant mountains echo from afar, 
| 


| Wide thro” the furzy field their rout they take; | 


| Their bleeding boſoms force the thorny brake: 
While the ſtrong gale directs him to the prey; The flyi 
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O happy plains, remote from war's alarms, The dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſec, 


Mills, dales, and foreſts, far behind remain, ] Farewell! The city calls me from your bow'rs. 

while the warm ſcent drawson the deep-mnouth'd | Farewell, amuſing thoughts and peaceful hours! 

train. = 

nere ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find? | | | 

hr death adyances ER guſt of wind! | $ 44. Love of Fame the Univerſal Paſſion. 

New ſtratagems and doubling wiles ſhe tries, | 5 Y 0U%G. j 
Now circling turus, and now at large ſhe flies; 3 AT IXI. 7 | 16A 
Till, ſpent ” * ſhe np and _— for _— To his Grace the Duke of Dorſet. 9 
en lays her down, and waits devouring death. „ wg 8 A 6 
"Boe hay, advent'rous Muſe ] haſt thou the force | . ig major Fame fitts « 5 52 = 1 | ; 
To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horle ? 18 „ Nein Wo 
To keep thy feat uninov'd, haſt thou the ſkill, | M* verſe is Satire; Dorſet, lend your ear, Wit 
O'er the high gate, and down the headlong hill? And patranize a Muſe you cannot fear; 10 
Can'ſt thou the ſtag's lavorious chace direct, To Ports ſacred is a Dorſet's name fl. 
Or the ſtrong fox thro” all his arts detect? ] Their wonted paſſport thro? the gates of fame; 1 
The theme demands a more experienc'd lay: I Ir bribes the partial reader into praiſe, 11 
Ye mighty hunters! ſpare this weak eſſay. And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays ; 1 [ 
And all the ravages of hoſtile arms! | And gives applauſe ro B—e, or to me. Fl | 
And happy ſhepherds, who, ſecure from fear, | But you decline the miſtreſs we purſue ; 1 
On open downs preſerve your fleecy care! Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. | 


Whoſe ſpacious barns groan with increaſing ſtore, | Inſtructive Satire, true to virtuc's caule ! 
And whirling flails dis joint the cracking floor ! | Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws ! 

No barbarous ſoldier, bent on cruel ſpoil, When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
Spreads de ſolation o'er your fertile —_ 2 Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
No trampling ſteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, | When purchas'd follies from cach diſtant land, 
Nor crackling fires devour the promis'u gain: Like arts, improve in Britain's {kilful hand; 


No flaming beacons caſt their blaze afar, When the law ſhews her teeth, but dares not bite, 

The dreadful ſignal of invaſive war: And South - Sea treaſures are not brought to light; 

No trumpet's clangor wounds the mother's ear, When churchmen ſcripture for the claſſics quit, 
And calls the lover from his ſwooning fair. Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit; 


What happineſs the rural maid attends When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
In cheerful labour, while each day the ſpends! | And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 
She gretefully receives what Heav'n has fent, | When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 


And, rich in poverty, enjoys content Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore; 
(Such happineſs, and ſuch unblemiſh'd fame, | To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe in- 
Ne'er glad the boſom of the courtly dame): | Shall panegyric reign, and cenſure ceaſe ! I creaſe, 
She never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, | Shall pocſy, like law, turn wrong to right, 
Nor melancholy ſtagnates in ber veins; And dedications waſh an Æthiop white, 
She never loſes life in rhoughtleſs cafe, Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
Nor on the velvet couch invites diſeaſe; | | On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt ? 
Her home-fpun dreſs in ſimple neatneſs lies, Shall fun'ral eloquence her colours ſpread, 

And for no glaring equipage ſhe faghs : | And fcatter roſes on the wealthy dead >} _ 
Her reputation, which is all her boaſt, | Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuitrious davs, 
In a malicious vifit ne er was loſt; 1 And ſatirize with nothing but their praiſe ? 


No midnight maſquerade her beauty wears; Why flumbers Pope, whol-ads the tuneful train, 
And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. | Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 
If love's ſoft paſſion in her boſom reign, Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 
An equal pa't:on warn:s her happy (waing And guilt's chief foc in Addiſon is fled; | 
No homebred jars her quiet ſtate control, _ | Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels fair! y wony 
Nor watchful jealouſy torments her foul; _ | Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 

| With ſecret joy ſhe ſees ber little race He will not write ; and (more provoking ſtill} 
Hang on her breaſt, and her ſmall cottage grace; | Ye gods! he will not write, and M:zvius will. 

The fleccy ball their buſy fingers cull, Doubly diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find 
Or from the ſpindle draw the length ning wool : | (Diſcreetly daring and ſeverely kind) | 
Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of mind, | The courtly* Roman's thining path to tread, 
Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind. And ſharply ſmile prevailing folly dead ? 
Le happy fields, unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 

Ihe kind rewarders of induſtrious life; And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 
Ye ſhady woods, where ouce I us'd to rove, The? vain the ſtrife, II ſtrive my voice to raiſe, 
Alike indulgent to the Muſe and Love; What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe i 
Ye murm'ring ſtreams that in mæanders roll, The love of praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Tue feet compoſers of the penſive foul, | Reigns, more or leſs, and glows in ev'ry heart. 


* Horace. 


The 


"Pur T 


Bath ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 


Nav, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, 
Tho” her lov'd lord has four half months been 
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The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure; 


The modeit ſhun it, but to make it ſure. i 
Yer globes and ſcepters, now on thrones it ſwells, 
Now trims the midnight lamp in college- cells. 


*Fis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches, | 


| A 5 | 
Harangues in fenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades: 


Here, to $S—e's humour makes a bold pretence ; 


There, bolder aims at Pultney's eloquence, 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 


And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 


Nor ends with life; but nods in ſable plumes, 


Adorns our hearſe, and flatters on our tombs. 
What is not proud! The pimp is proud to ſee 
So many like himſelf in high degree: 

The whore is proud; her beauties are the dread 


Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed ; | 
And the brib'd cuckold, likecrown'd victims born 
To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 
Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another way they ſteer, 


Pray to the gods; but would have mortals hear; 


And when their fins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 
Others, with wiſhful eyes on glory look, 
Wien they have got their picture tow'rds a book. 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy fign, _ 
Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 
If at his title T had dropt his quill, 
T—— might have paſt for a great genius ſtill; 
alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 
Is now a ſcribbler, who was once a man. 
Imperious, ſome a claſſic fame demand, 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 


A wavgon-load of meanings for one word, 


While A's depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor'd. 


Some, for renown, on ſcraps of learning doat, 


And thiak they grow immortal as they quote, 


Ta patchwork learn'd quotations are ally'd ; 


On glaſs how witty is a noble Peer ! 
Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear : 
Polite diſcaſes make ſome idiots vun, 


Which, if unfortunately well, they fcign. 
On death-beds ſome in conicious glory lie, 
Fince of the doctor iu the mode they die; 


Whoſe wond'rous ſkill is, hcadſman- like, to know 


For better pay to give a ſurer blow. 


Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, man proud we ſee; 
And (firanger ſtill) of blockheads flattery, 


Whoſe praite defames ; as if a fool thould mean, 


Ex ſpitting on your face, to make it clean! 


Nor 1s't.cnough all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 
Her pow'r is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform? The love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame; 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning ſtcep ; 
And, anger {till, made Alexander weep. 
dead! 


This paſion with a pimple have feen 
Retard a caſe, and give a judge the ſpleen. 
By this inſpir'd (O! ncer to be forgot) 
Som: lords have learnt to ſpell, and ſoine 10 K not. 
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It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſe ; 

| He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 

It makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And I the little hero of each tale. 

Siek with the love of fame what throngs pour 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin Lin, 
My growing ſubject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. | 


| Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules, 


To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 

Satire] had I thy Dorſet's force divine, 

A knave or fool ſhould periſh in each line 

Tho? for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 

And for the laſt ali Greſham intercede. | 
Begin. Who firit the catalogue fhall grace > 

To quality belongs the higheſt place. = 


| My lord comes forward; forward let him come! 


Ye vulgar! at your peril give him room; 

He ftands for fame on his forefathers feet, 

By heraldry prov'd valiant, or diſcreet. 

With, what a decent pride he throws his eves 
Above the man by three deſcents leis wiſe ! 
If virtues at his noble hand you crave, _ 
| You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave, 


Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the race. 

Let high birth triumph! What can be more 
grant? OE VVV 

Nothing but merit in a low eſtate. 

To Virtue's humbleſt ſon let none prefer 

Vice, tho' deſcended from the conqueror. 

Shall men, like figures, paſs for high or baſe, 

Slight or important, only by their place? 

Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wiſe ; 


The fool or knave that wears a title lics. 


They that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 


| Produce their debt, inſtead of their diſcharge. 
| Dorfet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 


Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. 
Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the Mufe muſt own 


Mie want not fools to buy that Briſtol ftone. 


| Mean fons of Earth, who on a South-Sea tide 


Of full ſucceſs iwam into wealth and pride, 
| Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſtis gate, 


And beg to be deſcended from the great. 
When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 


They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſc ; | 


Aud a rich knavc's a libel on our laws. 
Belus with ſolid glory will be crown'd ; 


He buys no phantom, no vain empty lound, 


But builds himſelf a name; and to be great, 
dinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate; 


In coſt and grandeur Chandos he'll out-do; 


And Burlington, thy taſte is not ſo true 
The pile is tiniſh'd, ev'ry toil is paſt, 
aſt 3 


| And full perfeCtion is arriv'd at 
| When lo! my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 


And leaves ſtate- rooms to ſtrangers and to duns. 
The man who builds, and wants wherewith to 
Provides a home, from which to run away. [pays 


In Britain what is many a lordly ſear, 


But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate ? 


* 
. 


Not domes, but autic ſtatues are his flame. 


In ſmaller compaſs lies Pygmalion's fame ; 


Not 
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Men ſhould preſs forw ard in fame's gloriouschace; 
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Fools gaze and envy; envy darts a ſting, 


NotF—t—n's ſelf moreParian charms has known; 
Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ſtone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men, profanely bold) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold, 

« No, firs,” he cries, © I'Il fooner rot in jail ! 

« Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engliſh bail?“ 
such heads might make their very Buſtos laugh, 
His daughter ſtarves, but Cleopatra's ſafe. _ 

Men overloaded with a large eſtate _ 
May (pill their treaſure in a nice conceit * 
The rich may be polite, but oh! 'tis fad 
To ſay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad. 
By your revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe : | 
No man is bleſt by accident, or gueſs ; 15 
True wiſdom is the price of happineſs; 
vet few without long diſcipline are ſage; 
And our youth only lays up fighs for age. 
hut how, my Muſe, canſt thou refuſe fo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy molt inviting theme? the court atfords 
Much food for Satire, it abounds in lords. | 
« What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin ?” 
One is juſt out, and one 1s lately in. RT 
« How comes it then to paſs we fee preſide 
On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride?“ 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro? all, 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall : 
As in its home, it triumphs in high place, 
And frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white, 
das” 146 like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd 

| wht ; | | . 
Some So. it bids reſign, and turns their wands, 
Like Moſes, into ſerpents in their hands. 
Theſe fink, as divers, for renown ! and boaſt 
With pride inverted of their honors loſt. | 
But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal fin | 

To boaſt of merely being out or in. 

What numbers here, thro? odd ambition, ſtrive 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive! _ 

As if by joy deſert was underſtood, 

And all the fortunate were wiſe or good. 
Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 
And ſtifled groans frequent the ball and play. 
Completely dreſt by + Monteuel, and grimace, 
They take their birth-day ſuit, and public face ; 
Their finiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with lady B 's hair. 

What bodily fatigue is half fo bad? 

With anxious care they labour to be glad. 

What numbers here would into Fame advance, 
Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance! 
The tavern! park ! aſſembly ! maſk ! and play ! 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day 
That wheel of fops ! that ſaunter of the town ; | 
Call it diverſion, and the pill goes down; 

Fools grin on fools, and, Stoic- like, ſupport, 
Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wiſe and good, 
But ſcorn of pomp and love of ſolitude. 


And then aſk pardon for the jeſt you made. 
Here breathe, my Muſe! and then thytaſk reacw, 


| 


| 
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Which makes a fſwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and ſhow ; 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. Tbs 
Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ſerene 
Aud guiltlefs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene, 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſiniling carve, 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur there; 


There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 


The ſcene is raviſh'd, and the foul is bleſt; 


On ev'ry thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 


In ev'ry rill a ſweet inſtruction flows: 


But ſome, untaught, o'erhear the whiſp'ring rilt, 
In ſpite of ſacred leiſure, blockheads fiill; 
Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 


In her own native ſoil, the drawing room. 


The 'ſquire is proud to ſee his courfer ſtrain, 
Or well- breath'd beagles fweep along the plain, 


Say, dear Hippolitus (whoſe drink is ale, 
Whoſe crudition is a Chriftmas-rale, 
Whoſe miſtreſs is ſal uted with a ſmack, 

And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back ) 


When thy ſleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 


And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that thy praiſe? let Ringwood's fame alone, 
Juſt Ringwood leaves each animal his own, 
Nor envies when a gipſy you commit, 
And thake the clumſy bench with country wit; 
When vou the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 


Ten thoufand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 


Fewer lay-atheiſts made by church-debates ; 


Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates; 


Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ! 
| Fewer grave lords to Scroope diſcreetly bend 


And fewer ſhocks a ſtatetman gives his friend. 
Is there a man of an eternal vein, 

Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain, 

At Bath in fummer chants the reigning laſs, 

And ſweetly whiſtles as the waters paſs ? 


| Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 


That runs for ages without winding up? 


Is there whom his tenth Epic mounts to Fame? 


Such, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad; 


| For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad 


— — 
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SATIRE u. 
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Scarboroug A. 


| MY Muſe, procecd, and reach thy deſtin'd end, | 


Tho? toil and danger the bold taſk attend. 
Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 
Plain Satire calls for ſenſe in ev'ry line; 
Then, to what ſwarms. thy faults dare I expoſe? 


| All friends to vice and folly are thy foes ; 


When ſuch the foe, a war cternal wage, 


High ſtations tumults, but not bliſs create ; 
None think the great unhappy, but the great; 


# A famous ſtatue 


Tis moſt ill- nature to repreſs thy rage; 


Ar, 
+ A famous Tailor. 1 
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Tho? hifs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd, 
Warm in purſuit of foxes and renown, 
_ Hipo6litus * demands the Sylvan crown; 
But Florio's fame, the product of a thow'r, 
_ Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flow'r ! 


And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy; 
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And if theſe trains foe nobler Muſe excite, 


I'll glory in the verſe I did not write, 

So weak are human kind by nature made, 
Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd, 
Almighty Vaaity ! to thee they owe 
Their zeft of pleaſure, and their balm of woe. 


Thou, like the fun, all colours doſt contain, 


Varying, like ravs of light on drops of rain; 
For ev'ry foul finds reaſons to be proud, 


Why teems the earth? why melt the vernal ſkies? 


Why ſhines the ſun? To make Paul Diack rife. | 


From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 


And wonder'd how the gods could be fo good. 
What ſhape? what hue? was ever nymph ſo fair? 


He doats ! he dies! he too 1s rooted there. 


O ſolid blifs ! which nothing can deſtroy 


Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 
In Fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a molt inglorious wight; 


The tulip's dead ! ſee thy fair fiſter's fate, 


0 C———! and be kind ere 'tis too late. 
Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd all ; 
Beware, O Floriſts, thy ambirion's fall. 


A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame; 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name. 
J0o one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 


Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent ; 

But came, and miſt it one ill- fated hour: | 

He rag'd, he roar'd; “what Dæmon cropt my 

-- ry F. | 

Serene, quoth Adam, Lo! *twas cruſh'd by me; 

« FalPn is, the Baal to which thou bow'dit thy 
„ 1 FD 
« But all men want amuſement, and what crime 

« In ſuch a Paradife to fool their time?“ 

None; but why proud of this? to Fame they ſoar ? 

We grant they're idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
We {mile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 


But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 


What's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or 
Another Florio doating on a flow'r, 
A thort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung 
From ſordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 


[ pow'r ? 


With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy ſmit? 
The flow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
The gawdy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. | 
How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view! 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard, 


And Tonſon, turn'd upholfterer, ſend home 


The gilded leather to fit up thy room! 
If not to ſome peculiar end aſſign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious triſling of the mind; 


® This refers to the firſt Satire. 


EXTRACTS, 

j Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 

A chace for ſport alone, and not for game; 

If fo, ſure they who the mere volume prize, 

But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 
On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 

But found at length that it reduc'd his rent ; 

| His farms were flown ; when lo! afale comes on, 

A choice collection! what is to be done? 
He ſells his laſt, for he the whole will buy; 
| Sells &'en his houſe, nay wants whereon to lye; 
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| So high the gen'rous ardor of the man 
| For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 
To make the purchale he gives all his tore, 
| Except one darling diamond that he wore. 
For what a miſtreſs gave, tis death to pawn ; 
Yet when thetermswere fix d, and writings drawn, 
The fight fo ravith'd him, he gave the clerk ' 
[Love's ſacred pledge, and fign'd them with his 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, [mark; 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair, 
| Not in his author's liveries alone 

Is Codrus? Erudite ambition ſhown ? 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought; 
And, to this coſt, another muſt ſucceed, 


| To pay a ſage, who ſays that he can read, 


| Who titles knows, and indexcs have feen ; 


| But leaves to hat lies between: 


| Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence, 
And humbly is contented with their ſenſe. 


O Lumley, whoſe accompliſhments make good 


| The promiſe of a long-1lluſtrious blood; 


In arts and manners eminently grac'd, 

The ſtricteſt honor, and the fineſt taſte 

Accept this verſe ; if Satire can agree 

With fo conſummate an humanity, 
But know, my lord, if you reſent the wrong, 
That on candour I obtrude my ſong; 
Tis Satire's juſt revenge on that fair name, 
Which all their malice cannot make ber theme. 
By your example would Hilario mend, 

How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 


| Conccives all virtues are compriz'd in wit! 


But time his fervent petulance may cool; 

For though he is a wit, he is no fool. 

In time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte his ſenſe, 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence,  _ 
His briſk attack on blockheads we ſhould prize, 
Were not his jeſt as flippant with the wiſe. 


| He ſpares nor triend nor foe ; but calls to mind, 


Like dooms-day, all the faults of all mankind. 
What tho? wit tickles ? tickling is unſafe, 

If (till tis painful while it makes us luughh. 

Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 


Would leave a fting within a brother's heart ? 


Parts may be prais'd, good-nature is ador'd ; 
Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your ſword, 
| And never on the weak; or you'll appcar 

As there no hero, no great genius here. 

As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 


| So wit is by politenels ſharpeſt ſet; 75 


+ The name of a Tulip. | 5 
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Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen ; | Is't not enough the blockhead ſcarce can _ - 


Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead ? 

The fame men give is for the joy they find; | As far a formaliſt from wiidom ſits | 

Dall is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind, In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 
Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, | Nay, of true wiſdom there too much may bez 

To pay my compliment what place ſo fit ? The gen'rous mind delights in being free; 

His moſt facetious * Letters cams to hand, Your men of parts an over-care deſpiſe ; 

Which my firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand. Dull rogues have nought to do but to be wiſe, 

If that a juſt offence to Marcus Eaves 3 Horace has ſaid, and that decides the caſe, 

Sar, Marcus, which art thou, a fool or knave ? | * Tis {weet to trifle in a proper place. | 

For all but ſuch with caution I forbore; | Yet ſubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 

That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew before. | Tho' Satire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 


know thee now, both what thou art, and who? | For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 

No maſk fo good but Marcus muſt ſhine through; | To put off nonſenſe with a better grace; 

Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing well; | Illuftrious mark! where pins are to be fold. 
But thou a brave neglect of Fame haſt thown, What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd > 


Of others fame, great genius! and thy own. [The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

Write en unheeded, and this maxim know ; A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, 

The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe. | As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
In malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 


Their peevith reaſon, vain of being dull; | fouls, Solemnity's a cover fos a fot. 

When ſome home-joke has ſtung their ſolemn I find the fool, when I behold the ſereen; 

in vengeance they determine—to be fools ; For 'tis the wife man's int'reft to be ſeen. 

Thro' ſpleen, that little nature gave, make leſs, Hence Scarborough, that opcnnefs of heart, 
Quite zealous in the ways of heavinels ; {| And juſt diſdain for that poor mimic, art; 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, Hence (manly praiſe !) that manner nobly free, 


And difiaherit ſons that are awake. [ſpit WW ich all admire, and I commend in thee. 
Theſc, when their utmoſt venom they would With gen'roas ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you“ he's a wit.” I Of court and town the noon-tide maſquerade, 
Poor Negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite, { Where ſwarms of knavesthe vizor quite diſgi ace, 
To Cacodæmons ſay, they're dev'lith white. And hide ſecure behind a naked face: | 
Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaſt, Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 

Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reſt, | And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
How juſt his grief? one carries in his head | Where gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run; 
A leſs proportion of the father's lead ; And he who truſts a brother is undone ! 

And 1s in danger, without ſpecial grace, My brother ſwore it, therefore it is true ; 
To riſe above a Juſtice of the Peace. | O ſtrange induction! and at court quite new. 
The dunghill-breed of men a diamond ſcorn, | As well thou might'ſt aver, thou funple ſwain, 
And feel a paſſion for a grain of cornz | © *Tis juſt, and therefore I my cauſe ſhall gain.“ 
dome ſtupid, plodding, monev-loving wight, With ſuch odd maxims to thy flocks retreat, 


Who wins their hearts by knowing biack from Nor furniſh mirth for miniſters of ſtate. 
white; I 8 Some maſter-ſpirits far beyond the throng. 
Who with much pains, exerting all his fenſe, | Refin'd in ill, more rightly bent on wrong, 
Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. | With exquifite diſcernment play their game, 
The booby-father craves a booby-ſon, More nice of conduct, and more fair of fame. 
And by Heav*n's bletiing thinks himſelf undone. | The neatl y injur'd thinks his thanks are duc, 
Wants of all kinds are made to Fame a plea; | Robb'd of his right, and good opinion too : 
One learas to liſp, another not to ſee; | Falſe honor, pride's tirſt-born, this clap controls, 
Miſs D, tottering, catches at your hand, | Who wilely part with nothing but their ſouls. 
Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? Albertus hugs himſelf in raviſh'd thought, 
Whilſt theſe what nature gave diſown, through To find a pecrage is fo cheaply bought. | 
Others affect what nature has deny'd; [| pride, |  Thete all their care expend on outward ſhow 


pr 


What nature has deny'd fools will purſue, For wealth and fame ; for faine alone the beau, 
As apes are cver walking upon two. Of lare, at White's was young Florello ſeen, 
Craſſus, a grateful ſage, our awe, and ſport | | How blank his look? how diſcompos'd his mien? 
Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport ; | So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign 
He hems, and cries with an important air, Sunk were his ſpirits ; for his coat was plain. 
If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair!“ Next day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace; 
Then quotes the Stag yrite to prove it true, His health was mended with a filver lace. 


Aud adds, „The lcarn'd delight in ſomething | A curious artiſt, long inur'd to toils —_ 
he w.“ | . Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 


Letters ſent to the author, f gned Marcus. | 
: | Whether 
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And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame; | 


hut fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 
In active meaſures brought from France, he 


And triumphs, conſcious of his learned heels. 


As croſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 


Whether by chance, or by ſome god inſpir'd, 
So touch'd his curls, his mighty foul was fir'd. 
The well-ſwoln ties an equal homage claim, 


His ſumptuous watch-cale, tho? conceal'd it lies, 
Like a good conſcicnce, ſolid joy ſupplies, 


He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain !) 


Stanhope in wit; in brecding, Deloraine. 


* 


On mirrors fluſhing with his Tyrian dye, 


With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart | 


wheels | 


So have I ſeen on ſome bright ſummer's day 


A calf of genius, debonnair and gay, E 
| Dance on the bank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream. 


NMloroſe is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er ſurpriz'd 


In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. 


No fublunary chance his veſtments fear, 
Valu'd like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 


A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 


And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe, 


One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Levell'd her barb'rous needle at his fame; 


But open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, 


And, while he flept, ſurpriz d the darling rent; 

Where yawn'd the frize 1s now become a doubt, 

And glory at one entrance quite ſhut out 
He ſcorns Florello, and Florcllo him: 


This hates the filthy creature, that the prim; 


Thus in each other both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The ſloven and the fopling are the fame, 
Ye Whigs and Tories ! thus it fares with you, 


When party- rage too warmly you purſue; 
Then both club nonſenſe and impetuous pride, 


And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. 
Youvent yourſplcen as monkeys when they paſs, 


Scratch at the mimic-monkey in the glaſs, 


While buth are one ; and henceforth be it known, 


Pools of both fides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 


% But who art thou? methinks Florello crics : 


4 Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe ?” 


Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, 


Florello, thou my monitor mall be; 
I'll conjure thus fame proſit out of the. 
O thou myſelf ! abroad our counlels roam, 


And, like ill huſhands, take no care at home. 


Come from thyſelf, aud a by-ſtander be; 
Wich others eyes thy own deportment fee 


And while their ails thou doſt with pity view, 
_ Conceive, hard taſk, that tion art mortal too, 


Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 


And what wile means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 


Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of proſe. 
Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS 
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| Men ſtill are men, and they who boldly dare, 


And damn it with improvements of their own. 
| We bring ſome new materials, and v hat's old 
| New-caſt with care, and in no borrow'd mold; 
| Late times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
| And from ſour critics vindicate the muſe. 


Book It 


This noon of life ! the ſeaſons mend their 


And with a nimbler ſtep the ſcaſons chace; 


| While I a moment name, a moment's paſt; 


I'm nearer death in this verſe than the laſt ; 
What then is to be done ? Be wiſe with ſpeed; 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed ! ld 

And what to fooliſh as the chace of Fame? 


| | How vain the prize ! how impotent our aim t 
 Whene'er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 


For what are men who gralp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 


| That riſe and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 


Born and forgot, ten thouſand in an hour 
Should this verſe live, O Lumley ! may it be 
A monument of gratitude to thee! 


| Whoſe early favour 1 muſt own with ſhame, 


So long my patron, and fo late my theme. 


JJC DL 
SATIRE III. 
To the Rizht Honourable Mr. Dodington. 


LVG, Dodington, in debt, I long have fought 
To eaſe the burden of my grateful thouyht; 

And now a poet's gratitude you ſce, ; 

Grant him two favours, and he'll aſk for thre. ; 

For whoſe the preſent glory or the gain? 

You give protection, I a worthleſs ſtrain. 

You Go and feel the poct's ſacred flame, 
And know the baſis of a ſolid fame; 

Tho? prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
You read with all the malice of a friend 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

But more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own, 
An ill-tim'd modeſty ! turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
Her learning and her genius too decays, 

And dark and cold are her declining days ; 
As if men now were of another caſt, 
They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 


Shall triumph o'er the ſous of cold Deſpair; 
Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill rake place 
Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgrace : 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 


* Your work is long,” the criticscry : 'tis true, 
And lengthens till, to take in fools like you; 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaſt!) the eritic's rage, 
And with the fell deſtroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 


Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? | 
x 


Than thoſe who thunder in the critic's name? 


Milton. 


Good 
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| The poem 15 at noon, and wrong at night; 


| Haye murder'd OPS, by whom ſhe ne'er was ſcen 3 


Book II. 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this, 


Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloke, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens ſolemn, and as boding, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities ! 
Ye doctors ſage, who thro? Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 
One judges, as the weather dictates, right 


Another judges by a ſurer gauge, | 
An author's principles or parentage ; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well; 
Another judges by the writer's look ; I 
Another judges, for he bought the book; 
Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep; 
Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. 
Thus all will judge, and with one fingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame 
The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wile ; 
None are at lcifure others to reward ; 8 
They ſcarce will damn, but out of ſelf- regard. 
Critics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtare; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling fry 
Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink and die. 
Rail on, my friends! what more my verſe can crown 
Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? 
Not all on books their criticiſm waſte ; 
The genius of a diſh ſome juſtly taſte, Ty 
And eat their way to fame! with anxious thought 
The ſalmon is refus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient Art rebukes the ſun's delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May. 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The bus'neſs of their lives, that is—to dine; 
Half of their precious day they give the feaſt, 
And, to a kind digeſtion, ſpare the reſt. 
Apicius, here, the taſter of the town, | 
ceds twice a · week, to ſettle their renown. 
Theſe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The ſacred annals of their bills of fare; 
In thoſe choice books their panegyrics read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed; 
f man, by feeding well, commences great, 
uch morethe worm, towhom that man is meat. 
To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
hieves of renown, and lh of fame ! 
heir front ſupplies what their ambition lacks ; 
They know a thouſand lords behind their backs. 
til is apt to wink upon a peer, | 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 
nd Hervey's eyes, unmercifuliy keen, 


Aer adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 

o covet ſhame till greater than his own ; 

uhyllus, in the winter of threeſcore, 

lies his innocence, and keeps a whore! . 
ſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 

carns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name; 

4 words and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 

takes a memorandum to forget. 


His teeth will be no whiter than be 


| 
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| Thus vain, nor _— what adorns or blots, 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. | 


Men forge the patents that create them ſots. 
As love of pleafure into pain betrays, 


| So moſt grow infamous thro' love of praiſe. 


But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 


| When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deſpiſe? 


For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 


| Contempt goes round, all men laugh at all. 
Nor can ev'n Satire blame them, for 'tis true, 
They moſt have ample cauſe for what they do. 
[O! fruitful Britain! doubtleſs thou waſt meant 
IA nurſe of fools to ſtock the Continent. | 


Tho! Phoebus and the Nine for ever mow, 


| Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow, 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 
| Till 1 ſurpaſs in length my lawyer's bill, 


A Welchdeſcent, which well- paid heralds damn 


| Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchman's epigram. | 


When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 


In comes a coxcomb, and I write agen. 


See ! Tityrus with merriment poſſeſt, 

Is burſt with laughter ere he hears the jeſt; 

What need he ſtay ? for when the _ is o'er, 
ore. | 

Is there of theſe, ye fair! fo great a dearth, 


That you need purchaſe monkeys for vour mirth-? 
Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire; 


Of houſes ſome, nay, houſes that they hire; 
Some (perfect wiſdom !) of a beauteous wife, 


And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a ſcourge for life. 


Sometimes, thro? pride, the ſexes change their 


airs; | 

My lord has vapours, and my lady ſwears! 
Then, ftranger ſtil], on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind ! 

To ſhew the ſtrength and infamy of pride, 
By all 'tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. | 
What numbers are there, who at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too | 


| Vincenna knows ſelf-praiſe betravs to ſhame, 


And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 


Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe 


To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurprite. 


To err“, ſays he, © in ſmall things is my fate.“ 


Vou know your anſwer, He's exact in great. 
„My ſtile,“ ſays he,“ is rude, and full of faults.” 


| But O! what ſenſe! what energy of thoughts 
| That he wants algebra he muſt confeſs ; 


But not a ſoul to give our arms ſucceſs, 
«© Ah! that's a hit indeed,” Vincenna cries; 


„But who, in heat of blood, was ever wite ? 


. 1 own *rwas wrong, when thouſands call'd me 


| „ back, : | 
© To make that hopeleſs, ill · advis'd attack; 


. All ſay 'twas madneſs, nor dare I deny; 


« Sure never fool ſo well deſerv'd to die.“ 
Could this deceive in others, to be free, 


It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee, 


Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee Wrong. 
Thou in one ſuit wilt thy revenue wear, 


And haunt the Court, without a proſpect there 


Are theſe expedients for renowẽen ? Confeſs 


T — ſelf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. 
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In hardy ſervice make a long campaign, 


Jo break its downy trance, I pity both. 


But then ſhe ſaves it in her bills for ſenſe, 


| Since for its ſake ſuch dramas I ſuſtain. 
An opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 
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Our tortunes there, nor thou nor I ſhall make. 
Ev'n men of merit, ere their point they gain, 


Moſt manfully beſiege the patron's gate, 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 


With painful art, and application warm, | 

And take at laſt ſome little place by ſtorm n 

Enough to keep two ſhoes on Sunday clean, 

And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in Shire- lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 

Then ftarve without the favour of my lord. 
Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer; 


But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 


They give, but think it toil to know to whom: 


The man that's ncareſt, yawning they advance: 


Ts inhumanity to bleſs by chance. 


If merit ſues, and greatnefs is fo loth _ 


I grant at court, Philander, at his need 


er! thou art exquiſitely bleſt; 


The man i: found who ny be juſtly proud; 


Rut, fee l how fickly is ambition's taſte ? 


Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a feaft ? 


For lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 


In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 
Some nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 


And love a market where the rates run high. 


Italian muſic's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 


Their vanity is tickled, not their ear; 
Their taſtes would leſſen if the prices fell, 
And Shakeſpear's wretched ſtuff do quite as well; 


Away the diſenchanted fair would throng, 


And own, that Engliſh is their mother- tongue. 


To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 
Imported nymphs our pecreſſes outſnine; 


While tradeſmen ſtarve theſe Philomels are gay „ 
For gen'rous lords had rather give than pay. 


O laviſh land, for ſound at ſuch expence 


Muſic J paffionately love, 'tis plain, 


To nail our ears down, but expoſe our head. 
Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſcene !. 

The legiſlature join'd with Drury- lane 

When Britain calls, th*cmbroider'd patriots run, 


« Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?” 

Yes, doubtleſs ; but firſt ſet your notions right. 
Worth of politeneſs is the needful ground ; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne*er be found. 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; 


Tis ſolid bodies only poliſh well. 


Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter days, 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways, 


— Well, Heideger, doſt thou my maſter ſerve; 


Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve; 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais'd, 
In various forms of worthip ſcen him prais'd ; 


; 


: ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
Be wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forfike ; | 


Are duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; 


| To fee the fifty churches at a ſtand. 
And, that thy miniſter may never fail, 


The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 


| 


Fixt is the fate of whores and fiddleftrings ! 
9 Tho' bold theſe truths, thou Mule, with 
(Thanks ta his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. | 
Of cry charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt. a 
15 Philands 

The public envy ! now then, *tis allow'd, 


| On then, my muſe! and fools and knaves expoſe, 
And, ſince thou canſt not make a friend, make focs. 


And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
{ Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 


A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice, 


Are prizes in the lottery of life; | 
| Genius and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great, 
To merit, is but to provide a pain | 


| Whom my preſaging thoughts already view 


In ſolemn council met, and deep debate ! 
What godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 


Wilt none offend, whom is a praiſe to pleaſe; 


Book If, 


Gaud devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 
nd fung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown 
fnferior off *fings to thy god of vice 


Thy facrifice ſupreme an hundred maids ! 
That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades ! 
If maids the quite exhauſted town denies, 
An hundred head of cuckolds muſt ſuffice. 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well-pleas'dwith the converted land, 


But what thy hand has planted ftill prevail, 
Of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſure 1 


See commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate, 


What wonder opens on th' expecting earth 2 
Tis done ! with loud applauſe the council rings! 


rruths like theſe, 


Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 

Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common-ſenſe, | 
To write a Satire which gave none offence ! 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you ſee 
If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me ? 


The fool and knave tis glorious to offend, 
The world, where lucky throws to block heads fall, 
How hard for real worth to gain its price 


If bleſt with pliant, tho? but flender ſenſe; 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence. 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth gongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face, | 
A beauteous fiſter, or convenient wife, 


From mens refuſing what you ought to gain. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 


Still higher in your prince's favour plac'd; 
And ſerve their country—if the dance is done. 


| To the Right Honourable Sir Spencer Campion. 


By Walpole's conduł̃t fir'd, and friend ihip grac d, 


And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 

Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd ; 
Bear this from one who holds your friendſhip deat 
What moſt we with, with cafe we fancy near. 
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SATIRE IV. 


RO ſome fair tree th'ambitious woodbilf 
grows, a 
And breathes her ſweetson the ſupporting bought” 
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Obliging 
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go ſweet the verſe, th'ambitious verſe, ſhould be 
(0! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee; 
Thec, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide, 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, =” 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh ; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 

The crown's aſſerter, and the peoples friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the labours of the Muſe ; 


And 'tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 

Vext at a public 2 ſo juſtly won, 
The jealous Chremes 1s with ſpleen undone, 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 
Devotes his ſervice to the ſtate and crown ; 

All ſchemes he knows, and knowing, all improves, 
Tho? Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this patriot loves; 
But patriots differ, ſome may ſhed their blood ; 
He drinks his coffee for the public good; 
Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſees 
What ſtorms or ſunſhine Providence decrees ; 


3 Knows for each day the weather of our fate : 
A quidnunc is an almanac of ſtate. | 5 
You ſmile, and think this ſtateſman void of uſe. 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian nut, 
ſeez Since ſteeds of genius are expert at put, 
Since half the {cnate not content can ſay, 
ſe, Geeſe nations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 
XS, What makes him model realms and counſel 
An incapacity for ſmaller things. [kings ? 
Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, 
fall, And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 
all. Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' kill, 
f And boldly claims a province higher ſtill. 
To raiſe a name, th'ambitious boy has got 
At once a bible and a ſhoulder-xnot; 
Deep in the ſecret he looks thro' the whole, 
e, And pities the dull rogue that ſaves his ſoul; 
| Totalk with rev rence you muſt take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the Creed. 
Howe'er, well-bred, in public he complies, 
Obliging friends alone with blaſphemies. 
15 Pecrege is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 
| For this diſeaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 
* ve not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And falling ſtocks quite cur'd an unbelicf ? 
7 While the ſun ſhines, Blunt talks with wond'rous 
-ac'dy force; | | | 
| But thunder mars ſmall beer and weak diſcourſe. 
d, Such uſeful inſtruments the weather ſhow, 
'd; uit as their Mercury is high or low. 
dear; Health chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark; 
ar. fever argues better than a Clarke; 
but the logic in his pulſe decay, 
e Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 
ON « hile C | ith end 
UXG: Ty. mourns with an unfeign'd zca 
h apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once fo well. 
C— who makes ſo merry with the creed, 
Wo. Hz almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 
xqbint But only thinks ſo ; to give both their due, 
: p — believe, = tremble — | 
ughs* ome for glory, ſuch the boundleſs rage 
5 85 N glory, h rage, 


they're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
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Thy fmiles protect her, while thy talents fire ; 


Arbuthnot is a fool, and F— 
8 ly will fright you, E-— ens 
| By nature ſtreams run back ward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and S—x is the worſt of friends. 


— 


= 
Narciſſus the Tartarian club diſclaims ; 


| Nay, a free-maſon with ſome terror names 


Omits no duty, nor can envy ſay 


| He wiſs'd theſe many years the church or play; 


He makes no noiſe in parliament, tis true, 
But pays his debts and viſit when tis due; 


His character and gloves are ever clean; 
| And then he can outbow the bowing dean! 


A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 


Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares, 


In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief 


Patient of idleneſs beyond belief, . 

| Moſt charitably lends the town his face 

For ornament, in ev'ry public place; 

| As ſure, as cards, he to th'aſſembly comes, 

| And is the furniture of drawing- rooms. 
When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, 


And, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three. 


Narciſſus is the glory of his race ; 


For who does nothing with a better grace? 
To deck my lift, by nature were deſign'd 


Such ſhining expletives of human kind, 
Who want, while thro? blank life they dream 


along, 


| Senſe to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. 


To counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, 


| | Some for renown are ſingular and odd; 


What other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe, 


Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodes ; 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter till, 


And birth-days are their days of dreffing ill. 
a ſage, 
engage; 


They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 


And bluſh, if you ſurpriſe them in the right, 


If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A ſwan is white, or Queenſberry is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 


| A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out; 
| His paſſion for abſurdity's fo ſtrong, 


He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. [ſhewn_ 
Tho' wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is 
In wearing others follies than your own. 

If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 
Methinks you ſh-11d endeavour to be wiſe, 
But what in cddneſs can be more ſublime 
Than S—, the foremoſt toyman of his time? 
His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 

His daughter's portion a rich ſhell inhances, 


| And Aſhmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 
| Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru ! | 


How his eyes languiſh ! how his thoughts adore 

That paiated coat which Joſeph never wore ! 

He ſhews on holidays a facred pin 

That toucht the ruff that toucht queen Beſs's chin, 
« Since that greatdearth our chronicles deplore, 


Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
Was ever year unbleſt as this?“ he'll cry, 
It has not 2 us one new butterfly!“ 


In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, 


Unhappy I——y ! how came you to plcaſs? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game; 

| * „ his chace is much the ſame. 
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Or Lico or their ſhadows lag behind: 


As if their grandeur, by contagion wrought, 
And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 


The Dane is more familiar with his grace. 
_ Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotren peer ; 
Or living pendant, dangling at his ear, | 
For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro' the town? 


Still to reflect the temper of his face) 


Or cuſhion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 
Io loll, or thump it for his better eaſe ? 
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Warm in purſuit, he levees all the great, | 


Stanch to the foot of title and eſtate. 
Where'er their lordſhips go, they never find, | 
He ſets them ſure, where'er their lordſhips run, 
Cloſe at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; | 


But after ſeven years dance from place to place; 


Who'd be a glaſs, with flattering grimace, |} 
Or happy pin to ſtick upon his fleeve, 
M hen my lord's gracious,and vouch ſafes its leave? 


Or a vile butt, for noon or night beſpoke, 

When the peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his joke? 
Who ſhake with laughter, tho' he could not find 

His lordſhip's jeſt ? or, if his noſe broke wind, 

For bleſſings to the gods profoundly bow, 
That can cry chimney- ſweep, or drive a plough ? 

With terms like theſe howmean the tribe that cloſe! 

Scarce meaner they, who terms like theſe umpole. 
But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply? 
The men of ink, or ancient authors Ive ; 

The writing tribe, who ſhartelefs auctions hold 

Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold: 

All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 

Wirth deathlefs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 

For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 

As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt. 


That wealth is fame, another can reply, 


KTRACTS, Boox II. 
And barren Labeo, the true mumpet's faſhion, 


| Expoſes borrow'd brats to move compatlion. 


Tho! ſuch myſelf, vile bards I diſcommend ; 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my friend. 

« T$'t then a crime to write ?”—if talents rare 

Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear; 

For ſome, tho' few, there are, large - minded men, 
Who watch, unfeen, the labours of the pen; 

VM ho know the muſe's worth, and therefore court 


| Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 


Who ſerve, unaſk'd, the leaft pretence to wit; 
My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. 

Will Harcourt pardon, if I dare commend 
Harcourt, with zeal a patron, and a friend ? 
Argyle true wit is ſtudious to reſtore; 


| And Dorſet ſmiles, if Phoebus ſmil'd before. 
Pembroke in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 


And Henrietta, hike a muſe, inſpires. 
But ah! not infpiration can obtain 
That Fame which poets languiſh for in vain. 
How mad their aim who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
| To graſp what no man can poſſeſs alive 
Fame's a reverſion, in which men take place 
(O late reverſion ) at their own deceaſe. 
This truth ſagacious Lintot knows ſo well, 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may ſel! ! 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry; 


Who know no guilt, no fcandal but in rays; 
And fwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old, 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 
The firſt young lord, which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt hunks in Lombard-ſtreet, 
From reſcu'd candles ends who rais'd a ſum, 


«« Boyle ſhines in council, Mordaunt in the fight, 
% Pelham's magnificent; but I can write, 


« And what to my great ſoul like glory dear?” 


Till ſome god whifpers in his tingling car, 
That fame's unwholeſome, taken without meat; 


And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is cat. 


Grown lean and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 


And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. | 
Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, | 


That his triumphant name adorns a polt ? 


Or that his ſhining page (provoking fate l) 


Defends ſirloins, which ſons of dulneſs cat? 
VW hat foe to verſe without compaſſion hears ? 
What cruel proſe- man can refrain from tears 
When the poor muſe, tor leſs than half-a-crown, 
A proſtitute on ev'ry bulk in town, | 


Vith other whores undone, tho” not in print, 
Clups credit for Geneva in the Mint 


Ye bards! why will you ſing, tho' uninſpir' d? 
Ye bards | why will you ſtarve, to be admir'd ? 
PDefunct by Phœbus' laws, beyond redrefs, 
Why will your ſpectreſs haunt the frighted preſs? 
Rad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 
_ Like hair, will ſprout, altho* the poet's dead. 
All other trades demand, verſe- makers beg; 
A dedication is a wooden leg; | 


A Daniſh Dug. | 


And ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb. 

A beardleſs miſer! 'tis a guilt unknown 
To former times; a fcandal all our own. 

Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caſtalio dies; 
Name but tlic fair, love wells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail, but—half- a- crown. 

He glories to late times to be con vey'd, 
Not for the poor he has rchev'd, but made. 
| Not tuch ambition his great fathers fir d, 

When Harry conquer'd, and half France expir'd. 
| He'd be a ſlave, a pimp, a dog for gain; 
| Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 
*« Who'd be a ſlave? the gallant colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
75 deathlets tame he loudly pleads his right. 
Juſt is his title, for I will not fight: 
All ſoldiers valour, all drviacs have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty—by their place. 
But when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of Go, 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word: 
A tweet revenge, and half abſolves his, ſword- 
Of boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
| A ſoldier thould be modeſt as a maid : - 
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Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy, 
Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
is the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. 
Were there no tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 
Auguſtus? deeds in arms had ne'er been known ! 
Auguſtus' deeds ! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
duch is the prince's worth of whom I ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. 


$ 48. Love of Fame the Univerſul Paſſion. 
| 1 - | =". GENS 


On Women. 
1) faireft of creation! laſt and beſt 


Of all God's wworks Creature, in whom excell'd | 


Matever can to fight or thought be form'd 

Hv, divine, good, amiable, or feveet /! 1 
Hie art thou loſt ! T M1LTON, 
NOR reigns ambition in bold man alone; 

+ Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 
But, there indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies and dethroning kings. 
Attend, and you diſcern it m the fair, 

Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair; 

Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye; 

Or in full joy elaborate a ſigh. 

The ſex we honor, tho' their faults we blame; 
Nay, thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme. 
A theme, fair—— ! doubly kind to me, 
vince ſatirizing thoſe is praiſing thee 3 
Who would'ſ not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 

A panegyric of a groſſer kind. | 

Britannia'sdaughters, much more fair than nice, 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price ; 

Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarniſk to the fated ſight. 

As unreſerv'd and beauteous as the ſun, 

Thro' ev'ry ſign of vanity they run; 
Alemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city-halls, 
Lectures and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, executions, Smithfield-cenes, 


And fortune-tellers caves, and lions dens, 


averns, exchanges, Brilewelts, drawing- rooms, 
Intalnents, pillories, coronations, tombs, - 
vmblers, and funerals, puppet-ſhews, reviews, 
dales, races, rabbits (and ſtill ſtranger ! )pews. 
Clarinda's boſom burns, but burns for Fame; 
ad love lies vanquiſn'd in a nobler flame; 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe now diſpenſes; then, 
ke April ſuns, dives into clouds agen. 
ich all her luſtre, now, her lover warms; 
hen, out of oſtentation, hides her charms. 
is next her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 
And to be taken with a ſudden pain ; 
hen the ſtarts up, all ecſtaſy and bliſe, 
dis, ſweet ſoul ! juſt as ſincere in this. 
ow ſhe rolls her charming eyes in ſpite 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than waiſt, 
+ Coaquers for the triumph, not the prize. 


goox II. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| Deceives mankind, and hides behind her fac:. 
| Who, thro? good-breeding, is ill company ; 


_ | Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe; 
Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace; 


But 'tis a taſk indeed to learn—to hear. 


[Wich all the diflates of humanity ; 
Thro' wiſdom, ſhe refwics to ſubinit 


| Rejefts her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain, 


Juſt intimates the lady's diſcontent. 


| But keen Zantippe, ſcorning borrow'd flame, 


| She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice. 
| Doubly, like echo, ſound is her delight; 


Our ardent labours for the toys we teck, 


But one—a female friend“, endearing {mile ; 


] 
} 


O'er cooling gruel and compoſing tea. 


Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines riſe 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wiſe? 


What black, what ceaſeleſs cares beſiege our ſtate? 


Men drop ſo faſt, cre life's mid ſtage we tread, 
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Zara reſembles Etna crown'd with ſnows ; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows ; 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir'd, 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
She reads the pſalms and chapters for the day 
In —— Cleopatra, or the laſt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a ſolemn grace, 


Nor far beneath her in renown is ſhe 


To find you news who racks her ſubtile head, 
And vows—that her great grandfather i; dead. 
A dearth of words a woman need not fear; 


In that the ſkill of converſation lies: ; 
Thar ſhows, or makes you both polite and wiſe. 

Zantippe crics © let nymphs who nought can 
« Be loſt in ſilence, and reſign the day; ſtay, 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs _ 
« By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs.“ 
Thro' virtue, ſhe refuſes to comply 


- — 


To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit 
Then, her unblemiſh'd honor to maintain, 


But if by chance an ill- adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary Lord, 
Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent, 
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Wine may, indeed, excite the mcekeſt dame, 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play 


Nor reſts by night, but more ſincere than nice, 
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And the laſt word is her eternal right. 


Famine, plague, war, andan unnumber'd throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong; 


— 


What ſtrokes we feel from fancy and from fate 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow; 

We make misfortune ſuicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid | unneceſſary {kill ! 

Is nature backward to torment or kill? 

How oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell 
(That iron tongue of death!) with ſolemn kne!l, 
On folly's errands, as we vainly roam, { home? 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 


Few know ſo many friends alive as dead. 
Vet, as immortal, in our uphill chace 
We preſs coy fortune with unſlacken'd pace; 


Join night to day, and Sunday to the weck. 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between ſatiety and nerce deſire 

Now what reward for all this grief and tcl ? 
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Victorious tenderneſs ! it all o' ercame; 
Huſbands look'd mild, and ſavages grew tame 


Man is not all the game thev have in view : 
In woads and fields their glory they complete; 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Miſs Charles to toilets is confin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barb'rous ſun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag'd ſteed; 
Command his prancings with a martial air; 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. 


Who fits triumphant o'er the flying wheel ; 

And as ſhe guides it thro? th'admiring threng, 
With what an air ſhe ſmacks the ſilken thong! 
_ Graceful, as John, ſhe moderates the reins, | 


_ Sefoftris-like, ſuch Charioteers as theſe 


They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit, 


Ho then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 
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Their bliſs the theme and envy of the town. 
The day was fix'd ; when, with one acre more, | 
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A tender ſmile, our ſorrow's only balm, | 
And, in life's tempeſt, the ſad ſailor's calm. 
Hlow have I ſeen a gentle nympi draw nigh, 


Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye ; 


The Sylvan race our active nymphs purſue ; 


More than one ſteed muſt Delia's empire feel, 


And whiſtles ſweet her diuretic ſtrains. 


May drive fix harneſs'd monarchs, if they pleaſe, 


Leap, ſwim, ſhoot-flymg, and pronounce on wit. 


With legs toſt high, on her ſophee ſhe fits, 
Vouchſaſing audience to contending wits ; 
Of each performance ſhe's the final teſt ; 

One act read o'er, ſhe prophecies the reſt ; 
And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 
Fully convinces all the town —ſhe's fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateila's face, 

How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe ! 
Some ladies judgment in their features lies, 
And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes. 
But hold, ſhe cries, lampooner ! have a care: 


Muſt I want common ſenſe becauſe I'm fair? 


O no: ſec Stella, her eyes ſhine as bright 
As if her tongue was never 1n the right ; 
And yet what rcal learning, judgment, fire! 
She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire ; 


We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 
Nor is't a ſanction for impertinence, 
Sempronia lik'd her man, and well ſhe might, 
The youth, in perſon and in parts, was bright; 
Poſſcſt of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd. 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own: 


In ſtept deform'd, debauch'd, diſeas'd threeſcore. 

The fatal ſequel I thro' ſhame forbear. 

Of pride and av'rlce who can cure the fair? 
Man's rich with little, were his judgment true; 

Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 

Thoſe few wants anſwer'd bring ſincere delights; 
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Fancy and pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 
Which relith nor to reaſon, nor to ſenſe, 


When ſurfeit or unthankfulneſs defiroys, 


Ia nature's narrow ſphere, our folid joys, 


| In fancy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 


Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures grow, 


| Like cats in air pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive. 


On joys too thin to keep the foul alive, 
Lemira's ſick, make haſte, the doctor call: 


He comes: but where's his patient? At the ball. 
The doctor ſtares ! her woman couit'fies low, 
And cries, © my lady, Sir, is always fo. 


„ Diverſions put her malad ies to fight! 
Frue, ſhe can't ſtand, but ſhe can dance all night, 


l've known my lady (for ſhe love's a tune) 


% For fevers take an opera in June, 


«© With indigeſtions, ſupper juſt at three.” 


A ſtrange alternative! replies Sir Hans, 


Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance ? 
Tho? ſick to death, abroad they ſafely roam; 
But droop and die, in perfect health at home 


| For want—burt not of health, are ladies ill; 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's bill. 
Oer the belle lettre lovely Daphne reigns, | 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains. 


Alas ! my heart, how languiſhingly fair 
Yon lady lolls ! with what a tender air! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when 


| O'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 
{| Is her Lord angry, or has Viny * chid > © 


Dead is her father, or the maik forbid ? 


Late fitting-up has turn'd her roſes white.” 


Why went ſhenotto bed? Becauſe 'twas night,” 


| Did ſhe then dance or play? Nor this, nor that,” 


Well, night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 
© No, all alone, her pray'rs ſhe rather choſe, 


Than be thatwretch to ſleeptill morning roſe.” 


Then Lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the faſhionable owls, to bed. 
This her pride covets, this her health denies ; 


| Her ſoul is filly, but her body's wiſe. 


Others with curious arts dim charms revive, 


And triumph in the bloom of fifty-five. 


You, in the morning, a fair nymph invite, 

To keep her word a brown'one comes at night; 

Next day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy black, and then 
Refolves into her native red agen. 


Like a dove's neck ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 


And is her own dear rival in your arms. 


But one admirer has the painted laſs ; 


| Nor finds that one but in her looking-glaſs. 


Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 


| That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe the leſs: 
} To deck the female cheek, He only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the lily and the roſe. [pov® 


How gay they ſmile! ſuch bleſſings natule 
O'erftock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores; 
| In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 

Sherears her flow'rs, and ſpreads her velvet gre 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely deſart trace, 
And waſte their muſic on the ſavaye race. 


Bur fools create themſelves new appetites, 


Lare 


Is Nature then a niggard of her bliſs? 
| Repine we guiltleſs in a world like this? 


But 


And tho” perhaps vou'll think the practice bold, 
„A midnight park is ſov'reign for a cold. 
£ With colics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 
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| Choice of the prudent, envy of the great! 


Ne court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 


Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
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But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted Art's deprav'd allurements chuſe. 
Such Fluvia's paſſion for the town; freſh air 
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair; 
Green fields, and thady groves, and cryſtal ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
But ſmoke, and duſt, and noiſe, and crowds delight; 
And to be preſt to death tranſports her quite! 
Where ſilver riv'lets play thro' flow'ry meads, 
And woodbines give 3 ſweets, and limes their 
| Sages, Z N 


Black kennels abſent odours ſhe regrets, Il „ 
% Ah, barbarous man,” ſhe cries, © how cculd 


And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets! 
Is ſtormy life preferr'd to the ſerene? | 

Or is the public to the private ſcene? 

Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth and open way ; 

Thro' briers and brambles, in the world we ſtray, 

Stiff oppoſition, and perplex'd debate, 

And thorny care, and rank and ftinging hate, 

Which choke our paſſage, vur career control, 

And wound the firmeſt temper of the ſoul. 

O facred ſolitude ! divine retreat! i 


— — 


By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 


The genuine offspring of her-lov'd embrace | 

(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace. 

There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 

We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 

There, you with health, with bus'neſs unper- 

plex'd, N | 

This life we reliſh, and enſure the next: 

There too the Muſes ſport; theſe numbers free, 

Pierian Eaſtbury ! 1 owe to thee. * 
There ſport the Muſes; but not there alone: 

Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 


A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit. 

Both wits! tho? miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Three days, three wond'rous days, they liv'd in 
| :ace ! | 

With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
On Durfey's poeſy and Bunyan's proſe. 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce ! 
Phœbe, tho? the poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs. 
Laboriouſly purſues deluſive toys, IR 
Content with pains, ſince they're reputed joys; 1 
Wich what well-acted tranſport will the ſay, 
„Well, ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday | 
And then that charming party for to-morrow !” 
Tho' well ſhe knows 'twill languith into ſorrow. 
But the dares never boaſt the preſent hour, 
So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her pow' r. 

or ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 

he preſent moment, like a wife we ſhun, 

nd ne er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 

Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 

leaſure, like quickſilver, is bright and coy; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt ſkill; _ 
Null ir eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 
et ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty tains, 


Viat is it but rank poiton 1a your veins ? 


| Mechlin (the queen of lace) and Colberteeu. 


ESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 


Pride whutpers in her car pernicious lics; 


Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face fo fine, 


There's no ſatiety of charms divine: 
Hence, if:her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and the melts (ſweet foul) in tears. 


She, fond and young, laſt week, her with enjoy'd, 
In foft amuſement all the night employ'd, 
The morning cars, when Strephon waking found 


(Surpriſing fight !) his bride in ſorrow drown'd. 
« weep?” _ {yvou—llecep??" 


Men love a miſtreſs as they love a feaſt; 


Ho grateful one to touch, and one to taſte? 


Yet ſure, there is a certain time of day 

We with our miſtreſs and our meat away; 
But ſoon the ſated appetites return; | 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn. 
Eternal love let man, then, never {wcar ; 


Let women never triumph, nor deſpair; [ chill; 
Nor praiſe nor blame too much the warm or 


Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 

There is indeed a paſſion more retin'd 
For thoſe few nymphs, whoſe charms are of the 
But not of that unfaſhionable fet  [mind: 


Is Phillis: Phillis and her Damon met. 


Eternal love exactly hits her taſte; 
Phillis demands eternal love at Icaſt. 
Embracing Phillis with ſoft ſiniling eyes, 


Eternal love I vow, the ſwain replies: 


But fav, my all ! my miſtreſs! and my friend 
What day next week th'cternity ſhall end? 
Some nymphs prefer aſtronomy to love; 


Elope from mortal men, and range above. 


The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 


Where in a box the whole creation lics. 
She ſees the planets in their turns advance, 


And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 

Of Deſaguilier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 

And Whiſton has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries | 


Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 


But rho? to-day this rage of ſcience reigns 
(O fickle ſex!) ſoon end her learned pains. 


Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a tot, 


To—turn, ſhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right; _ 


She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 


While puzzl'd learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to fight, and elegant to thonght, 

The great are vanquiſh'd, andthe wiſe are taught. 
Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet, 
When ſcrious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet ; 
In glitt'ring ſcenes, o'er ber own heart, ſevere ; 
In crowds, collected; and in courts, ſincere; 
Sincere and warm with zcal well underſtood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good. 

Yet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, | 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown the wears ; 
Of filks and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 


In theſe great points ſhe leads the commen- veal ; 


And if diſputes of empire rie between 
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* What miracle,” ſays Strephon, makes thee 
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And, gratis, clears religious myſteries ! 
Reſalv'd the church's welfare to enſure, 


What angels would theſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they ſew as well! - 


Can ſlie more decently the doctor woo ? 


Ot her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that! 


To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 
O how his pious ſoul exults, to find 
Siich love for holy men in womankind! 
Chbam'd with her learning, with what rapture he 
Hlangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee; 


She impiouſly prefers the world to love. 


Ho will the miſer ſtartle, to be told 


What nature wants has an intrinſic weight 3 
All more is but the faſhion of the plate, 


344 


Affumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 

When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 

Their emulation only in their drefs ? | 
But v4 the Nymph that mounts above the 
. | 1 


And make her family a ſinecure. | 
The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 
But takes in texts of ſcripture at piquet 
In thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 


Yet why ſhould not the fair her text purſue ? 
*Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 5 


Iſaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
When he has knock'd at his own ſkull in vain, 


Hums round about her, and with all his pow'r 
ExtraCts ſweet wildom from fo fair a flow'r ! 

The young and gay declining, Abra flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe : 
By nature, more an eagle than a dove, 


Can wealth give happineſs * look round, and ſee 
What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery! 
Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour 
The mind anmhilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth 1s a cheat, believe not what it ſays; 
Like any Lord it promiſes—and pays. 


Of ſuch a wonder as inſolvent gold ! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
»Tis doubt! 'tis darkneſs! till ſuſpended fate | | 


| To ſcale the Alps—that is, aſcend the ſtairs. 
_ | My fan! let others ſay, who laugh at toil ; 


And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 


t | One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head, 
| Tf there a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 


| Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarve ; 


1 
4 


Book 11, 
The languid lady next appears in ſtate, 


Who was not born to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to ſo ſevere a doom, | 
She by juſt ſtages journeys round the room: 
But, knowing her own weakneſs, the deſpairs 


Fan! hood! gloves! ſcarf! is her laconic ſtyle, 
That Betty rather ſecs than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips and meaning eye 
Pierce out the idea her faint words deny. 

O liſten with attention moſt profound | 

Her voice 1s but the ſhadow of a ſound, 

And help! O help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 


She pants ! ſhe finks away ! and is no more, 
Let the robuſt and the gigantic carve, 


But chew ſhe muſt herſelf, ah cruel fate! 
That Rofalinda can't by proxy eat. 
An antidote in female caprice lies | 
(Kind Heav'n!) againſt the poiſon of their eyes, 
Thaleſtris triumphs in a manly mien, 
Loud 1s her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ? 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This honeſt fellow is | and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous huſband pain; 
(Vain is the taſk to petticoats afſign'd, 
If wanton language thews a naked mind) 
And now and then to grace her cloquence, 
An oath ſupplies the vacancies of ſenſe. 


| Hark ! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 


And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to {wear, 
By Jove, is faint, and for the ſimple ſwain; 


She on the Chriſtian ſvſtem is profane. 


| But tho? the volley rattles in your ear, 
Believe her dreſs, ſhe's not a grenadier, 


It charms us now, anon we caſt anew, 
To ſome fret birth of fancy more inclin'd : 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 


II thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 
| Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view; When Jove deputes a lady in his ſtead ! | 


A lady! pardon my miſtaken pen ; 
A ſhameleſs woman is the worſt of men. 
Few to good-breeding make a juſt pretence, 


_ Miſtaken lovers, who-make worth their care, Good-breeding is the bloſſom of good ſenſe; 


And think accomplif{ments will win the fair, 


The fair, 'tis true, by genius thould be won, 
As flow'rs unfold their beauties to the ſun; 
And yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, 
And wit muſt wear the willow with the bays. 
Nought ſhines fo bright in vain L. iberia's eye 


As rior, unpudence, and perfidv; | 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 


IA violated my now reigns, 


The laſt reſult of an accompliſh'd mind, 
With outward grace, the body*s virtue, join'd, 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Indian painters modern toaſts agree; 
The point they aim at is deformity : 

They throw their perſons with a hoyden air 

' Acroſs the room, and toſs into the chair. 


And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 


maid 3 


| They, for our manners have exchang'd their own. 


For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charms, | The modeſt lcok, the caltigatcd grace, 


Snatches the dear deftroyer to her arms, 
And amply gives (tho' treated long amiſs) 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 

If you reſent, and wiſh a woman ill, 
Bur turn her o'er ene moment to her will, 
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The gentle movement, and flow meaſur'd pace, 


| For which her lovers dy'd, her parents paid, 


Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
tiff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer art and nature to be rude, 
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lodern breeding carry to its height, 
. 42 ſelf will be — | 
Ye rifing fair! ye bloom of Britain's iſle ! 
When high-born Anna, with a ſoften'd ſmile, 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
What ſeems moſt hard is not to be well-bred. 
Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, | 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 
But adoration ! give me ſomething more, 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore; 
Nought treads fo ſilent as the foot of Time: 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime; 
'Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. | 
O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 
Who looks thro? ſpeCtacles to ſee your charms | 
While rival undertakers hover round, 
And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
Intent, not on her own, but others doom, 
She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd ſprights away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms 1nfold, 
And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 
Her grizzled locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, 
And art has levell'd her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve ; 
We'll aſk her bletling, but can't aſk her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herſclf) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred age 
Of prudeat Porta! her grey hairs engage, 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline; 


| 


That, and that only, can old age ſuſtain ; 
Which vetall wiſh, nor know they with for pain, 
Not numerous are our joys when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few ; 

But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop apace; by nature ſome decay, 
And ſome the blaſts of fortune ſweep away; 
Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud _ 
We call for Death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Where's Portia now? but Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 
Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipt in morning dew ? 
Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to fly from ills to come? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
nves at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 

Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro, 

while torment, and then quite ſink in woe. 

c beauteous orphans! ſince in ſilent duſt 

our beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 

Life ſwarms with ills, the boldeſt are afraid: 
Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 

Unfit for conflict, round beſet with woes ; 

nd man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foes ! 
N hen kind, moſt cruel; when oblig'd the moſt, 
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Virtue's the paint that can make wrinkles ſhine, | 


| 1 know her not—* Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 
Who knows his patron now ?* reply'd the 
ET | | — 
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Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create. 
If on your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 
'T will ever ſtick, thro* malice of your own. 
Moſt hard! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; 


| And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe : 


Then pleaſe the beſt: and know, for men of ſenſe | 


| Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 
| Arts On the mind, like paint upon the face, . 
| Fright him that's worth 


your love, from your 
embrace. B 


In ſumple manners all the ſecrer lies EO. 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 


Vain ſhew and noiſe intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 
Affe not empty fame and idle praiſe, 
Which all thoſe wretches I deſcribe betrays: 
Your ſex's glory 'tis to ſhine unknown; 


Of all applauſe be fondeſt of your own. 
Beware the fever of the mind! that thirſt 


With which this age is eminently curſt. 
To drink of pleaſure but inflames deſire, 


| And abſtinence alone can quench the fire. 


Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb, 


| Give peace in hand, and promiſe bliſs to come. 


fang 
 YouNG. 
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On Women. 


9 49. Love of Fame the Univerſal 


| Inſcribed to the Right Honourable Lady Elizabeth 


Germain. | 
| Tnterdum tamen S tollit Comedia vocem. 
5 „ Hos. 
SOUGHT a patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 
Apollo whiſper'd in my ear— Germain.” 


© Men write, to me and to the world unknown; 


Then ſteal great names to ſhicld them from 
FR: | 5 | 
* Detected worth, like beauty diſarray'd, 
To covert flies, of praiſc ittelf afraid; 
© Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays, 
In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe : 
© Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 
| © When ſuch the theme, 'rwill eaſily be done.“ 
Ye fair! to draw your excellence ar length, 
| Excceds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength ; 
You here in miniature your pictures ſee; | 
Nor hope from Zinks more juſtice than from me. 
My portraits grace your mind, as his your fide; 
His portraits will inflame, mine quench your 
pride; | | 
He's dear, you frugal; chuſe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all my pay. 
Lavinia 1s polite, but not profane ; 
To church as conſtaut as to Drury-lane. 


qlc leaft obliging ; and by fevours, loit ! 


She 
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She decently in form pays Heav'n its due; 
And makes a civil viſit to her pew, 

Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 
Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : . 


Court'ſies to court'ſies, then, with grace tucceed; 


Not one the fair omits, but at the creed, 
Or if ſhe joins the ſervice, tis to ſpeak ; 


__ Thro'dreadful ſilence the pent heart might break ; 


VUntaugght to bear it, women talk away | 
Jo God himlelf, and fondly think they pray. 


But ſweet the accent, and their air retin'd 


For they're before their Maker—and mankind : 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himſelf will toll the pariſh-bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 


Pruſa receives her viſitants in bel 


But chaſte as ice, this Veſta to defy 
The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 
When from her ſhects her lovely form the lifts, 
She begs you juſt would turn you while ſhe ſhifts. 
Thoſe charms are greateſt which decline the 
: fight, . 
That * the banquet poignant and polite. 


There is no woman where there's no reſerve 


And *tis on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. 
But with the modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing, they call a nymph of ſpirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 
And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
« Or if you take a lion by the beard ?, 
Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, | 
Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſtan bear,” 
Firſt make your will, and then converſe with her. 
This lady glories in profuſe expence, 
And thinks diſtraction is magniicence. 
To beggar her gallant is fome delight; 
To be more fatal till is exquiſite. | 
Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 
In duel fell two lovers; one run mad. 
Her foes their honeſt execrations pour; 
Her lovers only ſhould deteſt her more. | 
Thrice happy they ! who think I boldly feign, 
And ſtartle at a miſtreſs of my brain. 1 
Flavia's conſtant to her old gallant, 
And gen'rouſly 12 him in his want. 
But marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, : 
A hell no lady fo polite can bear. 


' 1 


She's faithful, the's obſervant, and with pains | 


| Her angel brood of baftards the maintains. 


Nor leaſt advantage has the fair to plead, 

But that of guilt above rhe marriage-bed. 
Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint ; 

Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a faint: 
Her ſoul ſuperior, flies yak | 

So gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 
Some might ſuſpect the nymph not over good 
Nor would they be miſtaken if they thou'd. 
Unmarry'd Abra puts on formal airs; 
Her cuſhion's thread-bare 

pray'rs. 

Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 
At once engag'd in pray'r and charity! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| The rude material; wiſdom add to this, 
_ | Wiſdom, the ole artificer of bliſs. 


Wich Kill the vibrates her eternal tongue, 
For ever moſt —_— in the wrong. 


| But veil her very wit with modeſty ; 
| Let man diſcover, let not her diſp as 5 
| But yield her charms of mind with ſweet delay, 


| To make themſelves important, men muſt grieve, 


| N The fact ſhe 


IH Has no deſign but on her huſband's peace; 
| © How charming this? — The pleaſure laſted 


And was diverted when he ſhould be pain'd. 
| How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more! 


_ | She tries her thouſand arts, but none ſucceed : 


Her huſband's pain was dearer than her life. 


| Her majeſty to-morrow calls for more. 
| His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 


| < You went laſt night with Celia to the ball.” 


with her conſtant | Nc 
| | And arrant contradictions are the ſame. 


Boox | 
And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 


Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed ; 


If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. | 
Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark; 
And nothing now is wanting—but her ſpark, 
Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in tate ; 
She weds an idiot, but ſhe eats in plate, 
The goods of fortune, which her ſoul pollel; 
Are but the ground of unmade happinels ; 


She from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by need, 
Of thin content can draw the ſubtle thread; 
But (no detraCtion to her ſacred ſkill) 
If the can work in gold, tis better ſtill, 
If Tullia had been bleſt with half her ſenſe, 
None could too much admire her extellence. 
But fince ſhe can make errot ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
With underſtanding ſhe is quite o'er-run; 
And by too great accompliſhments undone, 


Naked in nothing ſhould a woman be, 


For pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 


Leſbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 

Pretends the fop ſhe laughs at is ador'd. 

In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence ; 
2 were ſcarce a worſe offence, 

Mira, endow'd with ev'ry charm to bleſs, 


He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 
At ſmall inquietudes in her he lov'd. long; 


Now ev'ry day the fit comes thick and ſtrong; 
At laſt he found the charmer only feign'd, 


What greater vengeance have the Gods in ftore! 

She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed : | 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous loving wife, 
Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due; 

Viſit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore; 

As unoil'd hinges querilouſly ſhrill. 


You prove it falſe. Not go! that's worſt of all,” 
Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame; 


| Her lover muſt be ſad to pleaſe her ſplcen; 
His mirth is an inexpiable fin, 


® Shakeſpeare, 


Fl 


Who would not think that Abra was a maig» 


For where's the man that's worthy of their bed. 
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To wreck | 
Is, if her | 


And this 


Should I d 


How woul 
She's quite 
What's 
Thro' whi 
They, lik 
The body 
Hence me! 
They kno 
Some fort 
car 
Some none 
Aſpaſia 
Of taſte re 
Yet reaps 
But to be 
% Folks a 
She's eleg 
Her delic: 
Each crea 


Old age v 
Fifteen is 
Thy forti 
But grant 
Their ba 
Life that 
Tnen ver 
The gro 
Julia's 
And kno 
Allembli 
That gui 
For diffi 
And tent 
But if de 
Her wiſe 
For her 
Nor take 
Preſides 
Importa 
Ladies 
By natw 
heir pr 
Why wi 
Syren 
And wit 
Conſcioi 
She ſtrai 
Her jud 
Becauſe 
Brun 
u feox 
aus C\ 
Uecauſe 


noo II. DIDAC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, xe. a 


For of all rivals that can 2 her breaſt, Think nought a trifle, tho? it ſmall appear; 


She's quite deform'd ! and yet the caſe is clear. | Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unty'd, 
What's female beauty but an air divine, And what ſhe has of head-dreſs is aſide. 
Thro' which the minds all-gentle graces ſhine? | She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
They, like the ſun, irradiate all between; Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſnuff'd her face. 
The body charms becauſe the foul is ſeen. | A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 
Hence men are often captives of a face, And would draw on jack-boots as ſoon as gloves, 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace; | Gloves by queen Beſs's maidens might be miſt, 
Some forms, though bright, no mortal man | Her bleſſed eyes ne'er ſaw a female fiſt. © 


bh There's one that wounds far deeper tban the a; Small ſands the mountain, moments make the 1 
| To wreck her quict, the moſt dreadful ſhelf N _—_ 8 0 Wt | | 
ed! Is, if her lover dares enjoy himſelf. | And trifles life. Your care to trifles give, 11 1 N 
And this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair, [Or you may die before you truly live. N 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare! | Go breakfaſt with Alicia, there you'll ſee UN! |: 
How would Melania be ſurpris'd to hear Simplex munditiis, to the laſt degree. | by ; | | 
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can bear; | : Lovers, beware! to wound how can ſhe fail, 
Some none reſiſt, tho? not exceeding fair. | With ſcarlet finger and long jetty nail? 
Aſpaſia's highly born and nicely bred, | For Hervey the firſt wit ſhe cannot be; 
le, Of taſte refin'd, in life and manaers read, Nor, cruel Richard, the firſt toaſt for thee, 
Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, Since full each other ſtation of ceaown, - 
ö But to be teaz'd by her own excellence. Who would not be the greateſt Trapes in town? 
« Folks are fo aukward ! things fo unpolite !”” | Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
She's elegantly pain'd from morn to night. A female floven is an odious fight. 
Her delicacy's ſhock'd where'er the goes; Fair Iſabella is fo fond of fame, 
Each creature's imperfeCtions are her woes. | That her dear ſelf is her eternal theme ; 


Hcav'n by its favours has the fair diſtreſt, | Thro' hopes of contradiction, oft the'll ſay, : 
And pour'd ſuch bleflings—thar ſhe can't be bleft. | « Methinks I look ſo wretchedly to-day , ? 
Ah! why fo vain, though blooming in thy | When moſt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 


| ſpring, LE I ͤTis often leſs a bleſſing than a ſnare. : 
ye Thou ſhining, frail, ador'd, and wretched thing! Diftruſt mankind ; with your own heart confer; 
* Old age will come, diſcaſe may come before; And dread ev'n there to find a flatterer. 
* Fiftcen is full as mortal as threeſcore. The breath of others raiſes our renown; 
Thy fortune and thy charms may ſoon decay; Our own as ſurely blows the pageant down ; 
But grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, [Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes, | Leſt ſoon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
* Life that ſupports them, in a moment breaks; But own I muſt, in this perverted age, 
Then wrought into the ſoul let virtucs ſhine; | Who moſt deſerve, can't always moſt engage. 
4 The A. eternal as the work divine. | So far is worth from making glory ſure, 
* Julia's a manager, ſhe's born for rule, | Ir often hinders what it ſhould procure. [wiſe? 


fied And knows her wiſer huſband is a fool; 
Aſſemblies holds and ſpins the ſubtle thread. 


| Whom praiſc we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, and 
+ That guides the lover to his fair one's bed; 


No; wretches whom in ſecret we deſpiſe. 
And who fo blind as not to fee the cauſe? 


For difficult amours can ſmooth the way, | No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe ; 
Y And tender letters dictate or convey. And yet of credit it lays in a ſtore, [ more. 
*. But if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the 
. Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs. I Ladies there are who think one crime is all; 
Py For her own breakfaſt ſhe'll project a ſcheme, | Can women then no way but backward fall? 
: Nor take her tea without a ſtraragemz ] So ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 
1 Preſides oer trifles with a Colne Thee: 


To pay its loſs, they think all others few. | 
Important by the virtue of grimace. I Who hold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Ladies ſupreme among amuſements reign, | Of injur'd modeſty the ſacred name. 5 
y nature born to ſooth and entertain [ But Clio thus: What railing without end? 
Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lies, I['MNecan taſk ! how much more gen'rous to com- 
Why will they be ſo weak as to be wiſe. J and | | 
Syrena is for ever in extremes, es, to commend, as you are wont to do, 
* \nd with a vengeance ſhe commends, or blames. | My kind inſtructor and example too. 
* Conſcious of her diſcernment, which is good, * Daphnis,” ſays Clio, has a charming eye: 
ne ſtrains too much to make it underſtood. What pity 'tis her ſhoulder is awry? _ 
er judgment juſt, her ſeatence is foo ſtrong; Aſpafia's ſhape indeed - but then her air 
Becauſe ſhe's right, ſhe's ever in the wrong. The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
Brunetta's wiſe in actions great and rare; | * Almeria's wit has ſomething that's divine; | 
'!! feorus on trifles to beſtow her care. And wit's enough—how few in all things ſhine! 
aus evry hour Brunetta is to blame, | Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the poor— 
Fo vale th'occafion is beneath ber aim. Who was it ſaid Sclina's near tarceſcore ? 
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At Lucia's match I from my ſoul rejoice, 
I The world congratulates fo wife a choice; 


In Shirley's form might cherubims appear; 


Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright; 
But how comes this to paſs?—the dy'd laſt night. 


© Indeed that's needleſß, if ſuch praiſe prevail; 


For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 
The keight of avarice and pride confeſs. 


Go, ſeek for her perfections at the bank. 
As fond of five-pence as the verieſt cit, 
Can we dig peace or witdom from the mine? 


That happinefs which great ones often ſee, 
Wich rage and wonder, in a low degree, | 
_ Themſelves unbleſt: the poor are oaly poor; 


Could both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our e envy would be due to large expence. 

Since not, thoſe pomps which to tlie great belong 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
| See, how they beg 

They 3 | 

A decent competence we fully taſte; : 
It ſtrikes our ſenſe, and gives a coultant feaſt: | 


The rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their own, 


All hoarded treaſures they repute a load, 


Relieve our wants, and ſpare our bluſhes too. 


348 ELEGANT 


His Lordthip's rent-roll is exceeding great 
* But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 


«* But then—ſhe has a freckle on her car.“ 


Without a but, Hortenſia ſhe commends, 
The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 


Thus nymphs commend, who yet at Satire 
rail | : | | 
And whence ſuch praiſe ? our virulence is thrown 
On others fame, thro? fondneſs for our own. 
Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns; 
Her greedy eve and her ſublime addreſs 


You ſeck perfections worthy of her rank; 


By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontrol!'d, 
For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 


And quite as much deteſted as a wit. | 
Can gold calm paſſion, or make reaſon ſhine ? 


Wiſdom to gold prefer, for 'tis much leſs 
To make our fortune than our happineſs. 


EXTRACTS, Book II. 


| Bur ſatire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy 
Her gloomy province and malignant joy. 


Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain, 
And blaſt our common enemy, Germain: 
| Bur our inveCtives muſt deſpair ſucceſs, 


— For next to praiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs. 


What picture's yonder looſen'd from its frame 


. : Or 3s't Auſturia ? that aſſected dame. 


| The brighteſt forms, thro” affefation, fade 
Fo ftrange new things, which nature never made; 
Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 


] We hate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucinda's native grace is ſeen N 


| What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 

Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe,—. 
| Retain your gentle ſelves, and you muſt pleaſe, 
Here might 1 ſing of Memmia's mincing mien, 


And all the movements of the ſoft machine: 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 


To cool the bohea, and inflame the beau; 

While one white finger and a thumb conſpire 

To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 

1 how! tremble at thy fatal ſtream ! 
As Lethe, dreadful to the love of fame. 


| 


What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen! 


What ſhades of mighty names which once hare 
been ! Ee 


| A hecatomb of characters ſupplies 
_ | Thy painted altar's daily ſacrifice. 


H—, P—, B—, afpers'd by thee, decay 
As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, 


And recommend thee more to mortal taſte : 


But what are they who droop amid their ſtore ? | Scandal's the ſweet'ner of a female feaſt. 


_ Nothing is meaner than a wrerch of ftate I 
The happy only are the truly great. | | 
Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings, | Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve under thee, 


And thoſe beſt ſatisfy'd with cheapeſt things. 


an alms of Flattery 
! oh ſupport them with a lie! 


Nlore, we perceive by dint of thought atone; 
To feel their great abundance; and requeſt 


To ſee their treaſures, hear their glory told, 

And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But ſome, great fouls! and touch'd with 
wWwarmth divine, . | 

Give gold a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. 


Nor think their wealth their own, till well be- 
ſtow'd. | 

Grand reſervoirs of public happineſs, | 

Through ſecret ſtræams diffuſively they bleſs ; 

And while their bounties glide conceal'd from | 


view, 


But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 
And thy revolving Naiads call for wine; 


But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea! 


Citronia's noſe declares thy ruin nigh; 


And who dares give Citronia's noſe the lie ?* 
The ladies long at men ot drink exclaim'd, 
And whatimpair'd both health and virtue blam'd . 

At length, to reſcue man, the gen'rous laſs 


| Stole from her conſort the pernicious glaſs: 
| As glorious as the Britiſh queen renown'd, 


Who ſuck'd the poiſon from her huſband's 
wound. | %%% oh 
Nor to the glaſs alone are nymphs inclia'd, 


| | | But ev'ry bolder vice of bold mankind. 
Their humble friends to help them to be bleſt; | | : 


O Juvenal! for thy ſeverer rage! 


To laſh the ranker follies of our age. 


Are there among the females of our iſle 

Such faults, at which it is a fault to ſmile ? 
There are. Vice, once by modeſt nature chain'd, 
And legal ties, expatiates unreftrain'd, 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er law and goſpel too. 

Our Matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 


Men ſigh in vain for none but for their wives; 


Who marry to be free, to range the more, 
And wed. one man to wanton with a ſcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home *tis ſtedfaſt hate, 


* 


— Solcm quis dicert falſum audeat ? V1RG1L. 


And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 
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What foul eruptions from a look moſt mee! | The pure ! the juſt! and ſet up in his ſtead 
What thunders burſting from a dimpled cheek ! | A Deity that's perfectly well-bred. | 
Their paſſions bear it with a lofty hand; + Dear Tillotion ! beſure the beſt of men; 
put then, their reaſon is at due command. Nor thought he more than thought great Origen, 
1; there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his life? «© 'Tho' once upon a time he miſbehav'd !. 
Truſt no ſoul with the ſecret—but his wife! | Poor Satan doubtleſs he'll at length be ſav'd. 
Wives wonder that their conduct I condemn, Let prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 
And aſk what kindred is a ſpouſe to them? lt is their trade; fo far they're honeſt men. 


What blaſting whiſpers, and what loud declaim- | WL TY 5 | 
What lying, drinking, bawding, ſwearing, ; © Fright us with terrors of a world unknown, 


duch diſſolution thro? the whole I find, Let angel- forms angelic truths maintain; 

'Tis net a world, but chaos of mankind. [Nature disjoins the beauteous and prophanc. 
Since Sundays have no balls, the well · dreſt belle | For what's true beauty but fair virtue's face? 

Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of hell; | Virtue made viſible in outward grace? 

And caſts an eye of ſweet diſdain on all She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 

Who liſtens leſs to C——ns than St. Paul. The more ſhe charms themoreſhe ſnocksmankind. 

Atheiſts have been but rare ſince nature's birth; | But charms decline; the fair long vigils keep ; 

Till now, ſhe-atheiſts ne er appear'd on earth; | They fizep no more! Quadrille has murder'd 

Ye men of deep reſearches, fay, whence ſprings | ſleep. 5 © | 

This daring character, in tim'rous things, ©« Poor K—p! cries Livia; I have not been there 

Who itart at feathers, from an inſect fly? | © Theſetwonights; the poor creature will deſpair. 

A match for nothing —— but the Deity! | © I hate a crowd—but to do good, you know—- 
But not to wrong the fair, the Muſe muſt own | And people of condition ſhou'd beſtow.” 

In this purſuit they court not fame alone ; Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K—p's grave matrons 

But join to that a more ſubſtantial view, || Now ſet a daughter, and now ſtake a fon ; { run, 

From thinking free, to be free agents too.” | Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune fly; 
They ſtrive with their own hearts, and keep | And beggar half their race — thro” charity. 

them down, | : Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 

In complaiſance to all the fools in town. I leſs ſhould blame this criminal delight; 

O how they tremble at the name of prude But fince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 

And die with ſhame at thought of being good! | Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 

For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, Methinks we nced not our ſhort beings ſhun, 

What will the wits (that is, the coxcombs) fav ? | And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. - 

They Heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave; | We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 

Thro! cowardice moſt execrably brave. | And give eternity to murder time. | 

With our own judgments durſt we to comply, | The love of gaming is the worſt of ills; 

In virtue ſhould we live, in glory di. 

Riſe then, my Muſe, in honeſt fury riſe; 

They dread a Satire who defy the Skies. 


Inveighs at Heav'n, neglects the ties of blood, 
| Deftrovs the pow'r and will of doing good; 


And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 
From atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 
God is, and is almighty — to forgive. 
His other exccllence they'll not diſpute; 
But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's ſoul in everlaſting pain? 


See yonder ſet of thieves that live on fpcil, 
The ſcandal and the ruin of our iſle! | 


A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand ; 
That rattles loud a tmall enchanted box, 
Which loud as thunder on the board ſhe knocks. 


For now and then a ſip of tranſient joy? From Æolus's cave unpetuous broke, | thook, 
No, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; | From this ſmall cavern a mix'd tempeſt flies; 
He's like themſelves; or how cou'd he be good? | Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies! 
And they blaſpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe | For men, I mean, the fair diſcharges none: 
Devoutl y, thus, Jehovah they depolc ! She (guiltleſs creature!) {wears ty Heav'n alone. 


* Shakeſpeare, 


See 
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What ſwarms of am'rous grandmothers I ſee, | ¶ Let them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
And miſſes, ancient in iniquity i ing! „And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in 


gaming ! | | From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
Friendſhip fo cold, ſuch warm incontinence, | © Of carth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee ; 
such griping avarice, ſuch profuſe expence; But then they leave our untith'd virtue free. 
duch dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes, | ** Virtue's a pretty thing to make a thow: 
duch licens'd ill, fuch maſquerading times, “ Did ever . write like Rochefaucaut? 
Such venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe, | Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiſt, 
Such flatter'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws, | And pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt. 


With ceaſeleſs ſtorms the blacken'd ſoul it fills ; 


Atheiſts are few; moſt nymphs a godhead own, | Kills health, pawns honor, plunges in ditgrace, | 
| And, what is ſtill more dreadful, ſpoils your facet 


| And, ſee (ftrange fight) amid that ruffian band, | 


Will the great Author us poor worms deftroy, | And as ficrce ſtorms, winch earth's foundation 
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450 ELEGANT 


Sec her eyes ſtart? cheeks glow! and muſcles 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. [ſwell ! 
Thus that divine one her ſoft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys ! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aking head, 
With the dire images her dreams are crown'd, 
The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round ; | 
Imaginary ruin charms her till; — 
Her happy lord is cuckold by Spadille; _ 
And if ſhe's brought to bed, 'tis ten to one, 
He marks the forchead of her darling fon. 
O ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair ! 
Why is the rich Artides“ ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly ſeat, 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat! 
Why that drawn ſword? and whence that diſmal 
Why pale diſtraction thro? the family > [cry ? 
See, my lord threatens, and my lady weep, 
And trembling ſervants from the — creep. 
Why that gay fon to diſtant regions ſent ? 
What fiends that daughter's deſtin'd match pre- 


4 Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid? | vent! 


O nothing, but laſt night — my lady play'd. 
But wanders not my Satire from her theme? 
Ts this too owing to the Love of Fame? : 
Though now your hearts on lucre are beſtow'd; 
»Twas firſt a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceaſe we here, ſince 'tis a voice fo ſtrong; 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 
This may be ſaid in honor of our times, | crimes, 
That none now ſtands diſtinguiſh'd by their 
Ik fin you muſt, take Nature for your guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe to ſooth your pride, 
Ye fair apoſtates from love's ancient pow'r ! 
Can nothing raviſh but a golden ſhow'r ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ? 
Nluſt Cupid learn to punt ere he can pleaſe? 
When you're enamour'd of a lift or caſt, 
| What can the preacher more to make us chaſte? 
Can fame, like a repique, the ſoul entrance ? 
And what is virtue to the lucky chance ? | 
Why muſt ftrong youths unmarry'd pine away? 


They find no woman difengag'd — from play, | 


Why pine the marry'd? O deverer fate! 
They find from play no diſengag'd — eſtate, 
Flavia, at lovers falſe untouch'd, and hard, 


Nor Arria's Bible can fecure her age ; 


Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her page, 


While Death ſtands by but till the game is done, 

To ſweep that ſtake in juſtice long his own; 

Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur ſhe takes fire; 
Or, Uke ſnuffs funk in ſockets, blazes higher. 

Ve gods! with new delights inſpire the fair; 

Or give us ſons, and ſave us from deſpair ? 
Zons, brothers, fathers, huſbands, tradeſmen 
cloſe 

In my complaint, and brand your fins in proſe : 

Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed, 

In ſpite of all our wiſdom, you proceed. 


That burſts o'er 


li 


Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 


EXTRACTS, 


I hear you cry, “ this fellow's very odd.“ 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod? 


| But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 
| And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole, 


The charms * To yonder flood of light 
gloomy Britain, turn your fight, 
What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your fouls with 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law. [awe 
Midſt empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue and of art! 


| | Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 

| | Exceſs of goodneſs it has dawn'd on me: 

| When in my page, to balance num'rous faults, 
| Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or gen'roy 


thoughts, | | OE 
She ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 
Thus the majeſtic mother of mankind, 
To her own charms moſt amiably blind, 


| On the green margin innocently ſtood, 


And gaz'd indulgent on the cryſtal flood ; 
Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted wave, 
And, ſmiling, prais'd the beauties which ſhe gave. 
I In more than civil war, while patriots ſtorm; 
While genius is but cold, their paiſion warm; 
While public good aloft, in pomp they wield, 
And private int'reſt ſculks behind the ſhield; 
While Miſt and Wilkins rife in weekly might, 
Make preſſes groan, lead ſenators to fight ; 
Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 

The pamper'd mob with miniſters of ſtate ; 
While Ate hot from hell makes heroes ſhrink, 
* Cries havock, and lets looſe the dogs of ink ;” 
Nor rank nor ſex eſcapes the gen'ral frown, 

| But ladies are ripp'd up, and cits knock'd down; 
Tremendous force ! where ev'n the victor bleeds; 


And he deſerves our pity that ſucceeds ; 


Immortal Juvenal ! and thou of France ! 


| In your fam'd field my Satire dares advance ; 


But cuts herſelf a track, to you unknown, 
Nor crops your laurel, but would raiſe her own; 


| A bold adventure ! but a ſafe one too ! 


For, though ſurpaſs'd, I am ſurpaſs'd by you. 


| $ 50. Love of Fame the Univerſal Paſſion. 
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To the Right Homourable Sir Robert Walpole. 


Carmina tum melius, cum venerit Ipſe, canemus. 


- ViRG 
Omis laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain, 
Smile Walpole, or the Nine inſpire in vain. 
To thee 'tis due: that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole de- 
ſign ! | | 
That glory which thy counſels make ſo bright! 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light! 


Our pride fo great, our paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 


* Milton. + Luc 


| 2 commerce, and but rarely known! 


To give and take a luſtre from the throne. 


an. $ Shakeſpeare; 


Not 


Book II. 


BoOR II. 


Nor think | 
The fountain 
How all man 
Tlus flood of 
Yet, Britam, 
Which thro? 
The cauſe 18 | 
For Caprice 1 
(A bad effec 
And gives ou 
Tells how th 
And lulls us 

While I ſu 
Her arts triur 
Her public w 
Her commer 
The pleaſing 
And ſhows tl 
Who, fond 
And burn to: 

The follies 
Their ſphere 
But daring i 
And raiſe th. 
Who, ſtung 
The world tl 

The Greci 
With Rage 
Raves. round 
Stand faſt, O 
The beſt div 
And thrives « 
What flaugh 
What waſtec 
With orphar 
And cries of 

And cann 
The boiſt'ro! 
Why want v 
Or Cons, 0 
Their might 
And ſpread 
0 great allis 
With dearth 
When men 


* Euth's Buil 


One to de 
And gibbets 
Da murder 1 
War's gloric 

When aft 

pread o'er 1 
A nation cri 
A rcalm of 
Are there, 1; 
This human 

ow did my 
How honeſt 

ow was I 
Ot ſuch mat 

How guil 

no reach 

ho Wrap « 

And bows, 

{wor 


BoOR II. 


Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; | 
Thc fountain is not foreign to the ſtream, 
How all mankind will be ſurpriz'd to fee 
Tis flood of Britiſh folly charg'd on thee ! 
Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy Sons, 
Which thro? their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs; 
For Caprice is the daughter of Succeſs 
(A bad effect, but from a leaſing cauſe) | 
And gives our rulers undeſign'd applauſe; _ 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. | 
While I ſurvey the bleſſings of our Iſle, 
Her arts triumphant in the Royal ſmile, 
Her public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce y—_— fails in ev'ry K)), 
The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme agen, 
And ſhows the madneſs of ambitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring 
And burn to give mankind a ſingle lord. [ ſword, 
The follies paſt are of a private kind, 
Tiir ſphere is ſmall, their miſchief is confin'd ; 
Yut daring men there are (awake, my Mule, 
And raiſe thy verſe) who bolder frenzy chuſe; 
Who, ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The world their field, and humankind their prey. 
The Grecian chief, th'enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With Rage and Terror ſtalking by his fide, 
Raves. round the globe; he ſoars into a god 
Stand faſt, Olympus ! and ſuſtain his nod. 
The beſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 


* ,* * * 7 
And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains. 


What ſlaughter'd hoſts ! what cities in a blaze! 


What waſted countries! and what crimſon ſeas! 


With orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows, | 


And cries of kingdoms lull him to repoſe. | 
And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 
Or Cone, or volcano? They perform D 
Their mighty deeds ; they, hero-like, can flay, 
And fpread their ample deſarts in a day. 
O great alliance! O divine renown !. 
With dearth and peſtilence to ſhare the crown. 
When men extol a wild deftroyer's name, 
* Eath's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 
One to deſtroy is murder by the law; 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
Do murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 
When after battle I the field have ſeen [men; 
pread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were 
A nation cruſht ! a nation of the brave! 
A realm of death ! and on this fide tlie grave 
Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 
This human chaos, carry ſmiles away ! 
ow did my heart with indignation riſe ! 
How honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 
How was I ſhockt to think the heroes trade 
Ot ſuch materials, fame and triumph, made 
How guilty theſe! yet not leſs guilty they 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way ; 
Vho wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 
and bows, and ſiniles, more fatal than their 
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Who ſtifle nature and ſubſiſt on art, | 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard, 

As marble poliſh'd, and as marble hard: 


„With open arms their enemies embrace!“ 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 
© The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine.“ 


| Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 


And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind ! 
| Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
Walpolc, when men forget to copy thee. 


Tho? diſappointed thouiands juſtly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim, 


| Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 


May furnith laughter for another year; 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The juſtice yet of being well abus'd, 

With patience wait! and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 
Some future ſtrain, in which the Muſe ſhatl tell 


How commentators each dark paſlage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing-candle to the fun ; - 
How tottur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are 


| And ev'ry vice is to the ſcripture laid; ¶ made, 
How miſers ſqueeze a young voluptuous peer, 


His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear; 
How Verſus is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 

With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeat; 
How lawyers fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 


That clients are redreſt — till they're undone ; 


How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
| And ev*n denials coſt us dear at court; 

How man eternally falſe judgment makes, 
| And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes ! 


| Which I, like ſummer-flies, ſhake off again, 
Let others fing ; to whom my weak eſſay 


But ſounds a prelude, and points out their 


prey. 
That duty done, I haſten to complete | 


| My own deſign ; for Tonſon's at the gate. 


— The Love of Fame, in its effects ſurvey'd, 
Since fo diffuſive, and ſo wide its fvay, _ 

What is this Pow'r, whom all mankind obey ? 
Shot from above, by Heav'n's indulgence came 

| This gen'rous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, _ 

Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 


found; 5 
| Defire of praiſe firſt broke the patriat's reſt, 
And made a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt ; 
It bids Argyle in fields and ſenates ſhine. 
What more can prove its origin divine? 
But oh ! this paſſion, planted in the ſoul, 
On eagle's wings to mount ber to the pole, 
The flamiag miniſter of virtue meant, 
Sct up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent. 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubfful force, 


words; | 


| Of blots and beauties an alternate ſource ; 
| | Hence 


Who do for gold what Chriſtians do thro'grace,” | 


Here ceaſe, my muſe | the catalogue is writ, 
| Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 


How ſcience dwindles, and how volumes ſwell ; 


This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 


The Muſe has fung; be now the cauſe diſplay'd: | 


By large-ſou]'d men, for thirſt of fame renown'd, 
| Wite laws were fram'd, and ſecret arts were 
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How kind a patron Polio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 


As true as if *twere writ in dulleſt proſe; 
As if a letter'd dunce had ſaid “tis right,” 


And cloſer draws the ties of humankind, 
Confirms ſociety ; fince what we prize 


As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread, 


Dead by her fide, her love of tame obey'd. 
But with ſuch art 
Falſe Julius, ambuſht in this fair diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
But in full light pricks up her aſs's ears; 


And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 


here inward dignity joins outward ſtate, 
Our purpoſe good, as our atchicvement great; 


Who thrives upon the carcaſes of wit ; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen 


Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 


| | Why, and in what degrees, Pride ſways the ſoul? | 
T (For tho' in all not equally the reigns) 


Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 
Ye Doctors! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 


And imprimatur uſher'd it to light. | 
To glorious deeds this paſſion fires the mind; 


As our chief bleſſing muſt from others riſe. : J 
Ambition in the truly noble mind 
With ſiſter- virtue is for ever join'd ; 


From guilt and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fled ; 
Her virtue long rebell'd with firm diſdain, 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
But, when the flave was threaten'd to be laid 


In mcaner minds Ambition works alone, 
ts Virtue's aſpeCt on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mien, 
The God and mortal in the comic ſcene. 


No maſk in baſeſt minds ambition wears, 


All I have ſung are inſtances of this, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Hence Gildon rails, the raven of the pit, 


Our Palinurus | 
His eye ne' er clos'd ; long ſince inur'd to wake, 


Boon II. 


Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 


{ Till men and anyels jointly ſhout his name. 


O pride celeſtial! ! which can pride diſdain; 

O bleſt ambition! which can ne'er be vain, 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, — which props 
EY | - | | 


: In whoſe deep wombunfathom'd waters lie, | 
Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po; there 


In infant rills the Danube and the Rhine; [ ſhine 
From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 

Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts rife, 
In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the Muſe adores, 
Which public bleſſings thro' half Europe pours, 


| When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the Fame; 
| George, who in foes can ſoft affeCtions raiſe, 


And charm envenom'd Satire into praiſe. 
Nor human rage alone + his pow'r perceives, 
But the mad winds and the tumultuous waves, 
Even ſtorms (Death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbcar, 
And, in their own wild empire learn to ſpare, 
Thus nature's ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 
Stiles Britain's ſov'reign, Sov'reign of the Sea. 
While ſea and air great Brunſwick ! ſhook our 
| ſtate, © | Re 
And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſt with fear 


Oft ever lofing what ſhe held moſt dear, 


How did Britannia, like } Achilles, weep, 
And tell her ſorrows to the kindred deep 


| Hang o'er the floods, and in devotion warm, 
Strive for thee with the ſurge, and fight the 


ſtorm ! | 
What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm 
5 ſlept not at the helm, 


And outwatch ev'ry ſtar, for Brunſwick's ſakc: 


{ By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreſt, 


He found thy tempeſt pictur'd in his breaſt. 
But now what joys that gloom of heat diſpel, 


Ye vain! deſiſt from your erroneous ftrife ; 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; | 


Where public bleſſings public praite attend, 


Were glory is our motive, not our end. | view | 


Would'it thou be fam'd ! have thoſe high deeds in 
Brave men would act, tho” ſcandal thould enſue. 
Bcheld a prince | whom no ſwoln thoughts in- 


No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; flanic ; | 


Bur when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 
And death in view ro dear-bought glory fires, 


Proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight; 


Then crowns, theu triumphs, iparklein his fight; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king: [ bring 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling ſoulſubſides to native peace; 
F rom tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 


No pow'rs of language—but his own can tell; 


Be wiſe, and quit the falte ſublime of life. His own, which Nature and the Graces form 
The true ambition there alone reſides | At will, to raiſe or huſh the civil ſtorm. 


1$ 31. Ne Caſtle of Indolence. An Allegorico! 


THOMPSON. 


© The Caſtile-hight of Indolence, 

| And its falſe luxury; | 
| Where for a little time, alas ! 
We liv'd right jollily. 


O MORTAL man, who liveſt here by toil, 
Do not complain of this thy hard eſtate; 

That like an emmet thou muſt ever moil, 

Is a fad ſentence of an ancient date; 

And certes, there is for it reaſon great; 

For tho' ſometimes it makes thee weep and wall 

And curſe thy tar, and early drudge and late; 


Poem. 


A udden foe to ſplendor and applauſe; 


* Amphitryon. + The king in 


Ecce Deus ramum Lethæo rore madentem, &c. YiRke. I. 5. 


Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 


Looſe life, unruly paſſions, and diſeaſes pale. 


danger by ſea, } Hom. II lib. 1. 
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| Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills, 1] 
Where heard the lowing herds along the vale, | | 
And flocks loud bleating from the diſtant hills, 


| In lowly dale, faſt by a river's fide, 


— ill Ger hi bod round, 
With woody hill o'er hill encompals 6 For, as they chanc'd to breathe on neighb'ring 


A moſt enchanting wizard did abide, _ 
Than whom a fiend more fell isnowhere found. 
It was, I ween, a lovely ſpot of ground ; 
And there a ſeaſon atween June and May, 


Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer half! 


imbrown'd, 3 

A liſtleſs climate made, where, ſooth to ſay, 

No living wight could work, ne cared eben for play. 
Was nought around but images of reſt: 

Sleep-ſoothing groves,andquict lawnsbetween; 


And flowery beds that ſlumbero us influence | 
| . | | | 
From poppies breath'd; and beds of pleaſant 


ecn, 


Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. | 
Meantime unnumber'd glittering ſtreamlets 


play'd, | 


And hurled ev'rywhere there waters ſheen; 
That as they bicker'd thro” the ſunny glade, 


Tho? reſtleſs ſtill themſelves, a lulling murmur 


"ble. - 


And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale: 
And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or ftock-doves *plain amid the foreſt deep, | 
That drowſy ruſtled to the ſighing gale « 
And ſtill a coil the grathopper did Keep : 

Yet all theſe ſounds yblent inclined all to ſleep. 


Full in the paſſage of the vale above, 
A fable, ſilent, folemn foreſt ſtood ; 


Where nought but ſhadowy forms were ſeen to | 


move, : 

As Idleſs fancy'd in her dreaming mood: 
And up the hills on either fide a wood, 
Of black*ning pincs ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a ſleepy horror thro? the blood; 
And where this valley winded out below, 


The murm'ring main was heard, and ſcarcely 


heard to flow, 

A pleaſing land of drowſy head it was: 
Of dreams that wave before the half-ſhut eye; 
And of gay caſtles in the clouds that pats, 

For ever fluſhing round a ſummer . 
There eke the ſoft delights, that witchingly 
Inſtil a wanton ſweetneſs through the breaſt, 
And calm the pleaſures always hover'd nigh; 
But whate'er {mack'd of noyance, or unreſt, 

Was far, far off expell'd fromthis delicious neſt. 
The landſcape ſuch, inf] piring perfect eaſe, 
Where Indolence (for ſo the wizard hight) 
Cloſe hid his caſtle mid embow' ring trees, 
That half ſhut out the beams of Phœbus bright, 


And made a kind of chequer'd day and night: | 


Meanwhile, unceaſing at the maſſy gate, 
eneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight 
Teſs plac'd; and to his lute, of cruel fate 
ad labour harſh, complain'd, lamenting man's 


| 


ook Il. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &, 


4 « 


LI 
= 


Thither continual pilgrims crouded ſtill, 
From all the roads of carth that paſs thereby; 


| hill, 3 | RW 
The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, 
And drew them ever and anon more nigh, 
Till cluſtering round the enchanter falſe they 
X molten with his ſyren melody; 
While o'er the enfecbling lute hishand he flung, 
And to the trembling chords thoſe tempting ver- 
| ſes ſung : CES oY 8 


See all but man with unearn'd pleaſure gay: 
« Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May 


Who can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie! 
From mead tomeadwith gentle wing toſtray, 
From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 
Is all the hath to do beneath the radiant ſky. 


„ Behold the merry minſtrels of the morn, | 
The ſwarming ſongſters of the carelets grove, 


« 


* 


| * Ten thouſand throats! that from thc flower 


ing thorn (love, 
« Hymn their good God, and carol ſu cet of 
„ Such gratcful kindly raptures them emove: 
„They neither plow nor low; ne, fit for flail 
* E'er to the barn the nodding ſheaves they 
8 n 
„Vet theirs each harveſt dancing in the gale, 
Whatever crowns the hill, or ſmiles along the 

« vale. | 


«© Qutcaſt of nature, man! the wretched thrall 
Ot bitter-dropping tweat, of ſweltry pain, 
Of cares that cat away thy heart with gall, 

„ And of the vices, an inhuman train, 


For when hard-heœarted int'reſt firſt began 
To poilon earth, Aſtræa left the plain 
„ Guile, violence, and murder ſeiz'd on man, 

And, for ſoft milky ſtreams, with blood the 
| rivers ran. , | 

Come, ye who ſtill the cumbrous load of life 
„ Puih hard up hill; but as the fartheſt ſteep 

« You truſt to gain, and put an end to ftrife, 


Deen thuaders back the ſtone with mighty 
| 


5 « ſweep, 5 . 
And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
« For ever vain; come, and withouten fee, 
I in oblivion will your ſorrows ſteep, {fa 
« Yeur cares, your toils; will ſteep you in a 


Of full delight: O come, ye wearywights,tomel 
& With me you need not riſe at early dawn, 
To pals the joyleſs day in various tounds; = 
„Or, louting low, on upſtart fortune fawn, 
And ſell fair honor for ſome paltry pounds; 
« Or thro? the city take your dirty rounds, 

« To cheat, and dun, aud lie, and viſit pay, 
„Now flattering baſe, now giving ſecret 
& wounds; 

Or proul in courts of law for human prey, 
In venal ſeuate thieve, or rob un broad highway, 


Altate, 


Aa 55 No 


333 


[hung, 


* Behold! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 
« See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, _ 


„What youthful bride can equal her array * 


That all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain: 
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% No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun 


354 


« No cocks with me to ruſtic labour call, 

& From village on to village ſounding clear; 

« T9 tardy ſwains no ſhrill- voic'd matron's 
4% ſquall; ſcar; 

our 


No hammers thump; no horrid black nith 


No noĩſy tradeſmen your ſweetflumbers ſtart 


66 | fear, 


& With ſounds that are a miſery to hear; 


But all is calm, as would delight the heart 


„They who are pleas'd themſelves, muſt al- 


C 


On others ways they never 
For heed what haps in hamlet or in town. 


Of Sy barite of old, all nature, and all art. 


Here nought but candor reigus, indulgent 
| w_— [ down. 
©« Good natur'd lounging, ſaunt'ring up and 


« ways pleaſe; 8 
ſquint a frown, 


„Thus, from the ſource of tender indolence, 


Miith milky blood the heart is overflown, 


AIs ſooth'd and fweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſes 

For int'reſt, cnvy, pride, and ſtrife are bamſh'd 
6 Hence... = | 

« What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 

© A pure cthereal calm, that knows no ftormz 


„ Abœve the reach ot wild ambition's wind, 


Above thoſe paſſions that this world deform 


„And torture man, a proud malignant worm! 


* 


* But here, inſtead, ſoft gales of paſſion play, 
And gently ſtir the heart thereby to form 
© A quicker ſenſe of joy; as breezes ſtray 
Acrols the enliven'd ſkies, and make them till 
„more gay. * 


© The beſt of men have ever lov'd repoſe ; 

„They hate to mingle in the filthy fray ; 

« Where the foul fours, and gradual rancour 
| grows, . 


% Tmhitter'd more from pecviſh day to dav. | 
« Evinthoſe whomfame has lenther faireſt ray, | 


« Themoſt renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 
„From a bale world at laſt have ſtol'n away: 
„So Scipio, to the ſoft Cumæan ſhore 
Retiring, taſted joy he never knew before. 


But if a little exerciſe you chuſe, | 
Some zeſt for caſe, tis not forbidden here. 


& Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal E 


Amid the groves you may indulge the muſe, 


.* year; | 


« Or ſoftly ſtealing, with your wat'ry gear, 
Along the brooks, the crimſon-ſpotted fry 


„Mou may delude: the whilſt, amus'd you 


hear 5 :::-- Tis 
Now the hoarſe ſtream, and now the zephir's 
Attuncd to the birds and woodland melody. 


O grievous folly! to heap up eſtate, 


« F.ofing the days you fee beneath the ſun ; « | 


« When, ſuden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 
And gives the untaſted portion you havewon. 


«© With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch un- 


«© done, wy n 

„To thoſe who mock you gone 2 — 

& There with ſad ; 
“% dun; 
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| 


| 


| 


In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 


Book II. 


4 Bt ſure it is of vanities moſt vain, [ tain," 


To toil for what you here untoiling may ob. 


He ccas'd. But ſtill their trembling ears retain's 
The deep vibrations of his witching ſong; 
That, by a kind of magic pow'r conſtrain'd 
To enter in, pell-mell, the lining throng; 
Heaps pour'don heaps, and yetthey flipp'dalong 
In filent eaſe; as when beneath the beam 
Of ſummer-moons, the diſtant woods among, 
Or by ſome flood all filver'd with the gleam, 
The yy es pg fays through airy portal 


By the ſmooth demon ſo it order'd was, 
And here his baneful bounty firſt began: 
Tho' {ome there were who would not furthet 

And his alluring baits ſuſpected han. [ paſs, 
The wiſe diſtruſt the too fair ſpoken man. 
Yet thro” the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye: 
Not to move on, forſooth, is all they can; 
For, do their very beſt, they cannot fly, 
But often each way look, and often ſorely ſigh, 


When this the watchful wicked wizard ſaw; 
Wich ſudden ſpring he leap'd upon them firait; 
And toon as touch'd by his unhallow'd paw, 
They found themſelves within the curſed gate; 
Full hard to be repaſs'd like that of fate. 
Not ſtronger were of old the giant- crew, 
Who ſought to pull high Jove from regal ſtare; 
Tho? feeble wretch he feem'd, of fallow hue, 
Certes, who bides his graſp, will that encounter 
ruc: TL; | 


For whomſoe'er the villain takes in hand, 
Their joints unknit, their ſine ws melt apate; 
As lithe they grow as any willow wand; 
And of their vaniſh'd force remains no trace: 
So when a maiden fair, of modeſt grace, 


Is ſeized in ſome loſel's hot embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, 
Then, 


charms. | 


 Wak'd by the croud, ſlow from his bench aroſe 


A comely fali-ſpread porter, ſwoln with ſleep; 
His calm, bi 


repoſe, 


And in ſweet torpor he was plunged deep; 


While o'er his eyes the drowſy liquor ran, 


Through which his half-wak'd ſoul would 


faintly peep ; 


Then taking his black ſtaff, he call'd his man, 
| And rous'd himſelfas much asrouſe himſclfhecan- 


The lad leap' lightly at his maſter's call. 
He was, to weet, a little roguiſh page, 


Save ſleep and play who niindednought at all, 


Like moſt the untaught ſtriplings of his age. 
This boy he kept euch band to diſengage, 
Garters and buckles, taſk for him unfit, 
ut ill becoming his grave perſonage, 


And which his portly paunch would not per- 


Mit; 


Shoſt g ro pine, and ſhadows 


So this fame !imbcr page to all performed it. : 
| M'eantim 


ſighing, yields her up to love's delicious 


road, thoughtleſs aſpect, breath'd 


Ne could himſelf from ceaſeleſs yawning keep; 


rms , 


licious 


h aroſe 
ſleep; 
cath'd 


eps 
r keep; 
an, 
would 
s man, 
hecan. 
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at all, 
age. 


ge, 


Book I. 


Meantime the maſter porter wide diſplay'd 


Great ſtore of caps, of flippers, and of gowns ; 


Wherewith he thoſe who enter'd in array'd, 


Looſe as the breeze that plays along the downs, 
And waves the ſummer-woods mie evening | 


frowns. 


O fair undreſs, beſt dreſs ! it checks no vein, | 


But every flowing limb in pleaſure drowns, 


right fain, 


Sir porter ſat him down, and turn'd to ſlcepagain. 
Thus eaſy rob'd, they to the fountain ſped, | 


That in the middle of the court up-threw 


A ſtream, high ſpouting from its liquid bed, 


And falling back again in drizly dew : 


There each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, | 


drew. 
It was a fountain of Nepthene rare: [ grew, 
Whence, as Dan Homer ſings, huge pleaſaunce 
And ſweet oblivion of vile earthly care ; 


Fair gladſome waking thoughts, and joyous 


dreams more fair. 


This rite perform'd, all inly pleas'd and ſtill, 
Withouten tromp was proclamation made : 

© Ye ſons of Indolence, do what you will; 
And wander where you liſt, thro 
ge no man's pleaſure for another's ſtaid; 
Let each as likes him beſt his hours employ; 
« And _ be he who minds his neighbours 

3 = | 


© Here dwells kind eaſe and unreproving joy : [ 


* He little merits bliſs who others can annoy,” 


Strait of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming 
As thick as idle motes in ſunny ray, { round, 
Not one eftſoons in view was to be found, 
But ev'ry man ftroll'd off his own glad way. 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living creature could be ſeen to ſtray 5 
While ſolitude and perfect ſilence reign'd : 


$o that to think you dream'd you almoſt was 


conſtrain'd. 1 | 
As when a ſhepherd of the * Hebride Ifles, 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy main 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles; 
Or that aerial beings ſometimes deign 
To ſtand, embodied, to our ſenſes plain) 
Sees on the naked hill, or valley low, 
The whilſt in ocean Phcebus dips his wain, 
_ Avaſt aſſembly moving to and fro: . 
Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous 
ſhow. EE 
Ye gods of quiet and of ſicep profound 
Whoſe ſoft dominion o'er this caſtle ſways, 
And all the wildly filent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen diſplays 
Vhat never yet was ſung in mortal lays, 
But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous ſtring, 
L who have ſpent my nights and nightly days 
re this ſoul dead*ning place, looſe-loitering? 
: how ſhall I forthiguprear my moulted wing? 


lorglade! | 


A 


© 
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| 


Come on, my muſe, nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 
Thou imp of Jove, touch'd by celeſtial tire ! 
Thou yer ſhalt ſing of war, and actions fair, 
Which the bold ſons of ritain will inſpire; 


Okt ancient bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the lyrez 
Thou yet ſhalt tread in tragic pall the ſtage, 


Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 


ever ; The fage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, { age. 
And heightens eaſe with grace. This done, | Daſhing corruption down thro' ev'ry worthleſs 


The doors that knew no ſhrill alarming bell, 


Ne curſed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halis, where, who can tell 


What elegance and grandeur wide expand 


The pride of Turkey and of Perſia land ? 


Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpers ſpread, 


And couches ſtretch around in feemly band, 


And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head; 
So that each ſpacious room was one full- ſwelling 


» 


And ev'rywhere huge cover'd tables ſtood, 
With wines high flavour'd and rich viands 


crown'd ; D 


Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful food 


On the green boſom of this earth are found, 
And all old ocean genders in his round: 
Some hand unſcen theſe ſilently difplay'd, 
Ex'n undemanded by a fign or found; _ 
You need but wiſh, and, inſtantly obey' d, 


Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and thick the glaſſes 


play'd. | 3 
Her freedom reign'd without the leaſt alloy g 


Nor pou tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 


Nor faintly ſpleen durſt murmur at our joy, 


And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 


For why? there was but one great rule for all; 
To wit, that each ſhould work his owndefire, 
And cat, drink, ſtudy, ſleep, as it may fall, 
Or melt the time in love, er wake the lyre, 


nd carol what, unbid, the muſes might inſpire_ 


The rooms with coſtly tapeſtry were hung, 
Where was enwoven many a gentle tale! 
Such as of old the rural pocts ſung, 


Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale : 


Reclining lovers, in the lovely dale, 185 
Pour'd forth at large the ſweetly tortur'd heart; 
Or, ſighing tender paſſion, ſwell'd the gale, 


And taught charmꝰd echo to reſoundtheirſmart; 
While flocks, woods, ftreams around, repoſe 


and peace impart, | | 


Thoſe Rus the moſt, where, by a cunning 


and, | ; 


Depainted was the patriarchal age; land, 


What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee 


And paſtur'd on from verdant ſtage to ſtage, 
Where fields and fouatains ireſh could beſt 


| Engage. 
Toil — then. Of nothing took they heed, 


But with wild beaſts the ſylvan war to wage, 


2 And o'er vaſt plains their herds and flocks to 


feed : [indeed ! 


| Bleſs'd ſons of Nature they! — true golden age 


® Thoſe Iſlands on the weſtern coaſt of Scotland, called the Hebrides, 
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356 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book It 
Sometimes the pencil in cool airy halls, _ ad her . ; NE 
n OTE 
Ne autumn's vary'd ſhaGes imbrown the walls; O'er which were Gy — Ely fan en Of 
N X | | Permit ! a NN u. 2 . in: | 
"IE gon ga tempeſt ir Res the atoniſh dj That play's, in waving lights, — place 8 Rur 
Now down the ſteep the flaſtring torrent flies; | And AL a ecke finile on nature's face | 5 : 
The trembling ſun now plays o'er ocean blue, | Not Titian's pencil e'er could ſ N k - 
And now rude mountains frown amid the ſkies; \ So fleece with clouds the pure = oy 
$A way de ö 49 | * 4 | * ac 
W hatc oh won rain light touch'd with foft'n- 1 could it e' er ſuch melting forms — agg, . 
Or ſavage Rola daſh'd, or learnꝰd Pouſſin drew. | pray _ - W 1 lay. Her 
Each found too here to languiſhment inclin'd NI M. 2 _ 1 Arl 
T NETS ang f | , _ a My uſe v ill not attempt your fairy-land : Eu 
ee = = — M — eaſe. She has no colours that like you can glow; No! 
Ar diſtance riſing oft, by — 1 fe wes — nnd 7 
* 1118 La * Jeg | 1 11 8, . | Je . 
_ Nezrer and nearer cite, till o'cr the trees | Than theſefameguilefulan — — 1 Ip 
It hung, and breath'd ſuch foul-diffolving urs, | Who thus in dreams, — — Pg 11 
As did, alas! with ſoft perdition pleaſe : 3 » eee, folt and Bp Til © 
| Enrangl'd deep in its enchanting ſnares, Pour” „A 3 a 8 
„ a ne = | ur'd all th* Arabian heav'n upon our nicht Stra 
The liſt'ning heart forgot all dutics and all cares. And bleſe'd them oft beſides with more refn'd Con 
A certain muſic, never known before, FF „ 55 
3 — the N melancholy mind; They were in footh, a moſt inchanting train, In : 
Aa - obtain d. 3choves no more, _Ev'n feigning virtue; Kilful to unite Pim 
re 
y the weil tend mftrument rec in'd ; | Or tho ends, Whom 8 
From which with airy flying fingers liel, delight; 8 1 HI 
Beyond cach mortal touch the moſt refin'd, Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, dees a 
When Ss 2 drew ſounds of deep delight. Down, down black gulphs, where ſullen va. ET, 
or i juſt caule, the Harp of Eolus | „„ 5 2 
it icht. | —_ | Or hold him clamb'ring all the fearful night Thi 
Ahinc! what hand can touch the ſtring ſo fine, — bectling chffs, or pent in ruins deep; 2 
Wh vp the lofty diapaſon roll . hey, till due. time ſhould terve, were bid far —_ 
Such freer, ſuch fad, ſuch folemn ars divine, |  Rowee' W Kong, „„ | 1 | 
| Ons let them down again into the foul ? N Ye guardian ſpirits, to whom man is dear, Wh 
_— —— c ang vs d; now picking dole From 2 foul demons thield the midnight — 
E er muſings, thro' che * _ : Pe 5 To 
3 ee oy ; woes hs _ thev ſtole, gee wap the blank of fleep diffuſe a bloom : And 1 
Vild warbling — all e wr 1 or ge A 20 A, 0 7 = — 4 1 —— 7 | 
| 8 re all, above the reach of art ! | nd let them virtue with a look impart: | 
Such the gay ſplendor, the luxurious ſtate, But chicf, a while O! lend us from the tom» LL. 
_ e f e on = Tuygris' ſhure, Thoſe gg friends for whom in love we _ 
In jmgatv Jaguar, POPULOUS and great, | 5 mart, ; PL OR. heart! 35 
_—_ _—_ OO was of Iadiesfore; And fill with pious awe and joy- mixt — the = 
And verſe, love, muſic, ſtill the g. VVV Fey 2 At 
— ' n : : wa ws — eee, Be N x Are vou Pede > —Bid the ntoru of youth (Goo 
| "i ard, 7 "© to new lahr. , | 
Cheerꝰd the lonemidnight with th Mao 10 * — Sp ans tight, and beam afreſh the days Wh 
99 AA be fois,” - |. Tornrepetinn mplicity, and truth, Ane 
And mafic lent new eiadnels — 1 eee Le citrang'd;and manhood's thornvwags. And x 
e OO 2 neſs te morning air.. ha ” retrace our bovith plays, | 
ater + 4 ere we flept, ſtill ran | The : 5 115, when each thing joy ſupply d; Th 
_=_ ey —_ Ae 3 fell, | Ihe Woods, the mountains, and the _— In 
A reczes ſigh'd, and oft began —_ e 
(So work'd the eren ſtorms te well, Of the wild brooks ! — But fondly wand'ring Ane 
— 8 2 they — dtogether mell. My Mutc,reſume the raſkthat yet doth thee abide, 0 
nd windows, threat'ning, ſeem" : > 1 c 
The demons of the tempeſt urader I Fell deal 2 | ef ne 8 wks 88 19 _ 
Yet the leaſt entrance found they none II; Still my , __—_ Tha 
Whoacefwetenwreweiur han 4 y at all; Still as you turn' d it, all things that do paſs Wh 
Sh wg Nn ecurein maſſyhall. Upon this ant- hill earth; where conſtantly 
| 1 | 6: -m | | 
* This 's not an imagination of the author e being iu ſact e . | in co 
e mation athor; there being in ſact ſach an inflrument, called Z#olus's Harp; 
—— __—_ =_ * 2 ruſhing or current of air, produces the etfect here deſcribed, But 
mentioned. * poets among the officers of their court, whole office it was to do hat iz heie - a 
e N Wt” nc 
. 8 4 of Mot 
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With honourable ruffians in their hire, 
Cauſe war to rage, and btoog around to pour: 


Of idly- buſy men the reſilef; fry 


Run Ro to and fro with fooliſh haſte, | 


; Still at their books, and turning o'er the page | Amid the broom he baſed him on the ground, 
ide Backwards and forwards : oft they ſnatch the | M here the wild thyme and camomoil are found: 
OO As if inſpir'd, and in a Theſpian rage; [pen | There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 

| 


In ſearch of pleaſures vain that from them fly; Of this ſad work when cach begins to tire, * 

Or which obtain'd, the caitifts dare not taſte: They ſit them down juſt where theywerebefore, 9 

When nothing is enjoy'd can there be greater Till for new ſcenes of woe peace ſhall their force os 

—_? „ TT | dj ps . 4 

Of Vanity the mirror this was call d. Too number up the thouſands dwelling here, TT 

Here you a muckworm of the town might ſce An uſeleſs were, and eke an endlefs taſk 1 5 

| Ar his dull deſk, amid his ledgers ſtall'd Prom kings, and thoſe who at the helm appear, Ai 

At his , 8 all'd, ole wie bu 

nd: Eat up with carking care and penuriez | To gypſies brown in ſummmer- glades who baſk 11 4 

v; Moſt like to carcaſe pitch'd on gallow- tree. | + Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmatk, A; 

and „A penny faved is a penny got :” ! Whoſe deſk and table make a folemn ſhow, 1A 
. Firm to this ſcoundrel-maxim keepeth he, „„ With tape-ty'd traſh, and ſuits of foo!s that alk " a , © 
Thts Ne of its rigor will he bate a jot, (pot. For place or penſion, laid in decent row; . 
. ys Till it has quench'd his fire, and baniſhed his But theſe I paſſed by, with nameleſs numbers moc, bl. i | 
| Strait from the filth of this low grub, behold! | | Of all the gentle tenants of the place, n =_ 
Ars, Comes flutt'ring forth a gaudy ſpendthrift heir, | There was a man of ſpecial grave remark : al 
fin'd All gloſſy gay, enamell'd all with gold, A certain tender gloom o'erſpread his face, ret 
The filly tenant of the ſummer air, | Penfive not fad, in thought involv'd not dark. 1 

rain, In folly loſt of nothing takes he care; As footh this man could ſing as morning lark, = 
Pimps, lawyers, ſtewards, arlots, flatterersvile, And teach the noblett morals of the heart; ans 

pain, And thieving tradeſmen him among them But thefe his taler ts were ybury'd fark ; G | 
broils | _- ſhare: : Of the fine ſtores he nothing would imparts, 1 
| His father's ghoſt from limbo-lake, the while, Which or boon nature gave,or naturc-painting art, jt 
ght, Sees this, which more damnation does upon him | Jo noon-tide fades incontinent he ran, i; | 
MY =”. | | Whercpuristhe brook with ſleep-invitingſound. 1 
niehr This globe pourtray'd the race of learned men, Or when Dan Sol to flope his wheels began, 3 

18 [hs 15 9 


Then write and blot as would your ruth engage. r light fat trembling on the welkin's bound; 


ar, Why, Authors, all this ſcrawel and ſcribbling Thenhomeward thro'therwilight ſhadowsſtray, | 
nig ſore? ED | | Saunt'ring and flow. So had hepaſs'd many aday. 
To loſe the preſent, gain the furure age, Vet not in thoughtleſs ſlumber were they paſt: 
£5 Praiſed to be when you can hear no more, Por oft the heav'nly fire that lay conceal'd 
dom: And much earich'd with fame when uſeleſs Beneath the ſleeping embers, mounted faſt, 
Rome, Wl worldly ſtore ! . RR And all its native light anew reveal'd:; _ 
4 6 Then would a ſplendid city riſe to view, Oft as he travers d the coerulcan field, [wind, 
: — With carts, and cars, and coaches roaring all; | And mark'd the clouds that drove befor e the 
qa Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew: Ten thouſand glorious ſyſtems would he build, 
. See how they daſh along from wall to wall | Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind; 
oe dne At ev ry door, hark, how they thund'ring call! | But w ith thecloudsthey fled, and left notracbchind. 
youth Good lard ! what can this giddy rout excite ? With him was ſometimes join'd, in ſilent walk 
days Why on each other with fell tooth to fall,; (Profoundly ſilent, for they never ſpoke) 
Aneighbour's fortune, fame, or peace to blight, | One ſmyer till, who quite deteſted talk: 
Wars And make new tireſome parties for the coming | Oft, ſtung by ſpleen, at once away he broke, 
= R | night F | | To grovesof pine, and broado'crſhadowing oak; 
7 of The puzzling ſons of party next appear'd, There, july thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 
arbling hpi. Marked wt d And on himſelf his penfive fury wrok 
(wide, n dark cabals and nightly juntos met; [rcar'e _—_—— ST I} A; 
\rins And now they whiſper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging Ne ever utter'd word, fave when firſt ſhone 
- abid?, The important ſhoulder ; then, as if to get | The glittering ſtar of eve — © Thank IIcav'n! 
. ' New light, their twin Kling cyes were inward the day is done,” 
Was, No ſooner Lucifer r ecals * [ fer. | Herelurch'da wretch who had not crept abroad 
0 Than forth they various ruſh in mighty fret 1114 years, ne face of mortal ſecn; | 
1 When lo ! puſh'd up to pow'r, and cr tad a d In chamber brooding like a loathly toad: 
nely mY their Cares, ; [{tairs, And ſure his linen was not very clean. 
” nad 1 comes another ſet, and kicketh them down I hro' ſecret loop-holes, that had practis'd been 
| But what moſt ſhcw'd the vanity of life, Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 
t i; heie Was to behold the nations all on ſire; Unkempt, and rough, offqualid face aud mien, 
In cruct broils engag'd, and deadly ſtrife: Our ciſtle's ſhame ! whence, from his filthy 
of Mok chriſtian kings, cnttam'd by black.defire, Wedrove the villaia out for fitter lair tolook. nook 


The Morning Star, | 
Aaz One 
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358 
One day there chanc'd into theſe halls torove | 
A joyous youth, who took you at firſt ſight 3 | 
Him the wild wave of pleaſure hither drove 
Before the ſprightly tempeſt taſſing light: 
Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 

Of ſocial glee, and wit humane tho? keen, 
Turning the night to day and day to night: 
For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 


What moſt clatcs then ſinks the ſoul as low : } 
Whenſpring-tide joypoursinwith copiousflood, | 

The higher ſtill th'exulting billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us grov'ling on the dreary thore : 

Taught by this ſon of joy, we found it fo; 
Who, whilft he ſtaid, kept in a gay uproar 


more. | 
As when in prime of June a burniſli'd fly 
Sprung from the meads, o'er which he ſweeps | 
| along, | „ AS | 
Chcer'd by the breathing bloom and vital fky, 
Tunes up, amid theſe airy halls, his ſong, 
_ Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng: _ 
And oft he ſips their bowl; or nearly drown'd, | 


He, thence rceov ring, drives their beds among, 


And ſcares their tender ſleep, with tromp pro- 
| found; | | | 
Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. | 


Another gueſt there was, of ſenſe refin'd, 
Who felt each worth, for ev'ry worth he lad; 
Screne yet warm, humane yet firm his mind, | 
As little rouch'd, as any man's, with bad: 
Him thro' their inmoſt walks the Muſes lad, | 
_ To him the ſacred love of nature lent, 
And ſometimes would he make ourvalleyglad ; 
| When as we found he would not here be pent, 
To him the better ſort this friendly meſſage tent : | 


„ Come, dwell with us! true fon of virtue, 
C N 
But if, alas ! we cannot thee perſuade | 
To ly content beneath our peaceful dome, 
Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade ; 
« Yet when at laſt thy toils but ill are paid | 
Shall dead thy fire, and damp its hcavenly | 
W 3 mm” ON 


« Thou wilt be glad to ſcck the rural ſhade, YH 


« Theretoindulge the muſe, and nature mar: 
« We then a lodge for thee will rear in Hagley 
| 40 Park.“ 8 


Here whilom ligg'd tn Eſepus of the age 5 ; 


But call'd by fame, in ſoul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride reſtor'd him ta the ſtage, 
And rous'd him, like a giant, from his ſicep. 
Ev*n from his flumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force the enliven'd ſcene he wakes, | 
Vet quits not nature's bounds. He knows to | 
| keep h | =; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Each duc decorum : now the heart he ſhakes, 
Aud now with well-vcg'd ſenſe the cnlighten'd | 
judgment takes. 


Mr. Ein. + The following lines of this ſlanza were writ by a friend of the author. 


Book It 


A bard heredwelt, more fat than bard beſecm;, 
Who, void of envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and nature's pleaſing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated ftrain : 
The world forſaking with a calm diſdain, 
Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy ſeat : _ 
Here quatf'd, encircled with the joyous train 
Of moralizing ſage : his ditty ſweet : 


. | 17 in this nook of quiet, bells had ever been. | He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat, 
But not ev*n pleaſure, to exceſs, is good : | 


Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy. 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 


Was oneI chiefly mark'd among the fry; 


He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye, 
And ſhone all glitt'ring with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damſel chanc'd to trippen by; 


X Which, whenobſerv'd, he ſhrunk into his mey, 
Our madden'd caſtle all, th'abode of ſleep no | And ſtrait would recollect his piety anew. 


Nor be forgot a tribe, who minded nought 

(Old inmates of the place) but ftate affairs : 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought; 
And on their brow ſat ev' ry nation's cares: 
The world by them is parcell'd out in ſhares, 
When in the Hall of Smoke thev congreſs hold, 
And the ſage berry fun-burnt Mocha bears 
Has clear'd their inward eye: then ſmoke- eu · 

roll'd, | 


Their oracles break forth myſterious, as of old. 


Here languid beauty kept her pale-fac'd court, 
Hevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 
From ev'ry quarter luther made reſort ; 
Where, from groſs mortal care and bus'neſs free, 
They lay, pour'd out in caſe and luxury. 
Or thould they a vain ſhew of work aſſume, 
Alas! and well-a-day ! what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom 
But far is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning-wheel,and loom, 


Their only labour was to kill the time: 
And labour dire it is, and weary woe. 
They fit, they loll, turn o'cr ſome idle rhyme : 

Then riſing ſudden, to the glaſs they go, 
Or ſaunter forth, with tott'ring ſtep and flow: 
This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find; 
Strait on the couch their limbs again they thros, 
Where hours on hours they ſighingly reclin'd, 
And court the vap'ry god ſoft- breathing in the 
wind. e 
Now muſt I mark the villany we found; 
But ah! too late, as ſhall eftſoons be ſhew?!. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, 
Where ftill our inmates, when unpjcaling 
grown, 
Diſcas'd and loathſome, privily were throw" * 
Far from the light of heav'n, they languiſh' 
Unpity'd, utt'ring many a bitter groan ; ¶thete 
For of thoſe wretches — 5 was no care: [Wels. 
Fierce fiends, and hags of hell, their only nurſcs 


Alas] the change! from ſcenes of joy and reſt 
To this dark den, where ſickneſs toſs'd alw?!* 
Here Lethargy, with deadly ſleep oppreſt, 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty —_— 11 b 
cave 
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1 I care not, Fortune, what you me deny : 


Heaving his ſides, and ſnored night and day. 
To ſtir him from his trance it was not eath, 
And his half-opcn'd eyne he ſhut ſtraitway: 
He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way to death, | 


breath, 


| Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, _ 


Soft-ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy : 


_ Unwieldy man; with belly monſtrous round, 


For ever fed with watery ſupp 


For füll he drank, and yer he fill was dry. | 


And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 


Mother of {plccn, in robes of various dye, 


Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit; {a wit. 


And ſome her frantic tleem'd, and ſome her deem'd 


A lady proud the was, of ancient blood, 


Yet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low : | 


She felt, or fancy'd in her flutt'ring mood, 
All the diſeaſes which the ſpittles know, 


And ſought all phyſic which the ſhops beſtow; 


And ſtill new leaches and new drugs would try, 
Her humour ever ww; rihg to and fro: [| cry, 
For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes 


Then fuddden waxed wroth; and all ſhe knew not 


why, 


Faſt by her fide a liſtleſs maiden pin'd, [ings Y 
With aching head, and ſqueamiſh heart brorn- | 
- Pale, bloated, cold, the ſcem'd to hate mankind, | 


Yet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 
And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings; 


BR - - © 7% | | 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſtings; 
While apoplexy cramm'd intemp'rance knocks 


Downto the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox. 


q 52, 


The Caftle of I udolence. An Allegorical 
5 Poem. THOMSON. * 
The knight of arts and induſtry, 
And his atchievements fair; 
That, by this caſtle's overthrow, 
| Secur'd and crmuned were.” 
FSCAP'D the caſtle of the fire of ſin, 


Ah! where ſhall I ſo ſweet a dwelling find > | 


For all around, without, and all within, | 
Nothing ſave what delightful was and kind, 
Of goodneſs ſav'ring and a tender mind, 

er roſe to view. But now another ſtrain, 
Of doleful nore, alas ! remains behind : 

now muſt ſing of pleaſure turn'd to pain; 


ad of the falſe inchanter Indolence complain. | 


I there no patron to protect the muſe, 
And fence for her Parnaſſus? barren ſoul ? 
o ev'ry labour its reward accrues, 
Andthe y are ſure of bread who ſink and moil ; 
ut a fell tribe the Aonian hive deſpoil, 
As ruthleſs waſps oft rob the painful bee : 


hus while the laus not guard that nobleſt toil, a 


e for the Muſes other meed decree, 


\ 


uten pain and ſtrife to yield the | 


the crowing | 


359 


You cannot rob me of free nature's grace; 
You cannot ſhut the windows of the ik y, 
Thro' which Aurora ſhews her bright'ning face; 
| You cannot bar my conſtant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living ſtream, at eve: 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
And I their toys to the great chikiren leave: 
Of Fancy, Reaſon, Virtue — nought can me 
r | 46 EE 


Come then, my muſe, and raiſe a bolder ſong; 

Come, lig no more upon the bed of floth, 
Dragging the lazy languid line along, 

Fond to begin, but ſti]! to finiſh loth; 
Thy half-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the moth : 
Ariſe, and ſing that gen'rous imp of fame, 
Who with the ſons of foftnefs nobly wroth, 
To [weep away this human lumber came, 
Or in a choien few to rouſe the ſlumb'ring flame. 


In Fairy-land there liv'd a knight of old, 
Of feature ſtern, Selvagio yclep'd; 8 
A rough unpoliſh'd man, robuſt and bold, 
But wond'rous poor: he neither fow'd not 
reap'd. . „ 
Ne fiores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd ; 
In hunting all his days away he were; 
Now feorch'd by June, now in November ſtcep'd, 
Now pinch'd by biting January fore, | 
[Te ſtill in woods purſu'd the libbard and the boar. 


As he one morning, long before the daun, 
Prick'd thro? the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 
Deep in the windjng boſom of a lawn, 

With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's 

rav, | 

That from the beating rain and wint'ry fray 

- Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy ; LS 

There, up to earn the needments of the day, 

He found dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy: 


Her he compreſs'd, and ſilꝭd her with a luſty bor. 


Amid the green wood ſhade this boy was bred, 
And grew at laſt a knight of muchel fame, 
Of affive mind and vigorous luſtyhed; | 
The Knight of Arts and Induſtry by name. 
Earthwas his bed, the boughs his roof did frame; 

He knew no bev'rage but the flowing ſtrcam; 
His taſteful well-carn'd food the ſylvan game, 
Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands 

rem : 

The ſame to him glad ſummer, or thewinter breme 


So paſs'd his youthly morning, void of care, 
Wild as the colts that thro? the commons run: 
For him no tender parcnts troubled were, 

He of the foreſt ſeem'd to be the fon ; 

Aad certes had been utterly undone, 

But that Minerva pity of him took, 

With all the gods that love the rural wonne, 

That teach to tame the foil and rule the crook ; 
Ne did the ſacred Nine diſdain a gentle look. 


Of fertile genius him they nurtur'd well, 
In ev'ry ſcience and in ev'ry art, 


By which mankind the thoughtleſs brutes excel, 


e praiſed are alone, and ſtarve right merrily. That can or ule, or joy, or grace impart, 
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360 
Diſcloſing all the pow'rs of head and heart: 
Ne were the goodly exerciſes ſpard, 


That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert, 
And mix elaſtic force with tirmnets hard: 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book Il 


| Andguile and rufhan force were all their trade. 


Life was a ſcene of rapinc, want, and woe; 
Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made 
To ſwear, he would the raſcal rout o'erthrow ; 


Was never knight on ground mote be with him For, by the pow'rs divine, it ſhould no more be ſo 


__ _  compar'd. | | | | 
Sometimes, with early morn, he mounted gay 
The hunter- ſteed, exulting o' er the dale, | 
And drew the roſeate breath of orient day; 
Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, _ 
Yclad in ſteel, and bright with burniſh'd mail, | 


He ſtrain'd the bow, ortofs'd the ſounding ſpear; | 


Or darting on the goal outſtripp'd the gale, 
Or wheel'd the chariot in its mid-career; 
Or, ſtrenuous, wreſtled hard with many a tough | 

REES To | | 

At other times he pry'd thro? nature's ſtore, 

_ Whate'er ſhe in th'ethereal round contains, 
Whate'er the hides beneath her verdant floor, 
The vegetable and the min'ral reigns; 
Or elſe he ſcann'd the globe, thoſe ſmall do- 
| mains, 3 
Where reſtleſs mortals ſuch a turmoil keep, 
Its ſeas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains ; 

But more he ſearch'd the mind, and rous'd 

| from ſleep 1 | 
Thoſe moral ſeeds whence we heroic actions reap. 


Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high purſuits | 


Ofheav'nly truth, and practiſe what the taught. 
Vain is the tree of knowledge without fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the ſpade or plough he 


They. ly, to laviſh ſloth and tyranny a prey. 


Let not the Roman ſteel theirnakedbreaftdiſmay's. 


caught, 


Sometimes he plv'd the ſtrong mechanic tool, 
Or rear d the fabric from the fineſt draught; 
And oft he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool, 


Fighting with winds and waves on the vex'd | 


ocean pool. 


To ſolace then theſe rougher toils, he try'd 
To touch the kindling canvas into life; 
With nature his creating pencil vy'd, 
With nature joyous at the mimic ſtrife; 
- Or to ſuch ſhapes as grae'd Pygmalion's wife, 
He hew'd the marble ; or with vary'd fire, 
He rous'd the trumpet and the martial fife, 
* Or bade the lute ſwect tenderneſs inſpire, 
Dr verſes fram'd that well might wake Apollo's 
| „ is 5 


Accompliſh'd thus he from the woods iſſu'd, 


Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize; 
The work, which long he in his breaſt had 
_ brew'd, | | 
Now to perform he ardent did deviſe; 
To wit, a barb'rous world to civilize. 
Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild; 
Nought to be ſeen but ſavage wood and ſkies ; 
No cities nouriſh'd arts, no culture ſmil'd, 
No government, nolaws, no gentle manners mild. 


A y ed wight, the worſt of brutes, was man : 


On his «yn wretched kind he ruthleſs prey'd : 
The ſtrongeſt ſtill the u eakeſt over-ran ; 


Ss | | traught; 
Forth- calling all with which boon earth is | Temper'd by 


And ftill with her ſweet innocence we find, 


Nature and Art, at once delight and uſe combini'd, 


It would exceed the purport of my ſong, 
To fay how this e ſun, from orient climes 


Came beaming life and beauty all along, 


Before him chacing indolence and crimes. 
Still as he paſs'd, the nations he fublimes, 
And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray. 
Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, their golden 
Succeſſive, had; but now in ruins gray | time, 


To crown his toils, Sir Induſtry then ſpread 
The ſwelling fail, and made for Britain's coaſ, 
A ſylvan life till then the natives led, 

In the brown ſhades and greenwood foreſt loſt, 
All careleſs rambling where itlik'd them moſt: 
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro? the 

| glade: 3 Br 
They lodg'dat large, and liv'd atnature's coſt; 
Save ſpear and bow, withouten other aid ; 


He lik'd the foil, he lik'd the clement ſkies, 
He bk'd the verdant hills and flow'ry plains, 

Be this my great, my choſen iſle (he crics); 
This, whilſt my labours Liberty ſuſtains, 

This queen of ocean all affault diſdains. 

Nor lik'd he leſs the genius of the land, 

To freedom apt aud perſevering pains : 
Mild 2 gen'rous to command, ſ hand, 

orming Hcav*n with kindeſt firmett 


Here, by degrees, his maſter-work aroſe, 
Whatever arts and induſtry can frame: 
Whatever finiſh'd agriculture knows, 
Fair queen of arts] from heav'n itſelf who came, 
When Eden flouriſh'd in unſpotted fame: 


And tender peace, and joys without a name, 
That, while they raviſh, tranquilize the mind, 


Then towns he quicken'd by mechanic arts, 
And bade the fervent city glow with toil; 
Bade focial commerce raiſe renowned marts, 
Join land to land, and marry foil to ſoil, 
Unite the poles, and without bloody ſpoil 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ſtores; 
Or, thould deſpotic rage the world embroil, 


Bade tyrants tremble on remoteſt ſhores, [0215 


W nile o'er th'encireling deep Britannia's thunder 
The drooping muſes then he weſtward call, 


From the fam'd city“ by Prepontic ſea, | 
What time the Turk & enfeebled Grecian 
thrail'd ; fftree, 


Thence from their cloifter'd walks he fer them 

And brought them to another Caſtalie, 

Where Ifis many a famous nourſling breeds 

Or where old Cam ſoft paces o'er the lee 

In penſive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, 
The whilſt his flocks at large the lonely ſhephef 


In ev'ry country mighty robbers ſway'd, 


| 


+ Conſtantinople. 


feeds. 
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trade Yet the fine arts were what he finiſh'd leaſt, | 
voc; For why ? They are the quinteſſence of all. 
„made The growth of lab'ring time, and flow encreaſt; 
throw. Unleſs, as ſeldom chances, it ſhould fall | 
be ſo i That mighty patrons the coy ſiſters call | 
bp tothe ſunſhine of uncumber'd eaſe, ſthrall, 
Sy here no rude care the thought may 
limes And where they nothing have to do but pleaſe: 
— Ah! gracious God! thou know'ſt they aſk no 
— bdther fees. * 
us rav; But now, alas! we live too late in time: 
- golden Our patrons now ev'n grudge that little claim, | 
golden patror | gruage tha 
[ times, Except to ſuch as fleek the ſoothing rhyme; | 
ey. And yet, forſooth, they wear Mzcenas? name: 
0 Poor ſons of puft- up vanity, not fame. . 
— Unbroken ſpirits cheer ; ſtill, fill remains 
— The eternal patron, Liberty: whoſe flame, 
While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleſt ſtrains. 
oy The beſt and ſweeteſt far, are toil-created gains. 
ro” the When as the knight had fram'din Britain- land 
| A matchleſs form of glorious government, 
*Scoſt ; In which the ſoy'reign laws alone command, | 
id; Laws *ſtabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 
{may'd, Whole majeſty is to the ſceptre lent; ; 
Kies When this great plan, with . dependent art, 
' | 9 hs | | 
plains I Ties foughrhe fcomthetoilſome ſcenetopart, | 
nie); WY And let life's vacant eve breathe quiet thro the 
D | 9 : 


heart. 
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| Amid the flow'ring 


Which when once caſt 
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As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
He poliſh'd nature with a finer hand: 
Vet on her beauties durſt not art encroach; 
*Tis art's alone theſe beauties to expand. 
In graceful dance immingled, o'er the land, 
Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona plav'd: 
Here roo briſk gales the rude wild common 
e „„ 85 
An happy place: where free, and unafraid, 
brakes each coyer creature 
But in prime vigor what can laſt for ay? 
That ſoul-enfeebling wizard Indolence, 
I whilom ſung, wrought in his works decay: 
Spread far and wide for his curs'd influence ; 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the fenſe, 
Ev'n much of private; eat our ſpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices ; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout; 
Not, as old fame reports, wiſe, gen'rous, bold, 
and ſtout. | We. : 


A rage of pleaſure madden'd ev'ry breaft, 
Down to the loweſt lees the ferment ran : 
To his licentious wiſh each muſt be bleſs'd, 
With joy be ſever'd; ſnatch it as he can. | 
Thus Vice the ſtandard rear'd ; her arrier-ban 
Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the word, 
Mind, mind yourſelves; why ſhould the vul- 
| © gar man, : | 
The lackey be more virtuous than his lord > 
Enjoy this ſpan of life ! *tis all the gods afford.” 


The tidings reach'd to where, in quiet hall, 
The good old knight enjoy'd well-earn'd repoſe. 
Come, come, Sir Knight! thy children on 
© thee call; x LEE 
Come, fave us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe ; 
The demon Indolence thy toil o'erthrows.” 
On this the noble calour ſtain'd his cheeks, 
ndignant, glowing thro? the whit'ning ſaows 
Of venerable eld; his eye full ſpeaks 5: 
His ardent ſoul, and from his couch at once he 
© Cs 1 15 
I will (he cry'd) fo help me, God] deſtroy 
That villain Archimage.—His page then ſtrait 


He to him call'd, a fiery-footed boy, 
| Benempt Diſpatch. * My ſteed be at the gate; 

My bard attend; quick, bring the net of Fate.“ 
This net was twiſted by the ſiſters threge; 
o'er harden'd wretch, 


wo late © DER 
Repentance comes : ” cannot be 
From the ſtrong iron graſp of vengeful Deſtiny, 


He came, the bard, a little druid wight, 
Of wither'd aſpect; but his eye was keen, 
With ſweetneſs mix'd. In ruſſet brown bedight, 
As is his ſiſter in the copſes green“, 

le crept along, unpromiſing of mien. 
Grots he who judges ſo. His ſoul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon azure ſheen. 
True comelineſs, which nothing can impair, 


* For this he choſe a farm in Deva's vale, 
: Where his long alleys peep'd upon the main. 
| Chand. In this calm feat he drew the healthful gale, | 
t firmctt Here mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the ſwain. 
0 The happy monarch of his ſylvan train, 
_ Here, ſided by the guardians of the fold, | 
He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his bleſt 
domain : 1 5 8 
my His days, the days of unſtain'd nature, roll'd, | 
ang Replete with peace and joy, like patriots of old. 
name, Witneſs, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk; 
e mind, Witneſs, ve flocks, whoſe woolly veſtments far 
»mbiri'd, Exceed ſoft India's cotton, or her ſilk; | 
Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the nodding | 
© arts car, . FE | 
toi] - That homeward came beneath ſweet ev'ning's 
marts, | mM EY 
il, Or of September moons the radiance mild. 
poil O hide thy head, abominable war! 
s ſtores; WW Of crimes and ruffian idleneſs the child! 
broil, From heav'n this life yiprung, from hell thy glo- 
„ [roars ries vild! 1 | 
thunder | 1 : i | 
Nor from his deep retirement baniſh'd was 
d call', Th'amufing care of rural indutiry. _ | 
a, Still, as with grateful change the ſeaſons paſs, 
Grec1al ew ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes ſtrike the eye, | 
fes And all the enliven'd country beautify : 
ſer them Gay plains extend where marſhes ſlept before; 
- *er recent meads th'exulting ſtreamlets fly ; | 
breeds3 ark frowning heaths grow bright with Ceres? 
lee ſtore, __ [ ſhore, 
reeds, An! woods imbrow n the ſteep, or wave along the 
theplerd | | | 
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Dwells in the mind: all elſe is vanity and glare. 
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And muchthey moraliz'd as thus yfere they yode. | 
They talk'd of virtue and of human bliſs; | 


This truth of truths, which nothing can refel: 
From virtue's fount the pureſt joys out-well, | 


To all thut to mankind is good and dear: 


_ Oerturn his bow'rs, and lay his caſtle low. 


Come (quoth the knight) a voice has reach'd 
| mine ear ; N 
The demon Indolence threats averthrow 


Come, Philomelus; let us inſtant go, 


Thoſe men, thoſe wretched men, who will be 


ANluſt drink a bitter wrathful cup of woe : | 


. But ſome there be, thy ſong, as from their graves, 
Shall raiſe. Thrice happy he! who without ri- 


gor faves. 


Of ardent bay, and on whoſe front a ſtar 
Shone blazing bright : ſprung from the gene- 
_____ Fous breed | LEE | 

That whirl of active day the rapid car, 
He pranc'd along, diſdaining gate or bar. 


Mcantime, the bard on milk-white palfrey rode; 
An honeſt ſober beaft, that did not mar 


His meditations, but full ſoftly trode! 


What elſe ſo ſit for man to ſenle well? 


And ſtill their long reſearches met in this, 


* Swezr rills of thought that cheer the con- 
* {nous foul; - 


« While vice pours forth the troubled ſtreams | 


of hell, 


he which, hoe er diſguis d, at laſtwith dole | 
Will through the tartur d brzaft their fiery tor- 


© rent roll. bebe 


At length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay, 


And ſpite ev'n of themſelves their lenſes cheer 5 | 


* 


Oer which high wood-crown'd hills their ſum- 
mats rear. | 


On the cool height a while our palmers ſtay, 


Then to the vizard'swonne their ſteps they ſteer. 
ke a green iſle, it broad beneath them ſpread. 


« As God ſhall judge me, knight. we muſt for- 
(The half-enraptur'd Philomelus cry'd)! give, | 
© Fhe frail good man deluded here to live, | 


Wich gardens round, and wand'ring currents 


clear, 


And tufted groves to ſhed the meadow-bed, 


Sweet airs and ſong : and without hurry all ſeem'd 


glad. 


© And in theſe groves his muſing fancy hide. 


Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd, 


- © That virtue ſtill ſome tincture has of vice, 


« Andvicc of virtue. What ſhouldthen betide, 
© But that our charity be not too nice? 


© Come, let us thofe we can to real bliſs entice. | 
« Ay, ficker (quoth the knight) all fleſh is frail, | 


Jo pleaſant fmy and joyaus dalliance bent; 
© But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, 
Aud think to ſcape defervcd puniſhment. 


* A Gladiator, who made uſe of a net, which he threw over his adverſary. 


Iuing forth, the knight beftrode his ſteed, 


i 
& 
. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Who muſt in foods of fire 


Book 11, 


« Juſtice were cruel weakly ta relent ; 
From mercy's ſelf ſhe got her ſacred glaive, 
* Grace be to thoſe who can, and will repent 
But penance long, and dreary, to the ſlave, 
his groſs foul ſpirt 
© lave.”? 


Thus, holding high diſeourſe, theycame towhen 
The curſed carle was at his wonted trade; 
Still tempting heedleſs men into his ſnare, 

In witghing wiſe, as I before have ſaid, 


But when he ſaw, in goodly geer array'd, 


« — 


| 
H 


1 — 


Who, back'ning, ſhun'd his touch; 
knew | 


The grave majeſtic knight approaching nigh, 


And by his fide the bard ſo ſage and ſtaid, 
His count'nance fell ; yet oft his anxious eye 


Mark- d them, like wily fox who rooſted cock 


doth ſpy. ; 


Nathleſs, with feign'd reſpect, he bade give back 


The rabble- rout, and welcom'd them full kind; 


Struck with the noble twain, they were not ſlack 


His orders to obey, and fall behind. 

Then he reſum'd his ſong; and unconfin'd, 

Pour'd all his muſic, ran thro” all his ſtrings: 
With magic duſt their eyne he tries to blind, 
And virtue's tender airs o'er nature flings. 


What pity baſe his fong who ſo divinely ſing> 


Elate in thought, he counted them his awn, 
They liſten'd fo intent with fix'd delight: 
But they inſtead, as if tranſinew'd to ſtone, 


_ Marvel'd he could with ſuch ſweet art units 
The lights and ſhades of manners, wrong aud 


right. oh 
Meantime the filly crowd the charm devour, 
Wide preſſing to the gate. Swift on the knigli 
Here darted fierce, to drag him to his bow'r, 
for well he 


its pow' r. 


As in throng amphitheatre of old, 


The wary Retiarius“ trapp'd his foe ; 


Ex'n fo the knight, returning on him bold, 


At once involv'd him in the net of woe, 


Whereof I mention made not long ago. 


Enrag'd at firit, he ſcorn'd fo weak a jail, 
And leap'd, and flew, and flounced to and fro; 
But when he found that nothing could avail, 
e ſat him felly down, and gnaw d his bitter nail, 


Alarm'd, the inferior demons of the place 

Rais'd rueful ſhrieks and hideous yells around: 

Black ſtormy clouds deform'd the welkin's face, 

And from beneath was heard a wailing ſound, 

As of infernal ſprights in cavern bound ; 

A ſolemn ſadneſs ev'ry creature ſtrook, 

And lightnings flaſh'd, and horror rock'd thc 
| ground; | { mith'd look, 

Huge crowds on crowds out- pour'd with ble. 


| As if on Time's laſt verge this fame of things had 


ſhook, | | 
Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent, 
Steam'd from the jaws of vext Avernus' hole, 
And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 
Sir Induſtry the firſt calm moment ſtole. 


There 


« Be ſome who are not tainted at the heart, 
Not poiſon'd quite by this ſame villain's | 
© bowl: [part : 

« Come then, my bard, thy heav'nly fire im- 


t ſtart. © ip 
The bard obey'd ; and taking from his fide, 
Where it in ſeemly ſort depending hung, 


The which with ſkilful touch he defly ſtrung, 
Till tinkling in clear 144 they rung. 
Then, as he felt the Muſes come along, 


And play'd a prelude to his riſing ſong: | 

The whilſt, like midnight mute, tea thouſands ' 
round him throng. 1 | | 

Thus ardent burſt his ſtrain— | 

8 © Ye hapleſs race, 

« Dire-labouring here to ſimother reaſon's ray, | 

« That lights our Maker's image in our face, 

And gives us wide o'er earth unqueſtion'd 
© ſway, 5 


« What, but eternal never- reſting ſoul, 

« Almighty power, and all-directing day; 
By whom each atom ſtirs, the planets roll; 
Who fills, ſurrounds, informs, and agitates | 

the whole. | | 


fold! [ alane | 
© Draw from its fountain life! Tis thence 
We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold, | 
To ſeraphs burning round the Almighty's 
«© throne, | 
Life riſing till on life, in higher tone, 


© In univerſal nature this clear ſhewn, 


To prove the beautcous world excels the brute | 
_—_ | 5 
© Is not the field, with lively culture green, 
A jovous fight more than the green morals ? 
© Do not the ſkies, with active ether clean, 
* And fann'd by ſprightly zephyrs, far ſurpaſs 
The foul November-fogs, and flumb'rous | 


* maſs, _ | - 
With which fad Nature veils her drooping 
face? [glaſs, 
© Does not the mountain-ſtream, as clear as 
Gay dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace? | 
The fame in all holds true, but chief in human 
race. | | 
It was not by vile loitering in eaſe Cart, 
That Greece obtain'd the brighter palm of 
That ſoft yet ardent Athens learn'd to pleaſe, 
To keen the wit, and to ſublime the heart, 
In all ſupreme! complete in every part! 
It was. not thence majeſtic Rome aroſe, 
And o'er the nations ſhook her conquering | 


For lluggard's brow the laurel never grows ; 


noox IT. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &.. 
There muſt (he cry'd) amid ſo vaſt a ſhoal, | 


His Britiſh harp, its ſpeaking firings he try'd, © None e'cr had ſoar'd to fame, none honour'd 


| <GreatH 
Light o'er the cords his raptur'd hand he flung, | 


| * Ne had m 
What is the ador'd Supreme Perfection, ſay? | - 


perfection forms, and with perfection bliſs. | 


© Nat needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis, | 


Into your 


© Had unambitious mortals minded noughr, 
But in looſe joy their time to wear away; 
Had they alone the lap of dalliance ſought, 
Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 
» wy pk ſtate had been our ftate to- 
| 6 2 | | : 
* : 
© No — eer their tow'ry fronts had rais'd, 
No arts had made us opulent and gay; 
With 1 the human race had 


been, none prais d. 


Had ſilent ſlept amid the Mincian reeds: 
F 1 of modern times had told their 
© beads, | | | 


And monkiſh legends been their only ſtrains * 


in weeds, 


Our Milton's Eden nad lain wra 
Our Shakeſpear ſtroll'd and laugh'd with 
Warwick ſwains; 71 | 


plains. ; 


And periſh'd all the ſons of ancient fame; 
« Thoſe ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 


© Through the dark depth of time their vivid 


flame, 


Come, to the beaming God your hearts un- 1 Had all been loſt with ſuch as have no name. 


Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for others 
* good? OE. 


© Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame 2 


Who in the public breach devoted ſtood, 


* And for his country's cauſe been prodigal of | 


© blood ? 


If right I read, you pleaſure all require 


© Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this 


„ E 1 _ 
| © How beſt enjoy'd this nature's wide deſire. 
© Toll, and be glad! let induſtry iufpire 


SES 3» ao. bw 
© Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire 
© In miry floth, no pride, no joy he hath; 

O leaden-hearted men, to be in love with 
ST 8 


Ah! what avail the largeſt gifts of Hearen 


When drooping health and ſpirits go amiſs? 
Ho taſteleſs then whatever can be given? 
Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 

* And exerciſe of health. In proof of this, 


| © Behold the wretch, who ſlugs his life away, 


Soon {wallow'd in diſeaſe's {ad abyſs; _ 
While be whom toil has brac'd, or manly 
play 5 


. Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear 


as day. | | 


O who can ſpeak the vigorous joys of health ? 


© Unclogg'd the body, unobſcur'd the mind; 


The morning riſes gay; with pleaſing ſtealth, 


"Renown is not the child of indolent repoſe, 


F The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 
| In 


363 


s ſong had never fir'd the breaſt 
To thirſt of glory, and heroic deeds; 
Sweet Maro's muſe, ſunk in inglorious reſt, 


y maſter, Spenſer, charm'd his Mulla's 


© Dumb too had been the ſage hiſtoric muſe, 


© But ſhould to fame your hearts unfeeling be, 


quicken'd limbs her buoyant 
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« In health the wide . tt ue gladneſs find. | 


« See! how the vounglings triſk along the - 


© mcads, wind; 


As Mav comes on, had wakes the balmy 35 


KRampant with life, their joy all joys exceeds: 
c Yet what but high-ſtrung health this en 
« pleataunce biecds? 


I But here, iaſtcad, is foſter'd erery ii 5 


Which or diſtemper d minds or bodies 


« know, 

Come then, my kindred ſpirits? os; not ſpill | 
_ © Your talcnts herc. This place is but a ſhow, 
M hoſe charms delude you to the den of wor : 
Come, follow me, I will direct you right, 

Where pleaſure's roſes, void of ſerpents, 
grow. | [Knight, 
© Sincere as ſweet; come, follow this good 
And you will bleſs the day that dans an him 
to your ſight. | 
Some he will lead to courts, and lame to 
damps; 
« To ſenates ſome, and public ſage debates, 


Where, by the ſolemn gleam of midnight |. 
| | [tates; Tp 


| lamps, 
»The world is pois'd, and manag d mighty 
To high diſcovery ſome, that new- creates 
« The face of earth 3 tome to the thriving 
* mart; 55 
« tune to the rural reign, and ſofter fates; 


To the fweet mules fome, who raite the | 


© heart: 


4 All glory mall be yours, all nature, and all art. 


There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay, 
Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair. 


© All may be done, (methinks I hear — | 
air; 


« fay | 
© Even death deſpis'd by generous actions 
. 

pair, 

Their very pow 'r diffolv'd in 8 , 
To quit of torpid iluggithneſs the lair, 
© And from the powerful arms of iloth get 
'6 frue; - | ap! 


Tis riſing from the dead — Alas !—It cannot 
Would you then learn to diſſipate the band 


Oft theſe huge threatening difficultics dire, 


That in the weak man's way, like hows, 


£ ſtand, | 
« His foul appal, and damp his riſing fire , 
© Reſolve, reſolve, and to be men afvite. . 
© Exert that nob eft privilege, alone 
Here to mankind indulg'd; controul deſire: 


« Let godlike Reaton, from her ſoveicign 


| « throne, 
6 Speak the commanding word,“ 1 will and 
it is done. 


« Heavens! can you then chus W alte, i in ſhame- 
« ful wife, 
'« Your few important days of trial here? 
« Heirs of eternity! vborn to riſc 
« Through cndlefs ſtates of being ſtill more 
s pear 


but for thoſe who to theſe bowers re 


f 


EXTRACTS, 
« To bliſs approaching, and perfection clear, 


Can you renounce a fortune ſo ſublime, ' 
Such glorious hopes, your backward fi, ng 
© to ſteer, [and dum 
And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud 
C No! nol—Your heav'n-tauch'd hearts * 
© the ſordid crime!“ 


BS + Enough! cnough !? they ery'—ftrait, fron 
| the crowd 
The better ſort on wings of tranſport fly. 
As when amid the lifelefs ſummits proud 
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid ſky 
Snows pil*d on ſnows in wint'ry torpor ly, 
The rays divine of vernal Phœbus play; 
 Tirawaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on 
Rous'd into action, lively leap away, {| high, 
Glad warbling through the vales, in her neu 
being „„ i 
Not leſs the life, the vivid joy Kerne 
That lighted up theſe new created men, 
Than that which wings th'exulting ſpirit clean, 
When, juſt deliycr'd from his fleſhy den, 
It ſoaring fecks its native ſkies agen. ¶ pow's, 
How light its eſſence! how unclogg'd Its 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal 
Even fo we glad forfook theſe ſinful Rs 
[ Even ſuch enraptur'd life, ſuch energy was our! 


Book ! 


But far the greater part, with rage enflam'd, 
Dire-mutter*dcurſes and blaſphem*d high Jor e. 
Ve ſons of hate! (they bitterly exclaim'd) 
© What brought you to this ſcat of peace and 


© love? [ grove, 


| «w hile, with kind Nature, here amid the 


© We paſs'd the harmleſs Sabbath of our time, 
What to diſturb it could, fell man, emore 

© Your barb'rous hearts 5 Is happineſs a 
crime? | [ fablime.” 

© Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heaven 


<« Ye impious wretches,” quoth the knight in 
| wrath, [ wand 
« Your happineſs behold „nen ſtrait a 
llc war'd, an anti-magic power that hath, 
Truth from illuſive fallrhood to command. 
Sudden, the landſcape ſinks on ev'ry hand; 
The pure quick ſtreams are . puddles 
r [ ſtand; 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken'd 
And o'er the weedy f abhorred ground, 
Snakes, adders, toads, each loathſome creature 
crawls around. 


And here and there, on trees by lightning 
„ enn, 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung : 
Or, in freſh gore and recent murder bath'd, 
They welt'ring lay; or elſe infuriate flung 
Into the gloomy ood, while ravens ſung 
The fun'ral dirge, they down the torrent 
rowPd : 
Theſe, by diftemper'd blood to madneſs ſturgs 
| Had doom'd themſelves; whence oft, Wh 
night contrauPd how] 
The » orld, returning hither their ſad ſp 
} Meant 


BOOK II. 


Meantime 
That lazar 
Depainted 
And gave 
Who totſir 
Soon as of 
Pour'd on 
Through t 
mile, 
The ſick up- 
0 heavi 
_ *. © mor 
« You ble! 
Are we | 
--.0 free 
And drin 
O thou! 
.. - © ther 
That fie 
« But wha 
Brought 
© rem; 
Repentance 


The gent! 
Let fall ad 
Certes ( 
T'undo t 
Nathleſs, 
With hu 
A power 
dhe quel 

riven 

She more 


Then pa 
© earr 
And by 
Let wiſd 
Or pious 
And to: 
Doubt n. 
Till ther 
One whe 
© eye: 
One who v 
to t 
They ſiler 


His fata 

© awa 
„Till ſoft 
c Yu fee. 


* fay 
What grac 


This faid, 

Inttant 2 £ 
Tue Char 
Sweet lov 


Book II. 
1 a mov ng ſcene was open laid; 
That lazar houſe, whilom in my lay 
Depainted have, its horrors deep diſplay'd, 
And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day, "87 
Who toſſing there in ſqualid miſery lay. 
Soon As of ſacred light the unwonted nile 
Pour'd on theſe living catacombs its ray, 


Through the drear caverns ſtretching many a | 
[woes a while. | 


The ſick up-rais'd their heads, and dropp'd their 


mile, 


O hcav'ns! (ey cry'd) and do we once 
1 more ſee FH 
« You bleſſed ſun, and this green earth ſo 
Are we from noiſome damps of 3 
© free ? 
And drink our ſouls the fivect ethereal air? 
| 0 thou! or knight, or god ! who holdeſt 
| .. - Wee 


That fiend, oh keep him in eternal chains; 


« But what for us, the children of deſpair, 
Brought to the brink of hell, what hope 
remains? | 
FRepentance does itſelf but aggravate our pains ! 


The gentle knight, who faw their rueful caſe, 
Let fall adown his filver beard ſome tears. 
© Certes (quoth He) it is not even in grace 
© T*undo the paſt, and eke your broken years: 
© Nathleſs, to nobler worlds repentance rears, 
With humble hope, her eye; to her is given 


neen; [Heaven. 
She more than merely ſoftens, ſhe rejoices 


© earn'd, 
© And by theſe ſufferings purify the mind; 
Let wiſdom be by paſt miſconduc̃t learn'd; 
© Or pious die, with penitence reſign'd; 
And do a life more happy and refin'd, 
© Doubt not, you ſhall new creatures yet ariſe. 
* Till then, you may expect in me to find 
| One 2 will wipe your forrow from your 
es 


© to the ſkies.” 


; They filent heard, and pour'd their thanks in 
5 tears; [tone) | 
y For you (reſum'd the Knight, with ſterner 


* Whoſe hard dry hearts the obdurate demon 
fears, { groan; 
That villains gifts will coſt you many a 


* His fatal charms, and weep your ſtains 

* awa 
_ ſoft AF pure as Im goodneſs grown, 
- 708 Be a * change: then, who can 
ay, 


This faid, his powerful wand he wav'd anew ; 
"tant a glorious angel-train deſcends, 
e Charities, to wit, of roſy hue ; 


W beer love their looks a 9 e radiance lends, 


In dolorous manſion long you muſt bemoan 


[ fair ! . 


A power the truly contrite heart that cheers; | 
* She quells the brand by which the rocks are | 


One ** will ſoothe your pangs, and wing you 


[eternal day! 
What grace may yet ſhine forth in Heaven', | 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
| 


© Then patient bear the | uffcrings you have 


ww 


— 


36s 
And with ſeraphic flame compaſſion blends. 
At once, delighted, to their charge they fly: 
When, lo! a goodly hoſpital aſcends ; 
In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 
That could the ſick- bed ſmoothe * chat ſad 


company. 


It was a worthy edifying geht, | 
And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 


With tender miniſtry, from place to place. 


to chace 
The fear ſupreme around their ſoften'd beds, 
Some _ man by prayer all-op? = Heaven 
diſpreads. | , 


| Attended by a glad acclaiming train, 
Of thoſe he reſcu'd had from gaping hell, 


Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the molly cell: 
Yet down his checks the gems of pity fell; 
To ſce the helpleſs wretches that rem ain; d, 
There left through delves and defarts dire to 
| yell; ſtain'd. 
Amaz'd, their looks with ook diſmay were 


And ſpreading wide their hands, they meek re- 


pentance feign'd. 


But, ah ! their ſcorned day of grace was oſt 
For (horrible to tell!) a deſart wild ¶ vaſt; 
Before them ſtretch'd, bare, comfortleſs, 8 

With gibbets, bones, and carcaſes defil'd ' 
There nor trim field nor lively culture ſimil'd; 
Nor waving thade was feen, nor fountain take; . 
But ſands abrupt on ſands lay loolely pil'd, 


painful care, 


Whilſt Phoebus ſmore them ſore, and fir'd the 


cloudleſs air. 


| Then, varying to a joyleſs land of bags, 


4: 


The ſadden'd country a grey waſte - 0 
Where nought bur putrid ſtreams and noiſome 
fo 


For ever hung on drizzly Auſter's beard; 


On elfe the ground by piercing Caurus ſear'd 3 
| * as jayg'd w th froſt, or hcap'd with glazed. 


\ſteer” Ip 


{now : 
Thro' theſe extremes a ceaſeleſ; round they 
By cruel fiends ſtill hurry d to and fro, | 


hounds moe. 


The firſt was with baſe dunghil] rags lad. 


Of morbid hue his features, ſunk and fad; . 
His hollow eyne ſhook forth a fickly icht; z 
And o'er his lank- jaw bone, in pitcous plight, 


vile; 
Direful 4 ſee! an heart-appalling fight ' 
Meantime foul ſcurf and blotches dion deiile; 


And dogs, where'cr he went, ſcill barked all rhe 
| while. | 
The 


To ſee kind hands attending day and night, . 


Some prop the head; ſome from the pallid face 
W .ipe off the faint cold dews weak nature ſheds; 
Some reach the healing draught: the whilſt, 


8 
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Then turn'd the Knight, and, to his hall again 


— 


4 — — ww + 1 


Through which they flound'ring toil'd with 


Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, wit! many hell- 


Tainting the gale in which they flutter'd light; 


His black rough beard was matted, rank, and 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


vl 


"4 35 Boox 11, Wl Box 
j | other was a fell deſpightful fiend : In ſome ſmall fray victorious! when (inſtead Shone U 
9 Lie holds none worſe — bow'r below: | Of ſhatter'd parcels of this earth uſurpꝰd r 
1 | By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancor keen'd; | By violence unmanly, and fore deeds _ & 
1 Of Man alike, if good or bad the foe: Of cruelty and blood) Nature herſelf ; Co — 
1 Wich noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhew | Stood all ſubdu'd by him, and open laid + t a 
1 As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous ſcent ; his eye | Her ev'ry latent glory to his view! : 4 pa 
4 Was cold and keen, like blaſt from Boreal | All intellectual eye, our ſolar round | 2 
ſnow; | I Firſt yazing thro), he by the blended pow't ” * 
1 And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. Of Gravitation and Projection, faw  _ 4 ch 7 
i Such were the twain that off drove this ungodly | The whole in filent harmony revolve. _ : 
| 5 fry. fn oo ny - 1 unaſſiſted — hid, the — 4 — 
i | 3 «Rd Aw o cheer remoter planets numerous  W 
; Rven 6 them Brindfard wed, © town ef ! vaite fin. Ae 
oe An herdof briſtly ſwine isprick'd along; mud, He "jm „ While t 
|} The filthy beaſts, that never chew the cn P ay — — * Dy'd in 
” Still grunt and ſqueak, and ling their trau ogg Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadow y light, Thele, 
2d * they | plunge themſelves t gg 4 In a ſoft deluge overflows the ſky. | 3 
But aye the ruthleſs driver goads them on, Agua —— — — ght Delightf 
And aye of barking dogs the bitter throng | Why now the mighty maſs of water ſwells Myriads 
Makes them renew their unmelodious 4 * Refiſtleſs, Tarn „ and my 
Ne ever find they relt from their unreſting fone. | Aud the dull river turning; wil again Of beau 
9 5 — c : | The tide . 8 _ | urs 
| an | 1 A yellow waſte of idle ſands behind. 1 
33% To the Memory of Tr 8 | Then breaking hence, he took his ardent fliglt Or prop 
No. „ T3 6: The the blue infinite; and ev'ry ftar Lren _ 
| Teſcribed to the Right Honourable Sir Robert Which the clear concave of a winter's night * 
| 2 Walpole. |} Pours on the eye, or aſtronomie tube, How iu 
+ ns | Far-ſtretching, ſnatches from the dark abyſs, lf, 
QHALL the great ſoul of Newton quit this | Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies | = — 
E earth, 33 | To fancy ſhine alone, at his approach Where + 
To mingle with the ſtars; and ev'ry Muſe, Blaz'd into ſuns, the living centre each ie ft. 
Aftoniſh'd into filence, ſhun the weight Of an harmonious ſyſtem: all combin'd, Dee yu 
Of honours due to his illuſtrious name? And rul'd unerring by that fingle powr Hic 1 
But what can man: Ev'n now the ſons of light, | Which draws the ſtone projected to the ground. Wis 1g! 
In ſtrains high-warbled to feraphic lyre, O unprofuſe magnificence divine Bur wi 
Hail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs, O wiſdom truly perfect! thus to call OY His hy by 
Yet am I not deterr'd, though high the theme, From a few cauſes ſuch a ſcheme of things, Of hed 
And ſung to harps of angels; for with you, Effects ſo various, beautiful, and great, | 170 re 
Ethereal flames ! ambitious I aſpire An univerſe complete! and, O belov'd 3 How thai 
In Nature's general ſymphony to join, | Of Heav'n, whole well-purg'd penetrative eye, What 
And what new wonders can you ſhew your þ The myſtic veil tranſpiereing, inly ſcann'd Refonk 
5 ueſt! 3 1 The riſing, moving, wide-eſtabliſh'd frame Wigs 
Who, while on this dim ſpot, where mortals toil | He, firſt of men, with awful wing purſu'd The fink 
Clouded in duſt, from motion's ſimple laws, The Comet thro? the long elliptic curve, In al = 
Could trace the ſecret hand of Providence, As round innum'rous worlds he wound his way; Fordens 
Wide - working thro? this univerſal frame! Till to the forehead of our ev'ning ſky Who 611 
Have ye not liſten'd, while he bound the ſuns | Return'd, the blazing wonder glares anew, 6 
And planets to their ſpheres ! th'unequal taſk And o'er the trembling nations ſhakes diſmay. Wd 34 
Of human- kind till then. Oft had they roll'd | The heav'ns are all his own; from the wild Al 4 
Oer erring man the year, and oft diſgrac'd | Of whirling vortices, and circling ſpheres, Lrule "ho aſt 
The pride of ſchools, before their courſe was | To their firſt great ſimplicity rettor'd. 8 Oh ſpeak 
Full in its cauſes and effects, to hin, [known | The ſchools aſtoniſh'd ſtood; but found it vail my 
All-piercing fage! who ſat not down and dream'd | To combat ſtill with demonſtration ſtrong, 3 ; 
Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din And, unawaken'd, dream beneath the blaze * 2 
Of ſpecious words and tyranny of names; Of truth. At once their ape Br ra fled, event 
But, bidding his amazing mind atttend, With the gay ſhadows of the morning mix d, ll preg 
And with heroic patience, years on years | When Newton roſe, our philoſophic ſun. _ nd pan 
Deep-ſcarching, faw at laſt the ſyſtem dawn, The aerial flow of ſound was known to him, Thoſ: li 
And fhine, of all his race, on him alone! | From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks, That fo 
What were his raptures then! how pure! how | Till the touch'd organ takes the meſſage in. _ Of eve. 
ſtrong ! Nor could the darting beam, of ſpeed immenſe, And ' 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, | Eſcape his ſwift purſuit, and mea uring ye l You, w | 
By his diminiſh'd, but the pride of boys Even Light itſelf, which cv'ry thing diſp x , 
| | 


ght 


and, 


Wuo fills, ſuſtains, and actuates the whole > 
day, ye who beſt can tell, ye happy few | 
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chone undiſcover'd, till his brighter mind 
Untwiſted all the ſhining robe of day; _ 

And from the whit'ning undiſtinguiſh'd blaze, 
Collecting ev'ry ray into his kind, | 

To the charm'd eye cduc'd the gorgeous train 
of parent- colours. Firſt, the flaming red 
sprung vivid forth; the tawny orange next; 
And next delicious yellow, by whoſe de 
Fell the kind beams of all-refreſhing green; 
Then the pure blue, that ſwells autumnal ſkies, 
Ethereal play'd ; and then, of ſadder hue, 
Emerg'd the deepen'd indico, as when 
While the laſt gleamings of refracted light 
Dy'd in the fainting violet _ | ; 
Theſe, when 2 diſtil the roſy ſnow'r, 
cine out diſtinct adown the wat'ry bow; 
While o'er our heads the dewy — bends 
Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 
Myriads of mingling dyes from theſe reſult, 
And myriads ſtill remain Infinite ſource 

Of beauty ever fluſhing! ever new! | 

Did ever poet image aught ſo fair, [brook ! 
Dreaming in whiſp'ring groves by the hoarſe 
Or prophet, to whoſe rapture heav'n deſcends ! 
ren now the ſetting ſun and ſhifting clouds, 
deen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, de- 

clare . | . 
How juſt, how beauteous, the refractive law ! 

The noiſeleſs tide of time, all bearing down 
To valt eternity's unbounded fea,  _ 
Where the green iſlands of the happy ſhine, 
He ſtemm'd alone: and to the tource (1nvoly'd 
Deep in primæval gloom) aſcending, rais'd 
His lights at equal diſtances, to guide 
Hiſtorian, wilder'd on his darkſome way. 

But who can number up his labours? who 
His high diſcoveries ſing! when but a few , 
Of the deep- ſtudying race can ſtretch their minds 
To what he knew: in fancy's lighter thought 


What wonder thence that his devotion ſwell'd 
Reſponſive to his knowledge! for could he, 
Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive ſaw 
The fintſh'd univerſity of things, 
ln all its order, magnitude, and parts, 
Forbear inceſſant to adore that Pow'r 


Who faw him in the ſofteſt lights of life, 
All unwithheld, indulging to his friends 
he vaſt unborrow's treaſures of his mind, 
Vh ſpeak the wond'rous man | how mild, how 
calm! | CLIC, 
Mow greatly humble, how divinely good! 
low firm eſtabliſh'd on eternal truth ; | 
TVent in doing well, with ev'ry nerve 
Null preſſing on, forgetful of the paſt, 
And panting for perfection: far above 
Thofe little cares and viſionary joys 
at ſo perplex the fond impathon'd heart 
f ever-cheated, ever-truſting man 
And you, ye hopeleſs gloomy- minded tribe, 


| Solemn as when ſome awful change is come, 


I And I refign my charge.”—Ye mould'ring 7 
The heavy-ſkirted ev'ning droops with froſt. | | 


Triumphal arch, the monument effac'd 
The worſhip'd name of hoar Antiquity, 


| While Newton lifts his column to the ſkies, 


Cut off, the joyous youth, and darling child, 


He here ſo well defery'd, and, wond”ring, talks 


| Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleſt, 


| Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 


| From Light himſelf—Oh look with pity down 


ncy : | And be her Genius call'd ! her ſtudies raiſe, 
How ſhall the Muſe then graſp the mighty theme? | | 
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That reach impatient at immortal life, 

Againſt the prime endearing privilege 

Of being dare contend, fay, can a foul 

Of ſuch extenſive, deep, tremendous powers, 

Enlarging ſtill, be but a finer breath | 

Of ſpirits dancing rhro” their tubes a while, 

And then for ever loſt in vacant air ? | 
But hark ! methinks I hear a warning voice, 


Sound thro? the world“ 'Tis done! the mca- 
| * ſure's full, . 
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That build the tow'ring pyramid, the proud 
By ruthleſs ruin, and whate'er ſupports 


Down to the duſt ! what grandeur can ve boaſt, 


| 
F 
| 


| Beyond the waſte of time. Let no weak drop 
Be thed for him. The virgin in her bloom 


Theſe are the tombs that claim the tender tear 
And elegiac ſong. But Newton calls | 
For other notes of gratulation high, = 
That now he wanders thro” thoſe endleſs world: 


. — ring 


And hymns their Author with his glad con pcers. 
O Britain's boaſt ! whether with angels thou 


Who joy to ſee the honour of their kind; 
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Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, 
Comparing things with things, in rapture loſt, 
And grateful adoration, for that light 

So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below, 


On human kind, a frail erroneous race 
Exalt the ſpirit of a downward world! 
O'er thy dejected country chief preſide, 


Correct her manners, and inſpire her youth: 


For, 2 deprav'd and ſunk ſhe brought thee 


Aud glories in thy name, the points thee out — 


To all her fons, and bids them eye thy ſtar 
While in expectance of the ſecond life, 
When time ſhall be no more, thy ſacred duſt 
Slceps with her kings, and dignifics the ſcene. 


$ 54+ Hymn on Solitude. Thonsox. 
HAN. mildly-pleaſing Solitude, 
Companion of the wiſe and good: 
But from whoſe holy piercing eye 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 
Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liften to thy whifper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 
| A thouſand-ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in ev'ry thape you pleaſe. 
| Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 


You, who unconſcious oi thoſe nobler flights 


| A lone philoſopher you feem ; 


Now 
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Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 


Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 


(Her Muſidora fond of thee) _ 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 


Thbine is the baliny breath of morn, _ 
juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born; 


Tphine is the woodland dumb retreats : 
But chief, when ev'ning ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 


The virtues of the ſage and ſwain; 
Plain innocence, in white array d, 


Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine: 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty; 
And wrapt Urania ſings to thee. 

On, let me pierce thy ſecret cell! 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. _ 


I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 


Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 


Then ſhield me in the woods again. : 


The filent globe is ſtruck with awful fear 
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And now you {weep the vaultcd ſky. 
A ſhepherd next you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ftrain, 

A lover now, with all the grace | 
Then, calm'd to 1 you aſſume 
The gentle- looking Hartford's bloom, 
As, with her Muſidora, ne 


Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 


And while meridian fervors beat, 


Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 


And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 


Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 


Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 


Perhaps from Norwoad's oak-clad hill, 
When meditation has her fill, 


Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe; 


| $ 55. Hymn to Darkneſs. Y ALDEN. 


J)ARENESS, thou firſt great parent of us all, 


Thou art our great original; 
Since from thy univerſal womb 


Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy numerous off- 


ſpring come. 


; Thy wond'rous birth is ev'n to Time unknown, 
Or, like Eternity, thou'dſt none; ks 


Whilſt Light did its firſt being we 


Vnto that awful ſhade it dares to rival now. 


Say, in what diſtant region doſt thou dwell, 
Jo Reaſon inaccctiible ? . 
From form and duller matter free, 


Thou ſoar'ſt above the reach of man's phiiloſophy. 


Involv'd in rhee, we firſt receive our breath, 
Thou art our 2 too in death: 
Great Monarch of the grave and womb, 


Where'er our fouls ſhall go, to thee our bcdies || 


come. 


When thy majeſtic ſhades appear: 
Thou doſt compoſe the air and fea; 
And Earth a Sabbath keeps, ſacred to reſt and 


1 


| Ere the foundation of the earth was laid, 
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In thy ſerener ſhades our ghoſts delight, 


And court the umbrage of the night; 

| In vaults and gloomy caves they ſtray, 
But fly the morning beams, and ſicken at the 
— Ws | 5 
Though ſolid bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brighteſt ray admit; 


No ſubſtance can thy force repel, [ dwell. 


0 Thou reign'ſt in depths below, doſt in the centre 
The ſparkling gems, and ore in mines below, 


Io thee their beauteous luſtre we; 
Tho' form'd within the womb of night, 


Bright as their fire they ſhine, with native rays 


of light. 


| When-thou doſt raiſe thy venerable head, 


And art in genuine night array'd, 
Thy negro beauties then delight; 
Beauties, like poliſh'd jet, with their own dark. 
neſs bright. 0 | | 


Thou doſt thy ſmiles impartially beſtow, _ 


And know'ſt no difff rence here below: 
All things appear the ſame by thee, 


_ Though light diſtinction makes, thou gi“ 


equality, 


| Thou, Darkneſs, art the lover's kind retreat, 


And doſt the nuptial joys complete; 
Thou doſt inſpire them with thy ſhade, 


 Giv'ſt vigour to the youth, and warm'ſt the 


yiclding maid. 


Calm as the blefs'd above, the Anch'rites dwell 


Within their peaceful gloomy cell; | 
Their minds with heav'nly joys are fill'd; 


\ [The pleaſures Light deny, thy thades for ever 


| yield, 55 
In caves of night, the oracles of old 
Did all their myſteries unfold: | | 
Darkneſs did firſt religion grace, [place. 
Gave terrors to the God, and rey'rence to the 
When the Almighty did on Horeb ſtand, 
Thy ſhades inclos'd the hallow'd land; 
In clouds of light he was array d, 
And venerable darkneſs his pavilion made. 
When he appear'd arm'd in his power and might, 
He veil'd the beatific light; ? 
When terrible with majeſty, "© 
In tempeſts he gave laws, and clad himſelf in thee. 
Or brighter firmament was made; : 
Ere matter, time, or place was known, 
| Thou, Monarch Darkneſs, ſway'dſt theſe ſpa- 


Cious realms alone. 


Invades thy ſcanty lot of Night: 
By rebel ſubjects thou'rt betray'd, 
The anarchy of ſtars depoſe their monarch, Shade: 


| Yet fading light its empire muſt reſign, 


And Nature's pow'r ſubmit to thine : 
An univerſal ruin ſhall erect thy throne, 
And Fate confirm thy Kingdom ever more thy 


| own. | : 
| Education. 


But now the moon (tho? gay with borrow d light) 
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And free-created ſouls with penal terrours awe. 


 ToVirtue's ſweet abodesand heav'n aſpiring Fame! 


And how ſenſation and reflection join d | 

To fill, with images, her darkfome grotte, 
Where, vanouily disjointed or combin'd 

As reaſon, fancy, or opinion wrought, [thought. 
Their variousmaſkstheyplay'd,and fed her penſive 


Ale tt thro' the ſields of Science had he ſtray'd 
With eager ſearch, and ſent his piercing eye 


Thro' each lcarn'd ſchool, each philoſophic | 


ü Mo = 
Where Truth andVirtueerft were deem'd to lie, 
If haply the fair vagrants he mote |||| ſpy, 
Or hear the muſic of their charming lore ; 
Nut all unable there to ſatisfy 5 
IIis curious ſoul, he turn'd him to explore 
The ſacred wiitof Faith, to learu, believe, adore. 


T hence foe profeſs'd of Falſehood and Deceit, | 


T hoſe fly artificers of Tyranny, 
Axe holding up before uncertain feet 
Hts faithful light to knowledge, Liberty, 
_ Mankind he lcd to civil policy, 
And mild Religion's charitable law, 
That, fram'd by Mercy and Benignity, 
The perſccuting ſword forbids to draw, 


Ne with the glorious gifts elate and vain 

 Lock'd he his wiſdom up in churliſh pride, 
But ſtooping from his height, wouldeven deign 
The fecble ſteps of infancy to guide; 
Eternal glorv him therefore betide; | 
Let ev'ry gen'rous youth his praiſe proclaim 


Who wand'rivy thro theworld'srude foreſt wide | 


By him harh been vtaught his courſe to frame 


For this the Fairy knight, with anxious thought 
Ard fond paternal care his counſel pray'd, 
And him of gentleft courteſy betought 

His guidance to vouchſafe and friendly aid, 
The while his tender offspring he convev'd 
Thro' devious paths to that fecure retreat 
Where ſage Pædia, with each tuneful maid, 
On a wide mount had fx d her rural fear, 


Mid flow'ry gardens plac'd, untrod by vulgar | 


fect. 


And now forth-pacing with his blooming heir, 


And that fame virtuous palmer them to guide, 

Arm'd all to point, and on a courfer fair 
Y mounted high, in military pride, 

His little train before he flow did ride. 
Him eke behind a gentle 'ſquire enſues, 
With his voung lord ave marching fide by fide, 

His countelior and gazrd in goodly thews +, 

Who well had been brought up, and nurs'd by 

ev'ry Muſe. C | 


Thus as their pleaſing journey they purſu'd, 
With cheerful argumcut beguiting pain, 


Ere long, deſcending from an hill, they view'd | 
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” 


1 


Book II. 
That fruitful ſhew'd, and apt for ev'ry grain; 


For paſtures, vines, and flow'rs, while Nature fair 
Sweet ſmiling all around with count'nance fain: 
Seem'd to demand the tiller's art and care 
Her wildneſs to correct, her laviſh waſte repair, 


Right good I wcen and bounteous was the ſoil. 
Aye wont in happy ſeaſon to repay ; 
With tenfold uſury the praſant's toil, 
But now 'twas 1a all and wild decay; 
 Unnill'd, the garden and the fallow lay; grown, 
The ſheep thorne down with barren brakes||o'cr. 
The whiles the merry peaſants ſport and play 
All 2s the public evil were unknbwn, 


Or ev'ry Fublic care from ev'ry breaſt was flown} 


Aſtoniſh'd at a ſcene at once fo fair 
And ſo deform'd, with wonder and delight 
At man's neglect and Nature's bounty rare, 
In ſtudious thought a while the Fairy knight 
Bent on that good]y lond $ his eager ſight, 
Then forward ruſh'd, impatient᷑ to deſcry 
What towns and caſtles thereiri were empight*; 
For towns him ſeem'd and caſtles fie did ſpyſ exe. 


As to th'horizon round he ſtretch'd his rqaming 


Nor long way had they travell'd, ere they came 
To a wide ſtream that, with tumultuous roar, 


| Amongſt rude rocks its winding courſe did 


frame: FEY | | 
Black was the wave and ſordid, cover'd o'er 
_ With angry foam, and ſtainꝰ du ith infants gore: 
'Thereto along th'unlovely margin ſtood 
A birchen grove that, waving from the ſhore, 
Ave caft upon tlic tide its falling bud, 
| And with 1ts bitter juice empoiſon'd all the flood. 


Right in the center of the vale, empight 
Not diſtant far, a forked mountain role ; 
| In outward form preſenting to the fight 
That fam'd Parnaſſian hill, on whoſe fair brows 
The Nine Aonian Siſters wont repoſe, 
Lift 'ning to fivcet Caſtalia's founding ſtream, 
Which thro! the plains of Cirrha murm'ring 
flows ; Sens | i | 
But this to that compar'd mote juſtly ſeem 
Ne titting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's eſtcem, 


For this nor founded deep nor ſpredden wide, 
Not high uprais'd above the level plain, 
By toiling art thro” tedious years apply'd, | 
From various parts compil'd with frud 10.45 pain, 
Was er{t upttirown, if to it mete attain, 
Like that poetic mountain, to be hight F 
The noble ſcat of [Learning's goodly train; 
Thereto the more to captivate the ſight = 
It, like a garden fair, moſt curiouſly was dighth%, 
In fgur'd plots, with leafy walls enclos'd, 
By meaſure and by rule it was outlay'd 
With ſymmetry fo regular diſpos'd, 


Beneath their eyes outſtretch'd a ſpacious plain, 


1 Mote, might. 


*+ Als, alfa, furthers 
8 Load, land. * 


j} Brakes, briers. 
Dien, cxcit. 


That plot to plot ſtill anſwerꝰd ſhade to ſhade? 


7 Fain, earneſt, eag't. 


+ Thews, manners, 
+ Hiht, called, name” 


Eimight, placed. 
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Joo various beaſts and birds of ſundry quill 
Transform'd, and human ſhapes of monſtrous 


High- heaping, ſought with 
D 


Each correſpondent twain alike array'd _ 
With like embelliſhments of plants and flow'rs, 
Of ſtatues, vaſes, ſpouting founts, that play'd 
Thro' ſhells of Tritons their aſcending ſhow'rs, 


There likewiſe mote be ſeen on ev'ry fide 
The yew, obedient to the planter's will, 
And ſhapely box of all their branching pride 
Ungently ſhorne, and with prepoſt'rous ſkill, 


ſize, . 1 
Huge as that giant race who, hill on hill! 
impious vain em- 


prize +#, 


Als other wonders of the ſportive ſhears 


Fair Nature miſadorning there were found; 
Globes, ſpiral columns, pyramids, and piers, 


With ſprouting urns and budding ſtatues 


In living box by cunning artiſts trac'd, 


And gallies trim on no long voyage bound, 


But by their roots there ever anchor'd faſt, 


All {+ were their bellying fails outſpread to ev'ry 


blaſt. 


O'er all appear'd the mountain's forked brows 


With terraſſes on terraſſes upthrown, 


Amid this verdant grove, with ſolemn ſtate, 
On golden thrones of antic form reclin'd, | 


And all along, arrang'd in order'd rows 
And viſtos broad, the velvet flopes adown 


The ever-verdant trees of Daphne ſhone; | 
But aliens to the clime, aad brought of old | 


From Latian plains and Giccian Helicon, 
They ſhrunk and languiſh'd in a foreign mold, 


By changeful ſummers ſtary'd, and pinch'd by | 


winter's cold. 


In mimic majeſty Nine Virgins ſat, 
In features various as unlike in mind : 


Als boaſted they themſelves of heav'nly kind, | 


And to the ſweet Parnaſſian Nymphs ally'd, 


Thence round their brows the Delphic bay | 


— they twin'd, 7 
And matching with high names their apiſh 
pride, ” 


prefide. | 
In antic garbs (for modern they diſdain'd) 


Of various woofs, and variouſly diſtain'd 
With tints of ev'ry hue, were they array'd ; 
And here and there ambitiouſly diſplay'd 
A purple ſhred of ſome rich robe, prepar'd 
Erſt by the Muſes or th Aqnian Maid, 


ich o'er each motely veſt with uncouth ſplen- 
dor glar'd. HE: ; 


i Emprize, enterprize, attempt. 


$ Whilom, formerly. * Drad, dreadful. 


1 Faitour, docr, from faire, to do, and fait, deed ; commoply an hy Spenſer in a bad ſenſe. 
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And labyrinths involv'd and trelice- woven bow'rs. 


eſpite of thun@'ringJove, to ſcale the ſteepy ſkies. | 


And horizontal dials on the ground - | crown'd, | 


„ 
And well their outward veſture did expreſs 
| The bent and habit of their inward mind, 
Alffecting Wiſdom's antiquated dreſs, 

And uſages by time caſt far behind: 


Thence tothe charms of younger Science blind, 


The cuſtoms, laws, the learning, arts, and 


v 


phraſe, „ 
Of their own countries they with ſcorn declin'd, 
Ne ſacred Truth herſelf would they embrace 


| Unwarranted, unknown in their forefathers days. 


Thus ever backward caſting their ſurvey 


To Rome's old ruins, and the groves forlorn 
Ofelder Athens, which in proſpect lay 
Stretch'd out bencath the mountain, would they 


[turn 


Their buſy ſearch, and o'er the rubbiſh mourn ; 


Then gath'ring up, with ſuperſtitious care 
— Each little ſcrap, however foul or torn, 
Inzn grave harangues they boldly would declare 
This Ennius, Varro, this the Stagirite, did wear, 


Yet, under names of venerable ſound, [ rod, 
While o'er the world they ftretch'd rheir aw ful 


Thͤro' all the provinces of Learning own'd 


For teachers of whate'er is wife and good; 
Als from each region to their drad * abcde 


Came youth unnumber'd, crowding all to taſte 
The ſtreams of Science, which united flow'd 


Adown the mount from nine rich ſources caſt, 


And to the vale below in one rude torrent paſt, 


By Greek and Roman artiſts whilom $$ made, | 


lo deck great Tullius or the Mantuan bard, 


O'er ev'ry ſource, pretectreſs of the ſtream, 


One of thoſe Vi: gin Siſters did preſide, 
Who dignifying with her noble name 
Her proper flood, ave pour'd into the tid? 


The heady vapours of ſcholaſtic pride, 
Deſpotical and abject, bold and blind, 


Fierce in debate, and forward to decide, 
Vain love of praiſe with adulation join'd, 


| And diſingenuous ſcorn and impotence of mind, 


Extending from the hill on ev'rꝝy fide, 
In circuit vaſt a verdant valley ſpread, 
Acroſs whoſe uniform flat botum glide 


Ten thouſand ſtreams, in winding mazes led 
Zy various ſluices from one cominon head; 


A turbid maſs of waters, vaſt, profound 
Hight of Philology the lake, and fed 


Ny that rude torrent which, with roaring ſound, 
. | . Came tumbling from the hill, and flow'd the le- 
Oer ev'ry learned ſchool aye claim'd they to : EE | 


vel round. 


And ev'rywhere this ſpacious valley o'er, 
Faſt by each ſtream vas ſeen a num*'rous throng 


| Of beardleſs ſtriplings, to the birch crown'd 


| ſhore | oy | 
By nurſes, guardians, fathers, dragg'd along; 
Who, helpleſs, meek, and innocent of wrong, 


Were torn reluctant from the tender tide 


Of their fond mothers, and by faitours 4 ſtrong, 
By pow'r made inſolent, and hard by pride, 


Were driv'n with furious rage, and laſh'd into the 


tide ! 


2 All, uſed frequently by the old Engliſh poets for although. 


On 


2 | 
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ſtood, | 6, 

And caſting round theit oft reverted eyes, 

If haply they mote *ſcape the hated flood, 
Fill'd all the plain with lamentable cries; 
Rut far away th'unheeding father flies, 

Conſtrain'd his ſtrong compunctions to repreſs, 
| While cloſe behind, aſſuming the diſguite 
Of nurt'ring Care and ſmiling Tendernefs, 
With ſecret ſcourges arm'd, thoſe griſly faitours 

e DS e 
As on the ſteepy margin of a brook, _ 


When the young fun with flow'ry Maia rides, | 


With innocent diſmay a bleating flock 

Crowd back, affrighted at the rotting tides, 
The ſhepherd- ſwain at firſt exhorting chides 

Their ſecly t fear, at length imppticnt grown, 


With his rude crook he wounds their tender 


| fides, | | 
And all regardleſs of their piteous moan, 
Yato the, daſhing wave compels them furious 
down, ” EO 
Thus urg'd by maſt'ring fear, and dolorous 
F 5 | _ 
Into the current plung'd that infant crowd, 


Right piteous was the ſpectacle I ween, 


Of tender ſtriplings ſtain d with tears andblvod, | 


Perforce conflicting with the bitter flood, 
And lab'ring to attain the diſtant ſhore, 


Where, holding forth the gown of manhood, | 


The Siren Liberty, and evermiore food 
Solicited their hearts with her enchanting lore. 


Irkſome and long the paſſage was, perplex'( 2 


With rugged rocks. on which the raving tide 
x ſudden burſts of angry tempeſts vex'd, 
Oft daſh'd the youth, whoſe firengtti mote ill 
4 abide 
Vith head uplifted o'er the waves to ride; 


Whence many, wearv'd ere they lrad o'erpaſt 


The middte fircam (for rhev in vain have 

Again return'd aſtounded & and aghaſt, [try'd) 
Some, of a rugged more enduring frame, 

Theirtoilſome courſe with patient pain purfu'd, 


5 And tho! with many a bruiſc and muchel "pg 


blame, 


it hanging on the rocks. and eft embru'd 
Deep in the muddy ſtream, with hearts ſubdu'd | 
And quail'd by labour, gain'd the ſhore at laſt; ! 


But in life's practie lear ++ unſkill'd and rude, 
Forth to that forked hill they ſilent pac'd, 


hours they waſte, 
Others, of rich and noble lineage bred, 


Tho' with the crowd to paſs the flood con- 


Itrain'd, 


Y-t o'er the crags with f@nd indulgence led 
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On the rude bank with trembling fect they | 


5 Ne one regardful look would ever backward caſt. | 


Where, hid in ſtudious thade>, their fruitleſa 


Book if, 


— lightly o'er the tide, undipt, un. 

: ain'd, 3 | 

Save with the ſprinkling of the wat' ry ſpray, 
And aye their proud prerogative maintain'g 

| Of ignorance and eaſe, and wanton play, 


| Soft harbingers of vice and premature decay, 


A few, alas | how few ! by Heav'ns high will 
With ſubtle ſpirits endow'd and finews ftrong 
Albe + fore mated + by the tempeſts ſhrill © 
That bellow'd fierte and rife the rocks among, 
By their own native vigour borne along, 
Cut briſkly thro' the waves, and forces new 
 GatlYring from tot], and ardor from the tlifong 
Of rival youths, outſtript the lab'ring crew, 


| And-to the true Parnaſſe $ and heav'n-throng'd 


glory flew. 


Dire was the tumult ! and from ev'ry ſhore 
Diſcordant echoes ſtruck the deafen'd ear, 
Heart-thrilling cries, with ſobs and ſingults 
Short-interrupted, the imploring tear, fore 
And furious ſtripes and angry threats ſevere, 
Confus'dly mingted with the jarring found, 
Of all the various ſpeeches that whilere * 
On Shinar's wideſpread champain did aſtound 


j High Babel's builders vain, and their proudworks 


confound. | 
Much was the knight empaſſion'd at the ſcene, 
But more his blooming fon, whoſe tender breaſt, 
Empierced deep with ſympathizing teen, 
On his pale check the ſigus of drad impreſs'd, 
And fill'd his eyes with tcars, which fore di- 
treſo'd; 5 
Up to his fire he rais'd in mournful wiſe, 
Who with {weet trmiles paternal ſoon redreſs 
His troublous thoughts, and clcar'd each ſal 
ſurmile ; [ hies, 


Then turns his ready fieed, and on his journey 


But far he had not march'd ere he was ſtay'l 
By a rude voice, that like th'united ſound 
Of ſhouting myriad; thro! the valley bray'd, 


| ground; | a 
The diſtant hills rebellow'd all around. 
* Arreſt, Sir Kaight,” it cry'd, © thy fond ca- 

reer, | 
Nor with preſumptuous difobedience wound 
© That awful majeſty which all revere ! 
In my commands, Sir Knight, the voice of- 
| tions hear.“ A . 
Quick turn'd the knight, and ſaw upon theplai 
Advancing tow'rds him, with impetuous gat 
And vitage all inflam'd with ficrce diſdain, 
A monitrous giant, on whofe brow elate 
Shone the bright enſign of imperial tate ; 
Albeit lawful kingdom he had none, 
But laws and kingdoms wont he oft create, 
And oft times over both erect his throne, 
While ſenates, prieſts, and ſtings, Eis fovrat 3 


By hireling guides, and in all depths ſuſtain'd, 


© Scely, ſimple. Teen, pain, grief. 
| ++ Lear, learning, 
& Parnafſe, Parnaſſus. 
+ Souvran, for luvereign. 


+ Albe, although. 
|| #11gults, ſighs. 


ſceptre own, 


** Muchel, muh. 
Mated, amazed, ſacred. 
* Whilcre, formerly. 


$ Aſtounded, aſton iſh'd 


Caſio 


And ſhook the groves, the floods, and ſohd 
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Cuſtom he hight, and aye in ev'ry land 
Uſarp'd dominion with deſpotic ſway | 


O'er all he holds, and to his high command | 


Conſtrains ev'n ſtubborn Nature to obey, 
Whom diſpoſſeſſing oft he doth eſſay 

To govern 1n her right : and with a pace 
So ſoft and gentle doth he win his way, 


her foul diſgrace, I 
For nurt'ring even from their tendereſt age 
The docile * of men withouten pain, 
By diſciplines and rules to ev'ry ſtage 
Of life accommodate, he doth them train 
Inſenſibly to wear and hug his chain: 2 
Als his beheſts or gentle or ſevere, | 
Or good or noxious, rational or vain, 
He craftily perſuades them to revere 


A; inſtitutions ſage and venerable lear. © x 


protector therefore of that forked hill, 
And mighty patron of thoſe Siſters Nine, 
Who there enthron'd with many a copious rill, 


Feed the full ſtreamsthat thro' the valley ſhine | 


He deemed was, and aye with rites divine, 
Like thoſe which Sparta's++ hardy race of yore 
Were wont perform at fell Diana's ſhrine, | 
He doth conſtrain his vafſals to adore, 

Perforce their ſacred names, and learn their ſa- 

cred lore. | | | 
And to the Fairy knight, now drawing near 
Wich voice terrific and imperious mien 
(All was he wont leſs dreadful to appear 
When known and practis'd than at diſtance 
ſeen) 


Him he commandeth upon threaten'd pain 
From his rebellious purpoſe to refrain, 


train. | 


do ſaying, and foreftalling all reply, 
His peremptory hand without delay; 
As one who little car'd to juſtify 


Upon the Fairy youth with great diſmay 
In ev'ry quaking limb convuls'd he lay'd, 


Him to th 


ſcientific ſtreams convey'd, 
_ embay'd $$. 


t erceiving, ſwift to his aſſiſtance flew, 


4 21 


Of his diſpleaſure high and vengeance keen, | 
And all due Honors pay to Learaing's rev'ren 4 | 


His princely will, long us'd to boundleſs ſway, 


7 . ' 
ith many his young compeers, there in to be | 


The knight his tender ſon's diſtreſsful ſtour | | 
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For that praud giant's force he wiſely knew 
Not to be meanly dreaded, nor defy'd true. 
With raſh pretumption; and with courage 
Rather than ſtep from virtue's paths aſide, 

Oli had he ſingly feorn'd his all diimay ing pride. 


And now, diſdaining parle, his courſer hot 


r 8 | 
 Wherewith the giant he ſo rudely ſmot, 


Yet his accuſtom'd pride recov*ring ſoon, 
Forthwith his maſſy ſceptre *gan uprear; 
For other warlike weapon he had noue, 


| Ne other him behov'd to quell his boldeſt foneſl. 


With that enormous mace the Fairy knight 
To pieces well nigh riv'n with the might 


And ever with delib'rate valour weight d 
The ſudden changes of the doubtful fray, 
From cautious prudence oft deriving aid, 
When force unequal did him hard eſſay; _ 
So lightly from his ſteed he leap'd upon the lay 
Then _y drawing forth his trenchant f 
blade, N | 


And warily forecaſting to evade 

| The giant's furious arm about him wheel'd, 
With reſtleſs Reps ave traverſing the field, 
And ever as his foe*s intemp'rate pride 
Thro' rage defenceleſs mote advantage yield, 


were dy'd. | ä © 
His baſer parts he maim'd with many 4 
| wound ; 5 „ 

But far above his utmoſt reach were pight 53 
The forts of life; ne never to confound 
With utter ruin, and aboliſh quite 

A pow'r ſo puiſſant, by his ſin le might 

Did he preſume to hope; himſelf alone 


He ſtood content to bow to cuſtom's throne, 
So reaſon mote not bluſh his ſovran rule tu own. 


And * ſtalking o'er the verdant lay t+ : So well he warded and ſo fiercely preſt 
A 


His foe, that weary wex'd he of the fray, 


But maſking in contempt his fore diſmay, 
Diſdainfully releas'd the trembling prey | 


As one unworthy of his princely care; 


Ne vainly ſtay d to deprecate that pow'r = 
Which from ſubmiſſion aye more haughty 
grew: | 


M The Lacedemonians, in order to make their chi 


lurnamed Orthia.*” 
„* 


t Lay, mead. 
C Wend arrear, move backwards. 


$6 Embay'd, bathed, 
EFone, 
i Frenchant, cutting. 
e Noutd he a!gates, would not by any means. 


+ Gride, cut, hack. 


Then proudly caſting on the warlike Fay + 
| A ſmile of ſcorn and pity, thro” the air 


»Gan blow his ſhrilling horn; the blaſt was 


heard afar. 


Idren hardy, and endure in with conſtancy and cou- 


ee, were accuſtomed to cauſe them to be ſcourged very ſeverely, —* And 1 myſelt,” ſays Plutarch, in his! 
„. of Lycurgus, © have ſeen ſeveral of them endure whipping to death at the foot of the altar of Diana, 


dipt. i Stour, trouble, misfortune, &c. 
foes, Bet, beat. + Bray'd, reſounded. 
|| Pight, placed. , 

++ Fay, Fairy. 

Bt; | Eftſoone 


i wo ] ick'd, and couch'd his veng:ful 
That ſhe unawares is caught in his embrace; F | 8 4 


And tho? deflow'r'd and thrall'd, nought feels | 


Fr 1 TS Io 


That him perforce conſtrain'd to wend $ ar- 
M ho much abath'd at ſuch rebuke ſeyerc,| rear; | 


So fore he bet“, that all his armour bray'd +, 


— — nn ran 
8 


* 
— — > 
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Of ſo tempeſtuous ſtrokes; but he was ſtay'd, 5 


High o'er his head he held the fenceful ſhield, 


With his ſharp ſword ſo oft he did him gride g, 
| That his gold fandal'd feet in crimſon floods 
And kingly ſtretching forth his ſceptre ſheen, | | 


From lawleſs force to free in bloody fight, 


Ye nould he algates**lower his haughty creſt, | 
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Eftſoons aftoniſh'd at th alarming ſound, 6 
The ſignal of diſtreſs and hoſtile wrong, | 


Confus'dly trooping from all quarters round, | 


Came pouring o'er the plain anum'rous throng 
Of ex'ry ſex and order, old and young, 
The vallals of great cuſtom's wide domain, 
Who to his lore inur'd by uſage long, 
__ His ev'ry ſummons heard with pleaſure fain, 
Ard felt his ev'ry wound with ſympathetic pain. 


They when their bleeding king they did be- 


"Ron. Es, 
And faw an armed knight him ſtanding near, 


Attended-by that pa!mer ſage and bold, [ere 
W hoſe vent'rous ſearch of Yevious truth whil- | 


Spread thro? the realnzs of learning horrours 
drear, | 
Vſcized were at firſt with terrors great, 
And in their boding hearts began to fear 
Diſſention factious, controverſial hate, [ſtate. 


And innovations ſtrange in cuſtom's peaceful 
5 - But when they ſaw the knight his fauchion 


ſheath, 


And-climbing to his iced march thence away | 
Mich all his hoſtile train, they gan robreathe 


With freer ſpirit, and with aſpect gay, 


_ Soonchac'dthe gath'ring clouds of blackaffray: | 


Als their great monarch cheered with the view 


Of myriads, who confeſs his ſov'ran Iway, 


His ruffled pride began to plume anew, 


And on his bugle clear a ſtrain of triumph blew. 


Thereat the multitude that ſtood around 
Sent up at once a unverſal roar r 


Of boilt'rous joy the ſudden- burſting ſound, 


Like the exploſion of a warlike tore 
Of nnrous grain th'afflicted welkin ++ tore: 


Then turving tow'rds the knight with fcoffings 


lewd, | | 
_ Heart-pierciog inſults and revilings ſore, 
Loud burſts of laughter vain, and hiſſes rude, 


A: thro* the throng he paſs d his parting ſteps 


Als from that forked hill the boafted ſeat 
Of ſtudious Peace and mild Philoſophy, 


| Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat, | 


M uſt'ring their rage eke baleful Infamy, 
Rous'd from her den of baſe ſecurity 


By thoſe ſame Maidens Nine, began th ſound | 


Her brazen trump of black*ning obloquy, - 


While Satire with dark clauds encompaſt round 


Sharp ſecret arrows thot, aud aun'd his ba. K to 
wound. | 


But the brave Fairy knight, no whit ditmay'd, | 


Held on his peaceful jourpcy ver the plain, 
With curious eve obſerving as he ftrav'd _ 


Book II. 


In village, city, cattle, bow'r, and hall, 
Each ſex, each age, each order and degree, 
To vice and idle ſport abandon'd all, 
Kept one perpetual gen'ral jubilee, _ 
Ne ſuſſer d ought difturb their merry glee; 
Ne ſenſe of private loſs, ne public woes, 
Reſtraint of law, religion's drad decree, 
Inteſtine deſolation, foreign foes, _ 
Nor Heav'n's tempeſt'ous threats, nor earth's con. 
vulhve throes . | 
But chiefly they whom Heav'n's diſpoſing hand 
Had ſeated high on Fortune's upper ſtage, 
And plac'd within their call the ſacred band 
That waits on Nature and Inſtruction ſage, 
If happy their wiſe heſts d mote mem engage 


| To climb thro'knowledge to more noblepraiſe, 


And as they mount, enlighten ev'ry age 

With the bright influence of fair virtue's rays, 
Which from the awful heights of grandeur 

— AA | 

They, O perverſe and baſe ingratitude ! 
Deſpiſing the great ends of Providence, 
For which above their mates they were endu'd 
With wealth, authority, and eminence, 
Io the low ſervices of brutal ſenſe 

Abus'd the means of pleaſures more reſin'd, 

Of knowledge, virtue, and beneficence, 

And fett'ring on her throne th'immortal Mind 
The guidanceof her rcalm to paſſionswildrefign'd, 


Hence thoughtleſs, ſhameleſs, reckleſs, ſpirit- 
.. am, | 8 
Nought worthy of their kind did Gy eſſay, 
But or benumb'd with palſy'd idleneſs - 
lu merely living loiter'd lie away, 
Or by falſe taſte of pleaſure led aſtray, 
For ever wand'ring in the ſenſual bow'rs 
Of feveriſh Debauch and luſtful Play, 
Spent on ignoble toils their active pow'rs, 
| And with untimely blaſts diſeas'd their vernal 
" __ þ 4 
_ Evn they to whom kind Nature did accord 
A frame more delicate and purer mind, I board 
Tho” the foul brothel and the wing-ſtaiu's 
Of bezſtly Comus loathing they declin'd, 
Yet their ſoft hearts to idle joys refign'd; 
Like painted inſets thro? the ſummer air 
With random flight aye ranging unconſin'd, 
And taſting ev'ry flow'r and bloſſom fair 
Withouten any choice, withouten any care. 


For choice them needed none who only ſought 
| With vain amuſements to beguile the day; 
And wherefore ſhould they take or care al 

thought LSE: 

Whom Nature prompts and Fortune calls to 


Thro' the wide provinces of Cuſtom's reign 

What mote afreſh admongſh him remain 

Faſt by his virtuous purple; all around 

So many objects mov'd his juſt diſdzin, 
Him ſeem'd that nothing ſerious, nothingſound, 
In city, village, bow'r, or caſtle, mote be found. 


t Welkin, &y. 


$ Heſis, beheſts, precepts, commands. | 


Lords cf-the carth, be happy as ye may! 

So learn'd fo taught the leaders of mankind, 

Th unreaſoning vulgar willingly obey, 

And leaving toll and poverty behind, 

Ran _ by diff'reat ways the bliſsful boon * 
nd. | | 
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Nor tedious was the ſearch : for ev ry where 


As = great Cuſtom's royal tow'rs the | 
| night N RED | 
. Paſs'd throꝰ th'adjoining hamlets, mote hehear 

e The * As of feſtival delight 
| Saluting the return of morning bright, 
With matin revels by the mid-day hours 
Scarce ended, and again with dewy night 
con. In cover'd theatres or leafy bow'rs, ¶ powers. 
| Off ring her ev'ning vows to pltaſure's joyous 
hang And ever on the way mote he efpy | 
e, Men, women, children, a promiſcuous throng | 
and Of rich, poor, wiſe and fimple, low and high, | 
ge, By land, by water, paſſing aye along 
gage With murmurs, antics, muſic, dance, and ſong, 
raiſe, To Pleaſure's num'rous temples, that befide 
| The gliftning ſtreams, or tufred groves among, 
rays, To ev'ry idle foot ſtood open wide, 
adceur And ev'ry gay deſire with various joys ſupply'd. 
| For there each earth with diverſe charms to 
= move, - | 

The ſly enchantreſs ſummon'd all her train, 

ndu'd Alluring Venus, queen of vagrant Love, | 
The boon companion Bacchus, loud and vain, 
„ And tricking Hermes, god of fraudful gain, | 
vd, Vino when blind Fortune throws direct the die, 
And Phœbus, tuning his ſoft Lydian ſtrain 

Mind To wanton motions and the lover's ſigh, | 
gn'd, Wh Aud thought-beguilingſhew and maſking revelry, | 
Pirit Unmeet aſſociates theſe for noble youth | 
= Who to true honor meancth to aſpire, | 
ſay, And for the works cf virtue, faith, and truth, | 
| Would keep his manly faculties entire, 

The which avizing well, the cautious fire 

From that ſoft Siren land of pleaſaunce vain, | 

ö With timely haſte was minded to retire, 
1 Or ere the ſweet contagion mote attain ¶ ſtain. 
. FE His ſon's unpractis'd heart, yet free from vicious 

So turning from that beaten road aſide, 

4 | Thro' many a devious path at length he pac'd, | 
< 4 As that experienc'd palmer did him guide, 

a F Till to a mountain hoar they came at laſt, 

oy Hoy high-rais'd brows, with ſylvan honors 

4 ajeſtically frown'd upon the plain, 'd, 

4 And over all an hd caſt j bers + 
4, Seem'd as thoſe villas gay it did diſdain, train. | 


The hill aſcended ſtrait, erewhile they came 
Toa tall grove, whaſe thick-embow'ring ſhade, 
Impervious to the ſun's meridian flame, 


4 or Erin at mid-noon a dubious twilight made, 
5 y? Like to that tober light which, difarray'd 

Ns = Of all its gorgeous robe, with blunted beams 
oy Thro! windows dim with holy acts pourtray'd | 
ak Along ſome cloifier'd abbey faintly gleams, 


muſing themes. 


Beneath this high o'erarching canopy 
Of eluſt'ring oaks, a ſylvan colonade, 
Ave lining to the native melody 
birds ſweet echoing thro! tile lonely ſhade, 


T Overkeft, for or aſt. 
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16 While 


Which ſpangl'd all the vale like Flora's painted | 


Abſtratting the rapt thought from vain carth- | 


315 


| Onto the center of the grove they ſtray'd ; 
Which in a ſpacious circle op'ning round, 
Within its ſhelt'ring arms ſecurely laid, 
| iſclos'd to ſudden view a vale profound, 
ith Nature's artleſs (miles and tranquil beau- 
ties crown'd. 1 . 
There, on the baſis of an ancient pile, "I 
Whoſe croſs- ſurmounted ſpire o'crlook'd the 
A vencrable matron they crewhile, [wood, 
Diſcover'd have, beſide a murm'ring flood, 
| Reclining in right ſad and penſive mood: 
 Retir'd within = own abſtrafted breaſt, 
She ſecm'd o'er various woes by turns to brood, 
The which her changing cheer by turns expreſt, 
Now glowing with diſdain, with grief now over- 
| MC | | 
Her thus immers'd in anxious thoughts pro- 
= tound, | | 5 
When as the knight perceiv'd, he nearer drew 
To weet what bitter bale did her aſtound, 
And whence th'occaſion of her anguiſh grew; 
For that right noble matron well he knew, 
And many perils huge and labours ſore 
Had for her fake endur'd; her vaſſal true, 
Train'd in her love, and practis'd evermore 
Her honor to reſpect, and reverence her love. 


O deareſt Drad!' he cry'd, — Fair Iſland 
Queen! | 8 
* Mother of Heroes ! Empreſs of the Main 
What means that ſtormy brow of troublous 
| : teen, X * [ train 
Sith *heav*n-born peace, with all her ſmiling 
Of ſciences and arts adore thy reign 
* With wealth and knowledge, ſplendour and 
| © renown ? | Cr ers [ plain! 
Each port how-throng'd! how fruitful ev'ry > 
* How blithe the country ! and how gay the 
© town | 3 [ boon '? 
Liberty ſecures and heightens ev'ry 
Awaken'd from her trance of penſive woe 
By theſe fair flatt'ring words, ſhe rais'd her 
| —_— [brow, 
And bending on the knight her frowning 
. * thou my ſorrows, Fairy Son?“ ſhe 
1 —_— ; | . 
Or is thy judgment by thy heart miſſed 
Jo deem that certain which thyhopes ſuggeſt? 
To deem them full of life and luſtihead + 
« Whole cheeks in Hebe's vivid tints are 
SS a. [ſmiles impreſt? 
© And with Joy's careleſs mien and dimpled 
Thy unſuſpefting heart how nobly good 
I know, how ſanguine in thy country's cauſe, 
And mark'd thy virtue ſingly how it ſtood 
Th'aſſaults of mighty cuſtom, which o'erawes 
© The faint and tim'rous mind, and oft with- 
« draws - 1, 5 
© From Reaſon's lore th'abitious and the vain, 
By the ſweet lure of popular applauſe 
« Againſt their better Knowledge to maintain? 
The lawlets throne of Vice or Folly's childith 


—_—_ 


* Sith, lince, 


| | . * reign, | 
g : . How 
+ Luſtihead, ſtrong heal, vigou's 
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How vaſt his influence, how wide his ſway, { 
Thyſelf erewhile by proof didſt underftand, | 
« And faw'ft, as thro” his realms thou took'ſt 
__ _* thy way, 5 | | 
© How vice and folly hado'erſpread the land; 
And canſt thou then, O Fairy Son ! demand 
The reaſon of my wo? or hope to caſe 


The throbbings of my heart with ſpeeches | 


„ © * EY I 7 
And words more apt my forrows to increaſe, 
© The once dear names of wealth, and liberty, 

e f Her Poe ae 


« Peace, wealth, and liberty, that nobleft boon, | | 


Are bleſſings only to the wife and good ; 
© To weak and vicious minds their worth un- 
© known, 


« And thence abus'd, but ſerve to furviſh food 


For riot and debauch, and fire the blood {|} 


With high-ſpic'd luxury, whence ſtrife, 

BR MH 5 
* Ambition, envy, Faction's vip'rous brood, 
Contempt of order, manners profligate ; 


The ſvmptoms of a foul, diſcas'd aud bloated | 


 *Ev'n Wit and Genius with their learned | 


| train 5 | 
Of Arts and Muſes, tho' from Heav'n above 
_ © Defcended; when their talents they profane 
* To varnith folly, kindle wanton love, _ 
And aid eccentric {ceptic pride to rove 
Beyond co leſtial truth's attractive ſphere, 
This moral ſyſtem's central ſun aye prove 
To their fond votaries a curſe ſevere, 


| Aud on y make mankind more obſtinately err. 
And ſtand my ſons herein from cenſure clear? 


Haxe they confider'd well, and underſtood 
The uſe and import of thoſe bleſſings dear 
Which the — Lord of Nature hath be- 
„ RR. - on We | 
© As well to prove as to reward the good ? 
NM hence are theſe torrents then, thef 
Of vice, in which as in his proper flood 

The fell Leviathan licentious plays, 


* And upon ſhipwreck'd Faith and ſinking vir- | 


„tue preys? 055 | 
To you, ye noble, opulent, and great! 
* With friendly voice I call, and honeſt zeal ; 
Upon your vital influcuces wait ä 
The health and ſickneſs of the common weal : 


The maladies you cauſe yourſelves mutt heal. 


In vain to the unthinking harden'd crowd 
Will Truth and Reaſon make their juſt appeal; 
In vain will ſacred Witdom cry cloud, 

© And Juſtice drench in vain her vengeful ſword 


in blood! 


Wich vou muſt reformation firſt take place: 
* You are the head, the ir tellectual mind 
Of this vaſt bod politic, whoſe baſe 


e billowy | 


EXTRACTS, Yori 


All the rich ſtores of ſcience have reſign'd 

© To you, that by the craftſman's various toil 

* The ſea- worn mariner, and ſweating hind, ; 

In peace and affluence maintain'd, the while 
© You for yourſelves and them may dreſs the 

mental ſail. 


© Bethink you then, my children, of the truſt 


mind | | 

© Conſume in pleaſure or inactive ruſt, _ 
But nobly rouſe you to the taſk aſſigr'd, 

© The godlike taſk, to teach and mend 
VV 
Learn that you may inſtruct: to virtue lead 
Tourſelves the way; the herd will crowd be. 
5 > 
And gather precepts from each worthy decd; 
Example is a leſſon that all men can read. 
But if (to all or moſt I do not ſpeak) 
ln vain and ſenſual habits now grown old 
„The ſtrong Circæan charm you cannot 

| © break, | | 

Nor reaſſume at will your native mould t, 

Vet envy not the ſtate you could not hold, 

And take compaſſion on the rifing age; 

In them redeem your errors manifold, 

And by due diſcipline and nurture ſage, 
In virtue's lore betimes your docile ſons engage. 


| © You chiefly, who like me in ſecret mourn 


The prevalence of cuſtom lewd and vain, 
And you. who, though by the rude torrent 
. * borne | | 

© Unwillingly along, you yield with pain 
To his beheſts, and act what you diſdain, 

© Yet nouriſh in your hearts the gen'rous lore 
Of piety and truth, no more reſtrain 

The manly zeal; but all your finews move 
The preſent to reclaim, the future race im- 
prove. 


Eftſoons by your joint efforts ſhall be quel ld 
Lon hauyhty giant, who ſo proudly ſways 
A ſceptre by repute alone upheld, ; 
Who where he cannot diftate ſtrait obeys : 
Accuſtom'd to conform his flatt'ring phraſe 
To numbers and high-plac'd authority 
| © Your party he will join, your maxims praiſe, 
And drawing after all his menial fry, 
© Soon teach the gen'ral voice your act to ratily. 


Ne for th'atchievement of this great emprite 

The want of means or counſel may hedreadz 

From my twin-daughters fruitful wombs 

© ſhall riſe 

* Arace of letter'd ſages, deeply read 

© In learning's various writ, by whom yled 

| © Thro? cach wellcultur'd plot, each beauteous 
8 © grove, Re 

here antick wiſdom whilom wont to tread, 

With mingled glee and profit may ye rove, 


[And cull each virtuous plant, each tree 0 


And vulgar limbs to drudgery contign'd, 
mala, 


| * knawledye prove. 


ſhape, form. Rt 
i | Yourſclv6 


In you repos'd; ne let your heav'n- born 
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« Yourſelves with virtue thus and knowledge] On theſe that royal dame her raviſh'd eyes 


* fraught | Would often feaſt; and ever as ſhe ſpy'd 
Of what in ancient days of good or great Forth from the ground the length ning ſtrue - 
« Hiſtorians, bards, philoſophers, have taught, rure riſe, 5. 
« Join'd with whatever elſe of modern date | With new-plac'd ſtatues deck'd on ev'ry fide, 
« Maturer judgment, ſearch more accurate, Her parent-breaſt would ſwell with gen'reus 
« Diſcover'd have of Nature, Man, and God, pride. 


May by new laws reform the time · worn ſtate And now with her in that ſequeſter'd plain 
« Of cell-bred diſcipline, and ſmoothe the road The knight a while conſtraining to abide, 
That leads thro* Learning's vale to Wiſdom's | She to the Fairy youth with pleaſure fain 
bright abode. IkIbaoſe ſculptur'd chiefs did ſhew, and their great 
By you invited to her ſecret bow'rs, _ lives explain. „ F 
Then ſhall Pædia re- aſcend her throne, "oo 
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With vivid laurels girt and fragrant flow'rs ; „ 4 1 5 Ns 
« While from their forked mount deſcending | —Þ 57: Je. Ar Elegy. By Mr. Mason, 
down, . | : hs Py. 1 of Cambridge. En i | 
Von ſupercilious pedant train ſhall own | AR from her hallow'd grot, where mildly 
Her empire paramount, ere long by her F bright, e | 
« Ytaught a leſſon in their ſchools unknown, | The pointed cryſtals ſhot their trembling light, 
To learning's richeſt treaſure to prefer From dripping moſs where ſparkling dew-drops 
The knowledge of the world, and man's great fell. | [ſhell, - 
bus ' neſs there. | | Where coral glow'd, where twin'd the wreathed 
© On this prime ſcience, as the final end Pale Iſis lay; a willow's lowly ſhade 
Of all her diſcipline and nurt'ring care, | Spread its thin foliage o'cr the ſleeping maid ; 
Her eye Pædia fixing, aye ſhall bend Clos'd was her eye, and from her „ breaſt, 
Her ev'ry thought and effort to prepare | In careleſs folds, looſe low'd her zonelcts veſt, 
Her tender pupils for the various war | While down her neck her vagrant treſſes flow, 


« Which vice and folly ſhall upon them wage | In all the awful negligence of woe ; 

As on the perilous march of life they fare, | Her urn ſuſtain'd her arm, that ſculptur'd vaſe 
With prudent lore fore-arming ev'ry age Where Vulcan's art had laviſh'd all his grace; 
Gainſt Pleaſure's treach'rous joys and Pain's Here, full with life, was heav'n- taught Science 
PT | ſeen, | | "Wk 
© Then ſhall my youthful ſons, to wiſdom led Known by the laurel wreath and muſing mien: 

© By fair example and ingenuous praiſe, There cloud-crown'd Fame, here Peace ſedate 


* With willing feet the paths of duty tread 1 : and bland, : : : 
*Thro' the world's intricate or rugged ways, _ _ loud 8 and hg ow _— 
* ConduCted by Religion's ſacred rays, d 


Whoſe ſoul- invigorating influence 3 — ; | - 
Shall purge their minds from all impure allays | At well mark'd diſtance cloſe the facred ſcene. 


Of ſordid ſelfiſhneſs and brutal ſenſe, On this the Goddeſs caſt an anxious look, : 
And ſwell th'ennobled heart with bleſt bene- Then dropt a tender tear, and thus ſhe (pokes _ 
a. 1 oY Yes, I could once with pleas'd attention trace 
: | = . | The mimic charms of this prophetic vaſe; 
Then alſo ſhall this emblematic pile, - Then lift my head, and with enraptur'd cyes 
* By magic whilom fram'd to ſympathiſe | View on yon plain the real glories riſe. 
0 With all the fortunes of this changeful iſle, | Ves, Iſis ! oft haſt thou rejoic'd to lead | 
Still as my lons in fame and virtue riſe, Thy liquid treaſures o'er yon fav'rite mead; 
Grow with their growth, and to th'applaud- Oft haſt thou ſtopt thy pearly car to gaze, 
— —_ __ | While ev'ry Science nurs'd its growing bays; 

: Its radiant croſs uplift ; the while to grace | While ev'ry Youth, with fame's ſtrong impulſe. 
: The multiplying nitches, freſh ſupplies | Preſt to the goal, and at the goal untir'd, [fir'd, 
Of worthics ſhall ſuccced with equal pace, | Snarch'd each celeſtial wreath, to bind his brow, 

Aye following their fires in virtue's glorious | The Muſes, Graces, Virtues could beſtow. 


race.“ E'n now fond Fancy leads th'ideal train, 
Fird with th'idea of her future fame, And ranks her troops on Mcm'ry's ample plain: 
She roſe majeſtic from her lowly ſtead, See ! the firm leaders of my patriot line, 
While from her vivid eyes a ſparkling flame See! Sidney, Raleigh, Hampden, Somers ſhine, 
utbeaming with unwonted light, o'erfpread | See Hough, ſuperior to a tyrant's doom, 
hat monumental pile, and as her head Smile at the menace of the ſlave of Rome : 
To ev'ry front ſhe'turn'd, diſcover'd round | Each ſoul whom truth could fire, or virtue move, 
ne venerable form of herocs dead, Each breaſt, ſtrong panting with its country's love, 
no for their various merit erſt renown'd, All that to Albion gave their heart or head, 


ln this bright fanc of glory ihi ines of honor found. That wiſcly counſel'd, or that bravely bled, Al 
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Ah! I remember well yon beechen ſpray; 
There Addiſon firſt tun'd his polith'd lay; 

>DT was there great Cato's form firſt met his eye, 
[awe; | 
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All, all appear; on me they grateful ſmile; | 
The well-earn'd prize of ev'ry virtuous toil 
To me with fiiial reverence they bring, 

Aud hang freſh traphies o'cr my honor'd ſpring. 


In all the pomp of free-born majeſty; 
My ſon,” he cry'd, obſerve this mien with 


2 In ſolemn lines the ſtrong reſemblance draw; 
© The piercing notes ſhall ſtrike each Britiſh ear; 
© Each Britiſh eye ſhiall drop the patriot tear ! 
And rous'd to glory by the nervous ftrain, 
Each youth thall ſpurn at flav'ry's abject reign; 
Shall guard with Cato's zeal Britannia's laws, 
© And ſpeak, and act, bleed, in Freedom's 


„ cauſe.“ | 


The hero ſpoke; the bard aging bow'd; 
The lay to Liberty. and Cato flow'd:  _ 
While Echo, as the rov'd the vale along, 


Join'd the ſtrong cadence of his Roman ſong. 
But ah! how Stilnets ſlept upon the ground! 


How mute Attention check'd each riſing found ! 


Scarce ſtole a breeze to wave the leafy ſpray, 


| Scarce trill'd ſweet Philomel her ſofteſt lay, 
When Locke walk'd muſing forth! E'cn now 


I view | 


_ Majeſtic Witdom thron'd upon his brow ; - 


View Candor ſmile upon his modeft cheek, 
And from his eye all Judgment's radiance break. 


Twas here the ſage his manly zcal expreft, 
Here ſtript vain Falſchood of her gaudy veſt ; 
Here Truth's collected beams firſt ſill'd his mind, | 


Ere long to burſt in blefſings on mankind; 
Fre long to thew to Reaſon's purged eve, 


That Nature's firſt beſt gift was Liberty,” 


Proud of this wond'rous ion, ſublim I ſtood 
(While louder ſurges ſwell'd my rapid flood) 
Then, vain as Niobe, exulting crv'd, 


Ihlus! roll thy fam'd Atheman tide; 
| Tho" Plato's fieps oft mark d thy pciglib'ring 


packe, „ 
Though fair Lyceum lent its awful ſhade, 
Tho? ev'ry Academic green impreſt 

Irs image full on thy reflecting breaſt, | 
Yet my pure ftream ſhall boaſt as proud a name, 
And Britam's Iſis low with Attic fame. 


Alas! how chang'd ! where now that Attic 


boaſt? 


Sce ! Gothic licence rage o'cr all my coaſt ! 


See! Hydra Faction ſpread its impious reign, 
Poiſon each breaſt, and madden ex'ry brain 
Hence frontleſs crowds, that not content to fright 
The bluſhing Cynthia from her throne of light, 
Blaſt the fair facc of day; and madly bold, 

To Freedom's foes wfernal orgies hold; 


To Freedom's foes, ah! fee the goblet crown'd, | 


Hear plauſive {houts ro Freedom's foes reſound; 
The horrid notes my refluent waters daunr, 


The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt; 
Learning, that once to all diffus'd her beam, 


New theds, bv ſtcalth, a partial private gleam 
In fone lone cloiſter's melancholy ſhade, 


Where a firm few ſupport her ſickly head, 


| Who ſcour, like 


| All Phœbus favours, or Minerva loves. 


 Grac'd with my name, aud nurtur'd by my care 


Book II 
For hark! 
Ta the dea 
When Fre 
Why ftavs 
While thu 
The venal 
To ſhake \ 
Shall all n 


Book It; 


Deſpis'd, inſulted, by the barb'rous train 
hracia's moon-ſtruck rout, 
the plain; 5 | 
Sworn foes, hke them, to all the Muſe approvez, 


Are theſe the ſons my foſt ring breaſt muſt rear, 


Muſt theſe go forth from my maternal hand, 


To deal their inſults thro” a peaceful land, Still ſing 
And boaſt, while Freedom. bleeds, and Virtue Still boaſt: 
-_ groans, 5 | To Pow 'r 
That“ Iſis taught Rebellion to her ſons?” To courts 
Forbid it, Heav'n! and let my riſing waves Who tho” 
Indignant ſwell, and whelm the recreant ſlaves! Has hung 
In England's cauſe their patriot floods employ, What tho 
As Xanthus delug'd in the cauſe of Troy. Soft as my 
Is this deny'd ; then point ſome ſecret way Yet ſtrove 
| Where far, far hence theſe guiltleſs ftreams may To tcar tl 
EE . 5 [ ſpreads Miſguidec 
Same unknown channel lend, where Nature To blot tt 

| Inglorious vales and unfrequented meads, A rage th 
There, where a hind ſcarce times his ruſtic ſtrain, And blaſt 
Where ſcatce a pilgrim treads the pathleſs plain, Let — 
Content Pl flow; forget that e'er my tide Each ſple 
Saw yon majeſtic ſtructures crown its ſide; Still of pr 
Forget that c'er my wrapt attention hung Prolific p: 
Or on the ſage's or the poet's tongue Be hers e: 
Calm and refign'd, my humbler lot embrace, Each cou 
And, pleas'd, prefer oblivion to diſgrace. Still let t 
# EN 1 On rh 
| Iu | Still let h 
$ 58. The Triumph of Lis, occaſioned by Iſs, an Nor dare 
| Elegy. T. WaRTox | kya 
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Where C 
With loi 
Tis ours 
Where b 
Towear 
And ſnat 


Quid nihil neſcio quam, proprio cum Tybride, 
Romam : | 
Semper in ore geris ? Referunt fi vera parentes, 
 Hunc Urbem inſano Nullus qui Marte petivit, 
Letatus violaſſe redit. Nec Numina ſedem 
_ Deflituunt.— | | 


 CLAUDIAN, Scorning 

| „ 1 | | Still nor 

; O cloſing flow'rs when genial gales diffuſe Thou; 
The fragrant tribute of refrething dews; | 
| When chants the milk-maid at her balmy pail, Though 
And weary reapers whiſtle o'er the vale, And, 0's 
Charm'd by the murmurs of the quiv'ring ſhade, Theſe 
O'er Iſis' willow-fringed banks I ſtray'd; | ortune 
And calmly muſing varo? the twilight way, And, as 
In penſive mood I tram'd the Doric lay. Unak'd 

| When lo! from op'ning clouds a golden gleam er ſtor 
Pour'd ſudden ſplendors o'er the ſhadowy ſtream; ce, Scie 
And from the wave aroſe its guardian qucen, Vith F. 
Known by her ſweeping ſtole of gloſſy green; My Mu 
While in the coral crown that bound her brow, he mie 
Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. reen, ; 
As the {mooth ſurface of the dimply flood And itil 
The filver-{lipper'd virgin lightly trod, My Go 
From her looſe hair the dropping dew the preſs c, And da 
And thus mine ear in accents mild addrefs'd : { 
No more, my ſon, the rural reed employ, Een 
Nor trill the tinkling ſtrain of empty joy; uſpici, 


No more thy love-refounding fonnets ſuit 
To notes of paſt' ral ꝓipe, or daten flute. 


For 


| 
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Has hung with ſweeteſt wreaths Muſeus? herfe ; | The pomp of guiltleſs ſtate, the patriot toil, 
Ys What tho' your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe, | For bleeding Albion's aid the ſage deſign, 
| Soft as my ſtream, in tuneful numbers flow; ] To hold ſhort dalliance with the tuneful Nine! 
| Yet ſtrove his Mule, by fame or envy led, [Then Muſic left her ſilver ſphere on high, 
may To tcar the laurels from a ſiſter's head ?*— And bore cach ſtrain of triumph from the ſky; 
cads Miſguided youth, with rude unclaſſic rage Swell'd the loud ſong, and to my chiefs around 
ture To blot the beauties of thy whiter page; | Pour'd the full peans of mellifluous found. _ 
A rage that ſullies een thy guiltleſs lays, {| My Naiads blythe the dying accents caught, 
ain, And blaſts the vernal bloom of half thy bays. And liſt'ning danc'd beneath their pearly giot 
ain, Let —— boaſt the patrons of her name, | In gentler eddies play'd my conſcious wave, 


No longer charm'd by virtues lofty ſong, Skill'd to pronounce whatnobleſt thoughts inſpire, 
Once heard ſage Milton's manly tones among, | He blends the ſpeaker's with the patriot's fire; 
ide, Vhere Cam, meand'ring thro' the mattcd reeds, | Bold to conceive, nor tim'rous to conceal, 
| With loit'ring wave his groves of laurel feeds. | What Britons dare to think, he dares to tell. 
ues, 'Tis ours, my ton, to deal the ſacred bay, 'T'is his alike the car and eye to charm, | 
vit, Where honour calls, and juſtice points the way; | To win with action, and with ſenſe to warmz _ 


For hark ! high-thron'd on 2 majeſtic walls, | When yon proud * dome, fair learning”s ampleſt 


To the dear Mute afflicted Freedom calls: 
When Freedom calls, and Oxford bidsthee (ing, 
Why ftavs thy hand to ſtrike the ſounding firing *? 
While thus, in Freedom's and in Phœbus' ſpite, 
The venal ſons of ſlaviſh Cam unite; _ 

To ſhake yon tow'rs when Malice rears her creſt, 
Shall all my ſons in filence idly reſt ? 


To Pow'r your ſongs of gratulation pay 
To courts addreſs ſoft Flattery's ſervile lay; 
Who tho? your gentle Maſon's plaintive verſe 


Each ſplendid fool of fortune and of fame: 
Still of preferment let her ſhine the queen, 
Prolific parcnt of each bowing dean : _ 
Be hers each prelate of the pamper'd cheek, 
Each courtly chaplain, ſan&tify d and ſleek: 
Still let the drones of her exhauſtleſs hive 
On nch pluralities ſupinely thrive: 

Still let her ſenates titled ſlaves revere, 

Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer; 


To wear the well-carn'd wreath that merit brings, 
And ſnatch a gift beyond the reach of kings. 


Still nor enjoys nor ſecks the {mile of pow'r. 
Though wakerul Vengeance watch my cryſtal 
| {pring, „ 1 e 
Though Perſecution wave her iron wing, 
And, o'er yon ſpiry temples as ſhe flies, 


Fortune's fair ſmiles on Iſis fill attend: 
And, as the dews of gracious heav'n deſcend, 
nalk'd, unſeen, in ſtill but _ ſhow'rs, 


Still ing, O Cam, your fav'rite freedom's cauſe, 
Sill boaſt of Freedom, while you break her laws; 


dcorning and ſcorn'd by courts, yon Muſe's bow'r, 


Theſe deſtin'd ſeats be mine, cxulting cries; 


Was rapture mute, or ceas'd the glad acclame, 
To Radcliffe due, and Ifis' honour'd name? 


Nor bluſh to wear my tributary bay ! 


While, as we loudly hail'd the choſen few, 

Rome's awful ſenate ruſh'd upon the view! 
O may the day in lateſt annals ſhine, 

That made a Beaufort and an Harley mine! 


That bade them leave the loftier ſcene a while, 


And all my reeds their ſofteſt whiſpers gave; 
Tach la with brighter green adorn'd my bow'rs, 
I And breath'd a freſher A 


agrance on my flow'rs, 
But lo! at once the pealing concerts ceaſe, 
And crowded theatres are huth'd in peace. 


| | See, on yon ſage how all attentive ſtand, 


To catch his darting eye and waving hand! 


| Hark ! he begins, with all a Tully's art, 


To — the dictates of a Cato's heart 


Untaught in flow'xw periods to diſpenſe 

The lulling ſounds of ſweet impertinence : 
In frowns or ſmiles he gains an equal prize, 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps. to riſe; 
Bids happier days to Albion be reſtor'd, 


| Bids ancient Juſtice rear her radiant word; 


From me, as from my country, claims applauſe, 
And makes an Oxford's a Britannia's cauſe. 
While arms like theſe my ſtedfaſt ſages wield, 


While mine is Truth's impenetrable ſhield; _ 


Say, ſhall the puny champion fondly dare 


| To wage with force like this ſcholaſtic war? 


am ler ſtores on me ſpontaneous Bounty pours. | Still vainly fcribble on with pert pretence, 

am; dee, Science walks with recent chaplets crown'd; | With all the rage of pedant umpotence ? 

' Vith Fancy's ſtrain my fairy thades reſound; Say, ſhall I foſter this domeſtic peſt, 

15 My Mule divine Kill keeps her cuſtom'd ſtate, | This parricide, that wounds a mother's breaſt ? 
DW, he mien erect, and high majeſtic gait: | 


For 


cen, as of old, each oliv'd portal fmiles, 

ad ſtill the Graces build my Grecian piles: 

Gothic ſpires in ancient glory riſe, 

nd * with wonted pride to ruſh into the 
ies. 

E en late when Radeliff's delegatcd train 

ulpicious ſhone in Iſis happy plain; 


Britain's victoriòtds croſs from ſhore to ſhore, 
By chance bencath her cloſe ſequeſter'd cells 
Some low-born worm, a lurking miſchief dwells; 
Eats his blind way, and ſaps with ſecret guile 
The deep foundations of the floating pile. 

In vain the foreſt lent its ſtatelieſt pride, 


 1Rear'd her tall maſt, and fram'd her knotty ſide, 
* Thc Radcliffe Library. 


The 


Beneath its attic roofs receiv'd the Nine, 1 | 


What free-born crowds adorn'd the feſtive day, 


How each brave breaſt with honeſt ardors heav'd, 


When Sheldon's fane the patriot band receiv d; 


Thus in — ſhip, that long has bore 
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The martial thunder's rage in vain ſhe ſtood, 
With ev'ry conflict of the ſtormy flood; 
Nlore ſure the reptile's little arts devour 
Than wars, or waves, or Eurus' wint'ry pow'r. 
Fee tretted pinnacles, ye fanes ſublime, 
Je tow'rs that wear the moſſy veſt of time! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


Ye mally piles of old mupitficence, 1 


At once the pride of learning and defence; 


Ve cloyſters pale, that length'ning to the fight, 


To contemplation, ſtep by ſtep, invite! [clear 
Je high-arch'd walks, where oft the whiſpers 
Of harps unſeen have ſwept the poet's ear! 
Te temples dim, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of ever-echoing praile! 
Lo! your lov'd Iſis, from the bord'ring vale, 
With all a mother's fondneſs bids you hail !—- 
Hail, Oxford, hail | of all that's good and great, 
Of all that's fair, the guardian and the ſcar ! 


: Hither of yore, forlorn, 


Nurſe of each brave purſuit, cach gen'rous aim, 


By truth exalted to the throne of fame! 
Like Greece in ſcience and in liberty, 
As Athens learn'd, as Lacede man free 
Ex'n now confeſs'd to my adoring eyes, 
In awful ranks thy gifted ſons ariic. | 

Tuning to knightly tale his Britiſh reeds, 

Thy genuine bards immortal Chaucer leads 

His hoary head o'erlooks the gazing quire, 
And beams on all around celeſtial fire. 

— With graceful ſtep fee Addiſon advance, 

The ſweeteft child of Attic elegance: 

Sce Chillingworth the depths of doubt explore, 
And Selden ope the rolls of ancient lore: _ 
To all but his belov'd embrace deny d, 

See Locke lead Reaſon, his majeſtic bride : 

See Hammond pierce Religion's golden mine, 


All who to Albion gave the arts of peace, 
And bleſt the labours piann'd of letter'd eaſe; 


Who taught with truth, or with perſuaſion mov d, That here at laſt 


Book It, 


I ſce the ſable-ſuited prince advance, 

With lilies crown'd, the 
France, 

Edward. The muſes in yon cloiſter's ſhade 

Bound on his maiden thigh the martial blade; 

| Bade him the ſteel for Britiſh freedom draw; 

And Oxford taught the deeds that Creſſy ſaw. 


| And ſce, preat father of the ſacred band, 


The * Patriot King before me ſeems to ſtand 1 
He, by the bloom of this gay vale beguil'd, 
That cheer'd with lively green the ſhaggy wil 
— maid, | 
The Muſe in prattling infancy couvey d; 
From Vandal rage the helpleſs virgin bore, 


| And fix'd her crade on my friendly ſhore ; 


Soon grew the maid beneath his foſt'ring hand, 

Soon gane her bleſſings o'er the enlighten'd 
and. os | 

Tho” ſimple was the dome, where firſt to dwell 

She deign'd, and 1ude her early Saxon cell, 

Lo! now the holds her ſtate in ſculptur'd bow'rs, 

And proudly lifts to heav'n her hundred tow'rs, 


|'Twas Alfred firſt, with letters and with laws, 
| Adorn'd, as he advanc'd, his country's cauſe: 
He bade relent the Briton's ſtubborn ſoul, 

| And ſootli'd to foft ſoclety's controul N 
A rough untuto:'s age. With raptur'd eye, 


Elate, he views his laurel'd progeny: 


| Serene he ſmiles to find, that not in vain 


He form'd the rudiments of learning's reign ; 
Himſclf he marks in each ingenuous breaſt, . 
With all the founder in the race expreſt 
Conſcious he ſees fair freedom till turvive 

In yon bright domes, ill-fated fugitive ! 
(Glorious, as when the goddeſs pour'd the beam 


And ſpread the treaſur'd ſtores of Truth divine, Unfully'd on his ancient diadem) 


| Well-pleas'd, that at his own Pierian ſprings 


She reſts her V feet, and plumes her wings; 


e takes her deſtin'd ſtand, 


Who ſooth'd with numbers, or with fenſe im- Here deigns to linger ere ſhe leaves the land. 


prov'd; „ 55 5 

Who rang'd the pow'rs of reafon, or refind 

All that adorn'd or humaniz'd the mind; _ 
Each prieſt of health, that mix'd the balmv bowl 
To rear frail man, and ſtay the flecting foul; 


All crowd around, and echoing to the ſky, _ 


Hail, Oxford, hail ! with filial tranſport cry. 4 


The beechen cup, unſtain'd with wine: 


And ſee yon ſapient train! with hb'ral aim, 
*Twas theirs new plans of liberty to frame; 
And on the Gothic gloom of flavith ſway 
To ſhed the dawn of intellectual day. 
With mild debate each muſing feature glows, 
And well-weigh'd countels mark their meaning 
brows. | | 
„Lo! theſe the leaders of thy patriot line,” 
A Raleigh, Hampden, and a Somers ſhine. 
Theſe from thy fource the bold contagion caught, 
Their future ſons the great example taught: 
While in cach youth, th'/hereditary fame 
Still blares, unextingniſh'd, and the ſame ! 
Nor all the taſks of thoughtful peace engage, 
Tu thine to form the hero as the ſage, J 


* Allred. 


8 59. Inſcription in a Hermitage, at Auſiey-Hul, 


in Warwick/hire, T. WARTON. 


ENEATH this ſtony roof reclin'd, 

I ſoothe to peace my penſive mind: 
And, while to thade my lowly cave, 
 Embow'ring elms their umbrage wave; 
And while the mapple dith 1s mine, 


I ſcorn the gay licentious crowd, | 
Nor heed the toys that deck the proud, 
Within my limits, lone and ſtill, 

The blackbird pipes in artleſs trill; 

Faſt by my couch, congenial gueſt, 
The wren has wove her —_ neſt ; 
From buſy ſcenes and brighter ſkies, 


} To lurk with innocence ſhe flies; 


Here hopes in ſafe repoſe to dwell, 
Nor aught ſuſpects the ſylvan cell. 


ſpoils of bleeding 


Book II. 
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At morn I take my cuſtom'd round, 

To mark how buds yon ſhrubby mound ; 
And ev'ry op' ning primrofe count 

That trimly paints my blooming mount: 

Or o'er the ſculptures, quaint and rude, 
That grace my gloomy ſolitude, 

] teach in winding wreaths to ſtray 
Fantaſtic ivy's gadding ſpray. 

At eve, within yon ſtudious nook, 

I ope my brafs emboſſed book, 

Pourtray'd with many a holy deed - 

Of martyrs, crown'd with heav'nly meed: 
Then, as my taper waxes dim, _ 
Chaunt, ere I ſleep, my meaſur'd hymn; 
And, at the cloſe, the gleams behold _ 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 


While ſuch pure joys my bliſs create, 
Who but would finile at guilty ſtate ? 
Who but would with his holy lot 
In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 
Who but would caſt his pomp away, 
To take my ſtaff and amice gray? 
And to the world's tumultuous ſtage 
Prefer the blameleſs hermitage * 


_—___ 


eo. Monody ; ⁊vritten near Stratford upon 
Avon. T. WARTON. : 


AN, thy rural views, thy paſtures wild, 
The willows that o'erhang thy twilight edge, 
Their 1 entangling with th'enibattled 
ſedge; 5 

Thy brink with wat'rv foliage quaintly fring'd, 
Thy ſurface with reflected verdure ting'd, 
Sooth me with many a penſire pleafure mild. 
Put while I muſe, that here the bard divine, 
Whoſe ſacred duſt yon high-arch'd alles incloſe, 
Where the tall windows riſe in ſtately rows 
Above th'embow'ring ſhade, = | 
Here firſt, at Fancy's fairy circled ſhrine, 
Of daiſies py'd his infant off ring made; 
Here playful yet, in ſtripling years unripe, 
Fram'd of thy reeds a ſhrill and artleſs pipe: 
Sudden thy beauties, Avon, all are fled, 
As at the waving of ſome magic wand; 
An holy trance my charmed ſpirit wings, 
And awful ſhapes of warriors and of kings 
Prople the buſy mead, "DE 
Like ſpectres ſwarming to the wizard's hall; 
And flowly pace, and point with trembling hand 
The wounds ill- cover'd by the purple pall. 
Before me Pity ſeems to Hand | | 

weeping 'mourner, ſmote with anguiſh fore, 
To ſee Misfortune rend in frantic mood 
Mis robe with regal woes embroider'd oer. 

ae Terror leads the viſionary band, 


And ſternly ſhakes his ſceptre, dropping blood. 


$61. On the Death of King George the Second. 
T. WARTON. 


SY fream the ſorrows that «mbalm the brave, 
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So pure the vows which elaſſic duty pays 


To bleſs another Brunſwick's rifing rays! _ 
O Pitt, if choſen ſtrains have pow'r to ſteal 

Thy watchful breaſt a while from Britain's weal; 

If votive verſe, from facred Ifis ſent, 

| Might hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 

| On patriot plans which ancient Freedom drew, 


A while with fond attention deign to view 


| This ample wreath, which all th'aſſembled Nine 
Wich ſkill united have conſpir'd to twine. 

| thy country's cauſe ! 

Thy conſcious heart ſhall hail with juſt applauſe | 

The duteous Muſe, whoſe hafte officious brings 
Her blameleſs off ring to the ſhrine of kings: 


Yes, guideand guardian 


Thy tongue, well-tutor'd in hiſtoric lore, 
Can ſpeak her office and her uſe of yore: 

For ſuch the tribute of ingenuons praiſe 

Her harp diſpens'd in Grecia's golden days, 
Such were the palms in ifles of old renown, 

She cull'd, to deck the guiltleſs monarch's crown 
When virtuous Pindar told, with Tuſcan gore 
How ſcepter'd Hiero ſtain'd Sicilia's ſhore, 

Or to mild Theron's raptur'd eye diſclos'd 


| Bright valcs, where ſpirits of the brave repos'd : 


Yet ſtill bencath the throne, unbrib'd, ſhe ſat 


The decent handmaid, not the ſlave of ſtate ; 


Pleas'd in the radiance of the regal name, 

To blend the luſtre of her country's fame: | 
For, taught like Ours, the dar'd with prudent 

Obedience from dependence to divide: {| pride, 

Tho” priaces claim'd her tributary lavs, 

With truth ſevere the temper'd partial praiſe ; 

Conſcious, ſhe kept her native dignity, 

Bold as her flights, and as her numbers free. 

And fure, if e' er the muſe indulg'd her ſtrains, 

With juſt regard to grace heroic reigns, 


Where could her glance a theme of triumph own 5 


So dear a frame as George's trophy'd throne ? 
At whoſe firm baſe thy ſtedfaſt foul afpires. 

To wake a mighty nation's ancient fires: 

Aſpires to bafffe Faction's ſpecious claim, 


Rouze England's rage, and give her thunder aim: 
Ouce more the main her conqu'ring banners 


ſweep, | 
Again her Commerce darkens all the deep. 
Thy fix'd reſolve renews each firm decree 


| That made, that kept of 2 thy country fr _ | 


Call'd by thy voice, nor deaf to war's alarms, 


Its willing vouth the rural empire arms: 
'| Again the lords of Albion's cultur'd plains 


March the firm leaders of their faithful ſwains 
As erſt ſtout archers, from the farm or fold, 


Flam'd in the van of many a baron hold. 


Nor thine the pump of indolent debate, 
The war of words, the ſophiſtries of ſtate : 
Nor frigid caution checks thy free deſign, 
Nor ſtops thy ſtream of eloquence divine: 
For thine the privilege, on few beſtow'd, - 


In vain Corruption calls her venal tribes; 


Ore common cauſe one common end preſcribes : 
Nor fear nor fraud, nor ſpares or ſcreens the foe, 


But fpirit prompts, and valour ſtrike; the blow. 
O Pitt! while honour points thy I tral plan, 


The tears that Sc ie ice ſheds on Glory's grave | 


And o'er the Miniſter exalts the ma 1, 
| It; 


To feel, to think, to ſpeak, for public good. >: 
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Tis not for her to purchate or purſue 
The phantom-favours of the cringing crew: 


| Beneath ambition, but above diſgrace, 
Wich nobler arts ſhe forms the riſing race: 
With happier taſks, and leſs refin'd pretence, 


Io rear her arched roofs in regal guiſe, 
And lift her temples nearer to the ſkies ; 


#2 _ . ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| This congenial greets thy faithful ſway, _ 


Nor ſcorns to bid a ſtateſman grace her lay. 
For 'tis not hers, by falſe connections drawn, 


To friends, to foes, in equal fear, ſuppreſt: 


More uſcful toils her ſtudious hours enagaye, 
And fairer leſſons fill her ſpotleſs page: 


In elder times ſhe woo'd Muniſicence 


Princes and prelates ſtretch'd the ſocial hand 


To form, diffuſe, and fix, her high command: 


From kings ſhe claim'd, yet ſcorn'd to ſeek, the 
oy —_ _.[wiſe. 
From kings, like George, benignant, juſt, and 
Lo! this her genuine lore. Nor thou refule 


This humble preſent of no partial Muſe 


From that calm Bow'r , which nurs'd thy 
thoughtful youth | | Fa, 


In the pure precepts of Athenian truth: | 


Where firſt the form of Britiſh Liberty 

Beam'd in full radiance on thy muſing eye; 
That form, whoſe mien ſublime, with equal awe, 
In the ſame ſhade unblemiſh'd Somers ſaw : 
Where once (for weil ſhe lov'd the friendly grove 
Which ev'ry clathc Grace had learn'd to rove) 
Her whiſpers wak'd ſage Harrington to feign 
The blcflings of her viſionary reign ; 

That reign, which now no more an empty theme, 
Adorns Philoſophy's ideal dream, 


Bur crowns at laſt, beneath a George's ſmile, 


In full reality this favour'd iſle. 


Roſe from the billowy deep in diſtant view; 


When Albion's iſle, old Occan's peerleſs pride, 


'Tow'r'd in imperial ſtate above the tide; 
What bright ideas of the new domain 


5 Form'd the fair proſpect of thy promis'd reign! 


And well with conſcious joy thy breaſt might 
— - | = 

That Albion was ordain'd thy regal ſcat: 

Lo! this the land, where Freedom's ſacred rage 

Has glow'd. untam'd thro' many a martial age. 

Here patriot Alfred, ſtainꝰd with Daniſh blood, 


 Rear'd on one baſe the king's, the people's good: 


Here Henry's archers fram'd tlie ſtubborn bow 
That laid Alanzon's haughty helmet low; 
Here wak'd the flame that ſtill ſuperior braves 
The proudeſt threats of Gaul's ambitious ſlaves : 


Here Chivalry, ftern ſchool of valour old, 
Her nobleft feats of knightly fame enroll'd; 


* Trinity College, Oxford; in which alſo Lord Somers and Sir James Harrington, author of“ 
| MOT OS * 


Oceana, were educated, 


 Boox If, 


| Heroic champions caught the clarion's call, 
And throng'd the feaſt in Edward's banner'd hall; 


| While chiefs, like George, approv'd in worth 
At ſplendid Slav'ry's fordid ſhrine to fawnz = ; 
Each native effort of the feeling breaſt | 


alone, | | 
Unlock'd chaſte Beauty's adamantine zone. 


_ | Lo! the fam'd iſle, which hails thy choſen ſway, 
| What fertile fields her temp'rate ſuns diſplay ! 


Where Property ſecures the conſcious fwain, 
And guards, while Plenty gives, the golden grain: 
Hence with ripe ſtores her villages abound, 


I Her airy downs with ſcatter'd Sheep reſound; 


Freſh are her paſtures with unccaſing rills, 


And future navies crown her darkſome hills, 
I To bear her formidable glory far, 5 


| Behold her opulence of hoarded war! 
See, from her ports a thouſand banners ſtream; 


| | On ev'ry coaſt her vengeful lightnings gleam! 


Meantime, remote from Ruin's armed hand, 
In peaceful majeſty her cities ſtand; 

Whoſe ſplendid domes and buſy ſtreets declare 
Their firmeſt fort, a king's parental care, 

And Ol bleſt Queen, if e'cr the magic pow'r; 
Of warblcd truth have won thy muſing hours; 
| Here Poeſy, from awful days of yore, 

Has pour'd her genuine gifts of raptur'd lore. 
| Mid oaken bow'rs, with my verdure wreath'd, 


| In Druid-ſongs her folemn ſpirit breath'd: 


While cunning Bards at ancient banquets fung 
Of paynim foes defy'd, and trophies hung. 


Here Spenſer tun'd his myſtic minſtrelſy, 


And dreſs'd in fairy robes a Queen like Thee, 
Here, n with ev'ry living hue, 
Nature's unbounded portrait Shakeſpeare drew: 


| | But chief the dreadful group of human wocs 


The daring artiſt's tragic pencil choſe; 
Explor'd the pangs that rend the royal breaſt, 
| Thoſe wounds that lurk beneath the tiſſu'd vet! 
Lo! this the land, whence Milton's mult of tire 
High ſoar'd, to ſteal from heav'n a ſeraph's ly; 


5 e . I And told the golden ties of wedded love 
$ 62. On the Marriage of the King, 1761, 10 

| her Majefly. T. WarTon, | 
WEN firſt the kingdom, to thy virtues due, 


In ſac red Eden's amaranthine grove. | 
Tuhine too, majeſtic Bride, the favour'd clime, 
Where Science fits enſhrin'd in roofs ſublime. 
O mark, how green her wood of ancient bays 
O'er Ifis' marge in many a chaplet ftrays ! 
Thither, if haply ſome diſtinguiſh'd flow'r 


| Of theſe mix'd blooms from that ambroſial bo 


| Might catch thy glance, and rich in Nature's bu 
{ Entwine thy diadem with honour due; 

If ſeemly gifts the train of Phoebus pay, 

| To deck imperial Hymen's feſtive day, 


| Thither thyſelf ſhall haſte, and willy ney | 


To tread with nvumph-like ſtep the conſcious pla 
Pleas'd in the Amun nook, with decent pride, 
To throw the ſcepter'd pall of ſtare aſide. 
Nor from the ſhade halt George be long awaß, 
| Which gg Charlotta's love, and courts ht 
ay. 

Theſe are Britannia's praiſes. Deign to uy 
With wrapt reflection Freedom's fav'rite race 
But tho? the gen'rous iſle, in arts and arms, 
Thus ſtands ſupreme in Nature's choiceſt chai 
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Tho! George and Conqueſt guard her ſea · git | Nor ſhunn'd, at penſive eve, with loneſome pace, 
all. throne, | | The cloiſter's moop-light chequer'd floor to trace 
ont One happier bleſſing ſtill ſhe calls her own; Nor ſcorn'd to mark the ſun, at matins due, 
And, proud to cull the faireſt wreath of Fame, | Stream thro' the ſtory'd windows holy hue. 
Crowns her chief honours with a Charlottes And O, Young Prince, be thine his moral 


* name. d | | =: Dy wy - 3 
= VVV Nor ſeek in fields of blood his warrior bavs. 
« | | . { War has its charms terrific. Far and wide 


2 $ 63. On the Birth of the Prince of Wales, When ftands th'embattled hoſt in banner'd pride; 
; * 8 T. WaR TON. O'er the next plain when the ſhrill clangors run, 


Y 4 3 | And the long phalanx flaſhes in the fun; . 
ts Written after the Inſtallation at Windſor, in the When now no dangers of the dreadful day 
8 ; ſume ear. I Mar the bright ſcene, nor — — — _ 3 
5 —— . | Full oft, too raſhly glows with fond delight 
12 „„ and brave! | The youthful breaſt, and aſks the future tight ; 
am; 2 pro Spy ke Honour's brighteſt banners | Nor knows that Horror's form, a ſpectre wan, 
, | | © | n 
* At whoſe proud Tilts, unmatch'd for hardy deeds, * 7 2 — ray 
0 Heroic kings have 7 _ barbed ſteeds: | | Of ſpecious fame thy ſtedfaſt feet betray! 
are U . neee ed. by chiefs BVRACe Be thine domeſtic glory's radiant calm, 
| 3 . r gralp the glitt ring lance; Be thine the ſceptre wreath'd with many a palm 
own 3 dealt the martial pomp no g, thine the throne with peaceful e:nblems hung, 
1 Th — he as Cd of oo. The filver lyre to milder conquett firung! 
TY b " 2 ar ay gy e ag 1d Inſtead of glorious feats atchiev'd in arms, 
RE as 2 Dome, if cer thy marihall'd Bid riſing Arts diſplay their mimie charms 1. 
eg cha her old majetic n, | [uit 10 By county's Fame in craguil ave 
. As when, high-thron'd amid thy trophy'd ſhrine, Before the public eye, in breathing braſs, 
* George ſhone the leader of the Garter d line? Bid chy fam -d Father's mighty triampli paſs: 
* _ 2 1 fill remam; {| Swell the broad arch with hauglity Cuba's fall, 
hee, 1% May Wy LOW rs reer os NVC ©. IIS: And clothe with Minden's plain th'hiſtoric hall. 
| For lo! to Britain and her favour'd Pair, Then mourn not, Edward's Dome, thine an- 
3 Heav'n's high command has ſent a ſacred Heir ! ad 8 1 IO | 
8 aan che bold pattern of his patriot Sire. Thy tournaments and liſted combats loft ! 
cs Shall fill with carly fame's immortal fire: F A Sos bond. no more. proud cxftle 
" In life's freſh ſpring, ere buds the promis'd prime,, e ; pon] cms TM 
1 lis thoughts thall mount to virtue's meed ſublime: | Advent'rous Valour's Gothic trophies torn # 
f * —— are _ _— with ſure preſage, | Thoſe elfin charms that held in magic night 
Ivre; Th eee #4, 496 eee Its elder Fame, and dimm'd its genuine light, 
Jlez hen to thy courts ſhall lead with conſcious joy, At length diſſolve in Truth's meridian ray 
| In ſtripling beauty's bloom, the Princely Boy; And the bright Order burſts to perfect day: 
clime, ny A _ - ” 8 The myſtic round, begirt with bolder peers, 
ws eantime, thy — al Jes thes rite edooe. * | On Virtuv's baſe its reſcu'd glory rears: 
ys Wink am = e ne ye Me | Secs Civil Proweſs mightier acts atchieve; 
| 3 "—_ 9 2 3 mw 7 . .c. Sees meck Humanity diſtreſs relieve; 
Vaſt . 2 — 4 rare | Adopts the worth that bids the conflict ceaſe, 
bowl While, as around his eager glance explores And claims its honours from the chiefs of peace. 
3 Thy chambers, rough with war's conſtructed 5 — — 
ſtores | | | 
* helms, and bruiſed ſhiclds, barbaric ſpoils $ 64. Ole to Steep. T. Wax rox. 
= ancient chivalry's undaunted toils N this my penſive pillow, gentle Sleep! 
* * TY * penſive pillow, gentle Sleep 
ben — che duſky trappings hung on high, O Deſcend, in all thy downy plumage dreft : 
ride, Salt © Edward's fable mail ſhall ſtrike his eye: Wipe with thy wing cheſe eyes that wake to weep, 
| W: | fire the youth, to crown his riper years And place thy crown of poppics on my breaſt. 
awa!y h rival Crefſys, and a new Poitiers; O tee; ſenſes in oblivion's balm, 
1 On the ſame wall, the ſame triumphal baſe, ＋ wg = oy . 
ts 4 own victorious monuments to place. 3 _ pelt = - lan * . and, 
0 fairer kindred tit! | . 5 8. 
His ens . 5 3 5 Deſpair grows mild at thy ſupreme command ! 
Than Edward, laureate prince. In letter'd truth, Yet ah! in vain, familiar with the gloom, 


Oxford, ſage mother, ſchool'd his ſtudious youth: And ſadly toiling thro? the tedious night, 
Her ſimple inſtitutes and rigid lore | I ſ:ek ſweet flumber, while that virgin bloom, 
The royal nurſling unreluctant bore; For ever hov'ring, haunts thy wretched git, 
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Nor would the dawning day my forrows 


9 65. The Hamlet, written in Whichwond Foreft 


Tux hinds how bleſt, who ne er beguild 


Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main, 
For ſplendid care and guilty gaint 


Strikes their low tliatch with flanting gleam, 
To dip the _ in fragrant dew : 

That nodding ſhades a craggy dell. 

On grern untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglefted hue: 


They ſpy the fquirrel's airy bounds; 


Each native charm their ſteps explore 


Hus echo'd from the diſtant town, 


No trophy?d canopies, to cloſe 
Their drooping eyes in quick repoſe. 
Of health around the clay-built room, 
Or thro? the primros'd coppice ſtray, 
Or gambol in the new-mown hay; 
Or drive aficid the tardy kine; 
Or haſten from the ge hill 
l; 


To loiter at the ſhady ri | | 
Or climb the tall pinc's pony creſt 
t 


The curling woodbine's ſhade embow rs: 


Nor fell Diſraſe, before his time, 


Beneath a flow'ry turt they flecp. 


334 


charm : | | | 
Black midnight and the radiant noon, alike 
To me appear, while with uplifted arm 
Death ſtands prepar'd, but ſtill delays to ſtrike. 


T. WarrToOXN. 


To quit their hamlet's hawthorn-wildz 


When morning's twilight- tinctur'd beam 
They rove abroad in ether blue, 


The flicaf to bind, the beech to fell, 
Midft Seng glades, in warbles clear, 
Wild natute's fweereft notes they hear: 


In their lone haunts and woodland rounds 


And ſtartle from her athen ſpray, 
Acroſs the glen, the ſcreaming jay. 


Of Solitude's ſequeſter'd ſtore. 

For them the moon, with cloudleſs ray, 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way: 
Their weary {pirits to relieve, 

The meadow's incenſe breathe at eve; 

No riot mars the ſimple fare | 

That o'er a glimm'ring hearth they ſhare: 
But when the curfeu's meaſur'd roar 
Dulv, the dark'ning vallics o'er, | 


They wiſh no beds of cygnet-down, | 


Their little ſons, who ſpread the bloom 


Or quaintly braid the cowflip-twine, 


To rob the raven's ancient neft. 
Their humble porch with honied flow'rs 


From the trim garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in buſy ſwarms reſound: 


Haſtes to conſume life's golden prime: 
But when their temples long have wore 
The filver crown of treſſes hoar; 

As ſtudious ſtill calm peace to keep, 
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| Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 5 
Murmurs the hloſſom'd boughs around, 
That clothe the garden's ſouthern bound: 


+ Scarce the hardy primroſe peeps 
| From the dark dell's entangled ſteeps: 
| O'er the field of waving broom | 


| While from the ſhrubb'ry's naked maz 
| Of Flora's brighteſt *broid'ry ſhone, 
{| Ev'ry chequer'd charm is flown; _ 
| Save that the lilac hangs to view 
Its burſting gems in cluſters blue. 
| | The beans their new-born ranks e 
| The freſh-turn'd foil with tender blades 
| Thinly the ſprouting barley ſhades : 
| Fringing the foreſt's devious edge, 


| Fraught with a tranſient, frozen ſhow'r, 


| Sailing o'cr the landſcape dark, 


O'eer the pearl-beſprinkled plain, 


| Salutcs the blythe return of light, 
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Book If, 
$ 66. Ode. The Firſt of April. T. Waxrrtoy, 


WITH dalliance rude young Zephyr wocs 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuſe 

The boiſt'rous * the fair denies, 
Or, with a ſeornful ſmile complies. 
Mindful of diſaſter paſt. | 
And ſhrinking at the northern blaſt, 

The ſleety ſtorm returning ſtill, 

The morning hoar and ev'ning chill; 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 


Scarce a fickly ſtraggling flow ir 
Decks the rough caſtle's rifted tow'r : 


Slowly ſhoots the golden bloom: 
And, but by fits the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale. 


Where the vegetable blaze | 


Scant along the ridgy land TY 
xpand: 


Half-rob'd appears the hawthorn hedge 
Or to the diſtant eye diſplays ; 
Weakly green its budding ſprays. 
The ſwallow, for a moment ſeen, 
Skims in haſte the village green: 
From the grey moor on feeble wing, 
The ſcreaming plovers idly ſpring : 
The butterfly, gay-painted ſoon, _ 
Explores a while the tepid noon, 
And fondly truſts its tender dies 
To fickle 2 and flatt'ring ſkies. 


967. 
ENEA 
Smit 
Vert 
And wh 
Within 
A Vretche 


Lowrd 


If a cloud ſhould haply lowr, 


Mute on a ſudden is the lark; 
But when glcams the ſun again 


And from behind his wat'ry veil _ 
Looks thro? the thin deſcending hail, 
She mounts, and, lefPning to the fight, 


And high her tuneful track purſues 
Mid the dim rainbow's ſcatter'd hues, 
Where in venerable rows 83 
Widely-waving oaks incloſe 
The moat of yonder antique hall, 
Swarm the rooks with clamorous call; 
And to the toils of nature true, 
Wreath their capacious neſts anew. 
Muſing thro? the lawny park, 
The lonely poet loves to mark 


1 
Toy, 
OC3 


ſe 


How 


How various greens in faint degrees 

Tinge the tall groups of various trees; 

While, careleſs of the changing year, 

The pine cerulean, never fear, 

Towers diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 

And proudly vaunts her winter veſt, 
Within ſome whiſp'ring ofier iſle, 5 

Where Glym's low banks neglected ſmile; 

And each trim meadow ſtill retains . 

The wint' ry torrent's oozy ſtains: 

Beneath a willow, long forſfook, _ 

The fiſher ſeeks his cuſtom'd nook; 

And burſting thro? the crackling ſedge 

That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 

He ſtartles from the bord*ring wood 

The baſhtul wild-duck's early brood, 
O'er the broad downs, a novel race, 

Fiſk the lambs, with fault'ring pace, 

And, with eager bleatings, fill 

The foſs that ſkirts the beacon'd hill. 

His free-born vigour yet unbroke 

To lordly man's uſurping yoke, 

The bounding colt forgets to play: 

Baſking beneath the noontide ray, 

And ſtretch'd —4 the daiſies pride 

Of a green dingle's floping ſide: 

While far beneath, where nature ſpreads - 

Her boundleſs length of level meads, 

In looſe luxuriance taught to ſtray, 

A thouſand tumbling rills inlay 

With filver veins the vale, or paſs 

Redundant thro? the ſparkling graſs, 
Yet, in theſe preſages rude, _ 

Midſt her penſive ſolitude, 

Faicv, with prophetic glance, 

dees the teeming months advance; 

The field, the foreſt, green and gay, 

The dappled ſlope, the tedded hay; 

ders the reddening orchard blow, 

Tue harveſt wave, the vintage flow; 

dees June unfold his gloſſy robe 

Of thouſand hues o'er all the globe; 

dees Ceres graſp her crown of corn, 

And plenty load her ample horn. 


——_—_— 


967. Ode. Ne Suicide, T. WARTON. 


ENE ATH the beech, whoſe branches bare, 


Smit with the lightning's livid glare, 
O'erhang the craggy road. 
And whiſtle hollow as they wave; 
Within a ſolitary grave, 5 | 
A wretched Suicide holds his accurs'd abode, 
Lowr'd the grim morn, in murky dies 
amp miſts involv'd the ſcowling ſkies, 
And dimm'd the ſtruggling day 
As by the brook that ling'ring 1 
v1. ruſh-grown moor with fable waves, 
Full of the dark reſolve he took his ſullen way. 


I mark'd his deſultory pace, 
i5 geſtures ſtrange, and varying face, 
With many a mutter'd found; 
nd ah! too late aghaſt I view'd 
We reeking blade, the hand embru'd: 
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Oft was he wont, in haſty fit, 


8 


I To build a viſionary ſhrine, 
{| Hung with unfading flow'rs, from fairy regions 


| 


tel], and groaning graſp'din agony the ground. 


Full many a melancholy night _ 
He watch'd the ſlow return of light; 
And ſought the pow'rs of ſleep 
To ſpread a momentary calm 
O'er his ſad c2uch, and in the balm 


Full oft, unknowing and unknown, 
He wore his endleſs noons alone, 


Amid tli'autumnal wood: 


Abrupt the ſocial board to quit, 


Beck' ning the wretch to torments new, 
Deſpair, for ever in his view, 5 

A ſpectre pale, appear'd; | 

While, as the ſhades of cve aroſe 

And brought the day's unwelcome cloſe, 


| More horrible and huge her giant-thape the 


rear d. 5 
© Is this,“ miſtaken Scorn will cry, 
© Is this the youth, whoſe genius high 
Could build the genuine rhime? 
© Whoſe boſom mild the fav'ring Muſe 
© Had ſtor'd with all her ample views, 


Parent of faireſt deeds, and purpoſes ſublime ?? 


Ah! from the Muſe that boſom mild, 
By treach'rous magic, was beguil'd, 
To ſtrike the deathful blow: 


| She fill'd his ſoft ingenuous mind 
[Wich many a feeling too refin'd, C 
And rous'd to livelier pangs his wakeful ſenic of 


[ woe [ 


Tho? doom'd hard penury to prove, 
And the tharp ſtings of hopeleſs love, 


} To griefs congenial prone, 


More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While miſery's form his fancy drew 


In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 


Then wiſh not o'cr his earthly tomb 


| The baleful nightſhade's lucid bloom 


To drop its deadly dew : 


--+--. War oh! forbid the twiſted thorn, 


That rudely binds his turf forlorn 


What tho' no marble-piled buſt 

Adorn his deſolated duſt 5 
With ſpeak ing ſculpture wrought ? 

Pity ſhall woo the weeping Nine 


What tho? refus'd each chanted rite ? 


| Here viewleſs mourners ſhall delight 


To touch the ſhadowy ſhell : | 
And Petrarch's harp, that wept the doom 
Of Laura, loft in early bloom, | 
In melancholy tones ſhall ring his penſive knell. 
| To ſooth a lone, unhallow'd ſhade, 
This vorive dirge fad duty paid, 
Within an ivy'd nook : 


+: Sudden the half-ſunk orb of day | 


More radiant ſhot its parting ray, | 
And thus a cherub-voice my charm'd attention 


took. 


Ce 


Forbear, 


385 


Of bland oblivion's dews his burning eyes to ſteep. 


17 T Hood. | 
And gaze with eager glance upon the tumbling 


| | [anew, 
Wich ſpring's green-ſwelling bunch, to vegetate 


5 [Hrought, | 
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_ © Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praiſe 3 
Nor thus for guilt in ſpecious lays 
© The wreath of glory twine : 
© In vain with hues of gorgeous glow _ 
Fancy gives her veſt to flow, [corfine. 


-» Vall. Truths matron- hand the floating folds | 


+ Juſt Heav'n, man's fortitude to prove; 

« Permits thro? lite at large to rove 
The tribes of hell-born woe: 

© Yet the ſame Pow'r that wiſely ſends 

«© Life's fierceſt ills; indulgent tends [foe. 


8  Religion's golden ſhield to break th embanled 


Her aid divine had lull'd to reſt 
Von foul ſelf-murd'rer's throbbing breaſt | 
And ſtay'd the rifing ſtrm: 
Had bade rhe ſun of hope appear 
To gild the darken'd hemitphere, f ferin. 
a And give the wonted bloom to nature's blaſted 


« Vain man! 'tis Heaven's prerogative. 
Io take, what firſt it deigu' d to Se, 
« Thy tributarv breath: 
In awtut expectation plac'd, 
Await y doom, nor impious haſte 


To pluek from God's right hand | bis inftru- 
ments of death“ 
5 68. Ot. . to a Friend os [is aving a 


favourite Vi illage in Himpfaire. 
| FT. WARTON. 


Att moxrn thy fov'd retreat! No more 
Shall clafſic ſteps thy ſcenes explore 
When morn's pale rays but faintly peep 
Der yonder oak-cioiin'd airy ſtecp, 
Who now ſhalt climb its brows, to view 
Thy length of landſkips ever re 
Where Summer fling, in earclefs pride, 
Her vary'd veſtuye far and wide ! 

Who mark, beneath, cach vilkage-charnn, 
Or grange, or elm- eneirebed farm: 
The flinty dove-cote's crowded roof, 
Watch'd by the kite that fails aloof : 

The tufted pines, whoſe umbrage tall 
 Darkens tire long deferted hall: 

Fhe vet'ran beech, at on the plain 

Collects at eve the playful trains  - 

The cot that fmckes with eazly . 

The low-roof d fane's emboſom'd ſpire f 
Who now ſhall indolently ſtra y,. 
Thro? the deep foreſt's tangled w 
Pleas'd at his cuſtom's tak to — 

The well-known hoary-treſſed hind, 
That toils with feeble hands, to glean 
Of herd boughs his pittance mea? 

Who mid thy nooks of hazle ft, 

[oft in ſome melancholy fit; 

Aud liſt'ning to the raven's croak, 

Thie diſtant flail, the falling oak 
Who, thro” the ſunſhine and the ſhow'r, 

Deſcry the rainbow-painted tower? 

Who, wand'ring at return of May, 
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Who, muſing, waſte the fammer hour, 
Where high o'er-arching trees embow'r 
The graſſy lane, ſo rarely pac'd, 

| With azure flow'rets idly grac'd ! 
Unnotic'd now, at tw ihghr's dawn 

' Returning reapers crofs the lawn: 

| Nor fond attention loves to note 
The wether's bell, from folds remote! 


| While own'd by no poetic eye, 


fs | * ptnſive ev'uing ſhade the fky ! 


For !o! the bard who rapture found 
From er'ry rural fight or ſound; „ 
Whoſe gentus warn, and judgment chaſte; 
No charm of genuine nature paſt; 

| Who felt the Mnſe's pureſt fires, 

Far from thy favour'd haunt retires ; 

Who peopled all thy vocal bow'rs 

With ſhadowy flrapes and airy pow'rs; 
Behold, a dread repofe refumes, 

As ert, thy fad ſequeſter't glooms ! - 
From the dee dell, where ſhaggy roots 
Fringe the rough brink with wreathed ſhoots, 

Th'unwilling genius flies fortorn, 

| His primroſe chaplet rudely torn, 

With hollow ſhrie K the nymphs forſake 
The patltleſs copſe and hedge-row brake; 


— 


ts chalky entrails opens wide. 

On the green ſumtmit, ambuſh'd high, 

No longer echo loves to lie. 

No pearl-crewn'd maids, with wily look, 

| Riſe beck ning from the reedy Hy | 

| Around the glow-worns glimm'ring bank 
No fairies rum in fiery rank; 


Nor bruſh, half-ſcen, in airy read, 


The violet s unprinted head. 
Bur fancy, from the tickers brown, 


| The glackes that wear a conſcious frown; 


| The foreſt-Oaks, that pale and lone, 
Nod to the blaft with hoarſer tone, 


| Rough glens, and ſullen waterfalls, 


| Her bright ideal offspring calls, — 
So by ſome ſage inchanter's ſpell 
(As old Arabian fablers tell) 
Amid the ſolitary wild, 

| Luxuriant gardens gaily ſmil'd : 


From fapphire rocks the fountains ſtream d; 


With golden fruit the branches beam'd ; 
Fair forms, in ev'ry wonderous wood, 
Or lightly tripp'd, or folemn ſtood; 

nd oft, retreating from the view, 
Betray'd, at diftance, beauties new; 
| While gleaming ofer the criſped bow? rs 
Rich fpires arote, aud ſparkling row'rs. 
| Tf bound on fervice new to go; 
The maſter of the magic ſhow 
His traniitory charm withdrew, 
Away th'illuſive landſcape flew: 
| Dun elouds obſcur'd the groves of lt. 
| Blue lightning fmore the blooming mold 


In viſionary glory rear'd, 


The gorgeous caſtle diſappear'd: 
And a bare heath's unfruitful plain 


| Where the delv'd mountain's . fe 5 


Utury'd the wizard's proud damain, EY 
. 2 * 
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Book II. DID AC TIC, D 
$69. The Artof preſerving Health. ARMSTRONG. 
Book I. AIX. 
9988 of Pæon, queen of ev'ry joy, 
Hygeia®; whoſe indulgent ſmile ſuſtains 
The various race luxuriant nature pours, | 
And on th' immortal effences beſtows 
Immortal youth, auſpicious, O deſcend ! 
Thou chcerful guardian of the rolling year, 
Whether thou wanton'f on the weſtern gale, 
Or ſhak' ſt the rigid pinions of the north, 
Diffuſeſt life and vigour thro? the tracts 
Of air, thro? earth, and ocean's deep domain 
When thro? the blue ferenity of heav'n 
Thy pow'r approachas, all the waſteful hoſt _ 
Of pain and ficknet:, valid and deform'd, 


ESCRIPTIVE, Se. 


— 
Howe'er imperfe& ; and permit that 
My little knowledge with my country ſhare, 
Till you the rich Aſelepian ſtores unlock, 
And, with new graces, dignify the theme. | 
Ye who, amid this fev'riſh world, would wear 
A- body free of pain, of carey a mind, 


Fl y the rank city, ſhun its turbid air; 
| Breathe not the chaos of eternal ſmoxe 


And volatile corruption, from the dead, 
The dying, ſick'ning, and the living world 
Exhal'd, to ſullv heav'n's tranſparent dome 


Wich dim mortality. It is not Air 3 
That from a thouſand mP reeks back to thiney 


Sated with exhalations rank and fell, 
The ſpoil of dunghills, and the putrid thaw _ 
Of nature, when from ſhape and texture ſhe 


Confounded fink into the loathſome gloom, | Relapſes into fighting elements: 


Where, in deep Erebus involv'd, the tends | 


Grow more profane. Whatever ſhapes of death, 
Shook from the hid-ous chambers of the globe, 
Swarm thro' the ſhud@'ring air; whatever plagues 
Or meagre famine breeds, or with flow wings 
Riſe from the putrid wat'ry element, 

12 foreſt, motionleſs and rank, 
That ſmothers earth and all the breathleſs winds, 
Or the vile carnage of th'inhuman field; 
Whatever baneful breathes the rotten ſouth ; 
Whatever ills th' extremes or ſudden change 
Of cold and hot, or moiſt and dry produce, 
They fly thy pure effulgence: they, and all 
The ſecret poiſons of avenging Heav'n, 
And all the pale tribes halting in the train 
Of vice and heedleſs pleafure : or if avght 


The comet's glare amid the burning ky, | 


Mournful eclipſe, or planets ill-combin'd, 
Portend diſaſtrous to the vital world, | 
Thy falutary pow'r averts their rage, 
Averts the gen'ral bane : and, but for thee, 
Nature would ficken, nature ſoon would die. 

Without thy cheerful active energy 
No rapture ſwells the breaſt, no poet ons, 
No more the maids of Helicon delight |! 
Come then with me, O goddeſs heav'nly-gay ! 
Begin the ſong, and let it ſweetly fob; 
And let it wiſely teach thy wholeſome laws 
How beſt the fickle fabric to ſupport 
Of mortal man; in healthful body how | 
A healthful mind the longeſt to maintain.” _ 
Tis hard, in ſuch a ſtrife of rules, to chuſe 
The beſt, and thoſe of moſt extenſive uſe ; 
Harder in clear and animated ſong 1 85 
Dry philoſophic precepts to convey. 

et, with thy aid, the ſecret wilds I trace 
Of nature; and, with daring ſteps, proceed 
Thro? paths the Muſes never trod before. 

Nor ſhould I wander doubtful of my way, 
Had I the lights of that ſagacious mind 

hich taught to check the peſtilential fire, 

And quell the deadly Pyrhon of the Nile. 
©. hou, belov'd by all the graceful arts, 
hoy, long the fav'rite of the healing pow'rs, 

adulge, O Mead! a well - deſign'd eflay, 


It is not Air, but floats a nauſeous maſs 

Of all obſcene, corrupt, offenſive thongs. . 
Much moiſture hurts; but here a ſordid bath, 
With oily rancour fraught, relaxes more 

The ſolid frame than ſimple moiſture can. 
Beſides, immu'd in many a ſullen bay 
That ncver felt the freſhyeſs of the hreeze, 
This flumb'ring Decp remains, and ranker grows 
With fekly reſt: and (tho? the lungs abhor 
To drink the dun fuliginous abyſs) | 
Did not the acid vigour cf the mine, 
Roll'd from ſo many thund'ring chimneys, tame 
Tue putrid ſteams that over-twarm the ky, | 


| This cauſtic venem would, perhaps, corrade 


Thoſe tender cells that draw the vita! air, 
In vain with all their unctuous rills bedew'dz 
Or by the drunken venous tubes, that vawn 

In countleſs pores o'er all the pervious ſkin, 
Imbib'd, would poiſon the baliamic blood, 
And rouſe the heart to ev'ry fever's rage. 
While yet you breathe, away; the rural wilds 


| Invite; the mountains call you, and the vales ; 


The woods, the ſtreams, and cachambroſfial breeze 


That fans the ever-undulating ſky; | 
A kindly ſky ! whoſe foſi'ring pow'r regales 
{miles 


table reign. 


Man, bcaſt, and all che v 
ſcene where 


Find then ſome woodlan dature 


| Benign, Where all her honeſt children thrive, 
| To us there wants not many a happy ſear ; 


Look round the ſmiling land, ſuch numbers riſe 


| We. hardl y fix, bewilder'd in our choice. 
I See where, enthron'd in adamantine ſtate, 


Proud of her bards, imperial Windfor ſi:s; 


| There chuſe thy ſeat, in ſome aſpiring grove 


Faſt by the flowly-winding Thames; or where 
Broader ſhe loves fair Richmond's green retreats 


(Richmond that fers an hundred villas riſe, 


Rural or gay). O! from the ſummer's rages 
2 


o] wrap me in the fri-ndly gloom that hi 
| Umbrageous Ham ! But if the buſy Town 


Attracts thee ſtill to toll for pow'r or gold, 
Sweetly thou may 'ſt thy vacant hours poſſeſs 
In Hampitcad, courted by the weſtern wind; 


| Or Greenwich, waving o'er the winding flood | 


Or loſe the world amid the ſylvan wilds 


J 


Do Hygeia, the goddeſs of health, was, according to the genealogy of the heathen deities, the Carghter of 
Tulapius; who, as well as Apollo, was diſtinguiſhed by the name of Pa on- : of 
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Green riſe the Kentith hills in cheerful air; 


From ſuch a mixture ſprung, this ſitful peſt 


Cold tremors come, with mighty love of reſt, 
Convulſive yawnings, laflitude, and pains 


| Beneath repeated ſhocks the wretches pine; 


The cheerful, pure, and animated bloom 


ertian, corroſive ſcurvy, or moitt catarrh; 
Or any other injury that grows | | 


_ Which, by the ſurface, from the blood exhales. 


That, flow as Lethe, wanders thro” the veins ; 


388 
Of Dulwich, yet by barb'rous arts N 


But on the marſhy plains that Eſſex ſpreads 
Build not, nor reſt too long thy wand'ring feet; 
For on a ruſtic throne of dewy turf, 

With baneful fogs her aching temples Bound, | 
Q:artana there preſides: a mcagre fiend, _ 
Begot by Eurus, when his brutal force 
Compre{s'd the flothful Naiad of the fens. 


With fev'riſh blaſts ſubdues the ſick'ning land: 


IJ ulat ſting the burthen'd brows, fatigue the loins, 
And rack the joints, and ev'ry torpid limb ; 

Then parching heat ſucceeds, till copious ſweats 
O'erflow : a ſhort relief from former ills. 


The vigour ſinks, the habit melts away; 


Dies from the face with ſqualid atrophy 
Devour'd, in fallow mclancholy clad.. 

And oft the ſorc'reſs, in her fared wrath, 
Refigns them to the furies of her train 
The bloated Hydrops, and the yellow fiend 
Ting'd with her own accumulated gall. 

In queſt of fites, avoid the mournful plain 
Where ofiers thrive, and trees that love the lake; 
Where many lazy muddy rivers flow: | 
Nor, for the wealth that all the Indies roll, 
Fix near the marſhy maryin of the main; 

For from the humid foil and wat'ry reign, 
Eternal vapours rite ; the {pungy air | 
For ever weeps ; or, turgid with the weight 
Of waters, pours a founding deluge down, 

Skics ſuch as theſe let ev'ry mortal ſhun 
\Who dreads the dropſy, palſy, or the gout, 


From raw-ſpun fibres idle and unſtrung, 
Skin ill-perſpiring, and the purple flood 
In languid eddies loit'ring into phlegm. 
Vet not alone from humid ſkies we pine; 
For air may be too dry. The ſubtle heav'n, 
That winnows into duſt the blaſted downs, 
Bare and extender wide without a ſtream, 
Too faſt imbibes th'attenuated lymph, 5 


The lungs grow rigid, and with toi! eſſa 
Their flexible vibrations; or inflam'd, _ 
Their tender ever- moving ſtructure thaws, 
Spoil'd of its limpid vehicle, the blcod 
A mats of lees remains, a drefly tide 


Unactive in the ſervices of life, | 

TU air to lead its pitchy current thro? 

The {ecret mazy channels of the brain. 

The melancholy Fiend (that worſt delpair 

Of phy ſic) hence the ruſt-complexion'd man 

Puriues, whole blood is dry, whole fibres gain 

Tow ftretch'd a tone: And hence in climes aduſt 

So ſudden tumults ſeize the tembüng nerves, 

And burning fevers glow with double rage, 
Flv, if vou can, thete violent extremes 
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Book II. 


Nut as the pow'r of chuſing is deny'd 


To half mankind, a further taſk enſues ; 
How beſt to mitigate theſe fell extremes, 
How breathe unhurt the with'ring element, 
Or hazy atmoſphere : 'Tho' cuſtom moulds 
To ev'ry clume the ſoft Promerhean clay; 
And he who firſt the fogs of Eſſex breath'd 
(So kind is native air) may in the fens 

Of Eſſex from invet' rate ills revive, 5 


At pure Montpelier or Bermuda caught! 


But if the raw and oozy heav'n offend, 


Correct the ſoil, and dry the ſources up 


Of wat'ry exhalation; wide and deep 


Conduct your trenches thro? the quaking bog; 
| Solicitous, with all your winding arts, 


Betray th'unwilling lake into the ſtream ; 


| And weed the foreſt, and invoke the winds 


To break the toils where ſtrangled vapours lie; 


Jr thro” the thickets ſend the crackling flames, 
| Meantime, at home with cheerful fires difpel 


The humid air : And let your table ſmoke 


| With folid roaſt or bak d; or what the herds 


Of tamer breed fupply ; or what the wilds 
Yield to the toilſoruc pleaſures of the chace. 
Gen'rous your wine, the buaſt of rip'ning years, 
But — be your cups; the languid frame, 


Vapid and ſunk from yeſterday's debauch, 


Shrinks from the cold embrace of wat'ry heav'ns. 
But neither theſc, nor all Apollo's arts, 
Difarm the dangeis of the dropping ſky, 
Unleſs with cxcreiſe and manly toil [ blood, 
You brace your nerves, and ſpur the lagging 


The flatt'ning clime let all the ſons of eaſe 


Avoid : if Indolence would with to live, 

Go, yawn and loiter out the long flow year 

In fairer ſcics. If droughty regions parch 
The ſkin and lungs, and bake the thick' ning blood, 
Deep in the waving foreſt chuſe your ſeat, 
Where fuming trees refreſh the thirſty air, 


And wake the fountains from their ſecret beds, 
And into lakes dilate the rapid ſtream. 


Here ſpread your gardens wide; and let the cool 
The mcaiſt, relaxing, vegetable ſtore 

Prevail in each repaſt: Your food ſupply'd 

By bleeding life, be gently waſted down, 

By toft decoction and a mellow ing heat, 


| To liquid balm z or, if the folid mais 
| You chuſe, tormented in the boiling wave; 


That, through the thirſty channels of the blood, 
A ſmootli dilute] chyle may ever fow 53 _ 
The fragrant dairy, from its cold recels, 

Its nectar acid or benign will pour 

To drown veur thirit ; or let the mantling bow! 
[Of keen Slierbet the ackle taſk relieve ; 

or with the vifcous blood the tuple ſtream 
Will hardle mingle ; and fermented cups 

Ott diilipate more moiſture than they give. 

| Yer when pale ſcaſons riſe, or winter rolls 
His horrors o'er the world, thou may'| indulge 
In feaſts more genial, and impatient broach _ 
The mellow ck. Theu too the ſcourging a 
Proxokes t Keener toils than ſultry droughts 
Allow. But rarely we ſuch ſkies blaſpheme- 


Of air; the wholeſome is nor moiſt nor dry, 


Steep'd in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
Budew'd, our fcalons droop : incumbent {till 
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Apond'rous heav'n o'erwhelms the ſinking ſoul, 
Lab' ring with ſtorms, in heapy mountains rife 
Th'imbattled clouds, as it the Stygian ſhades 
Had left the dungeon of eternal night, 
Till, black with thunder, all the South deſcends. 
Scarce in a ſhow'rleſs day the heav'ns indulge 
Our melting clime, except the baleful Eaſt 
Withers the tender ſpring, and ſourly checks 
The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk 
Of ſummers, balmy airs, and ſkies ſerene. 
Good Heav'n ! for what unexpiated crimes 
This diſmal change! The brooding elements, 
Do they, your pow'rful miniſters of wrath, _ 
Prepare ſome fierce exterminating plague ? 
Or is it fix'd in the decrees above 
That lofty Albion melt into the main? 
Indulgent nature ! O diſſolve this gloom ! 
Bind in eternal adamant the winds EE 
That drown or wither : Give the genial Weſt 
To breathe, and in its turn the ſprightly North; 
And may once more the circling ſeaſons rule 
The year; not mix in ev'ry monſtrous day! 
Meantime, the moiſt malignity to ſhun | paign 
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Dry be your houſe; but airy more than warm. 

Elſe ev'ry breath of ruder wind will ſtrike 

Your tender body thro? with rapid pains; 

Fierce coughs will teaze you, hoarſeneſs bind 
pour voice, 5 | | 

Or moilt Gravedo load your aching brows, 

Theſe to defy, and all the fates that dwell 

In cloiſter'd air, tainted with ſteaming life, 


| Let lofty cielings grace your ample rooms; 


And ſtill at azure noontide may your dome 


At ev'ry window drink the liquid ſky. 


Need we the ſunny ſituation here, | 
And thcatres open to the ſouth, commend ; 


Here, where the morning's miſty breath infeſts 
| More than the torrid noon, how fickly grow, 
| How pale, the plants in thoſe 1ii-farcd vales 


That, circled round with the gigantic heap 


| Of mountains, never felt, nor ever hope 


To feel, the genial vigour of the ſun ! 

While on the ncighb'ring hill the roſe inflames 
The verdant {pring; in virgin beauty blows _ 
The tender lily, languiſhingly tweer ; | 
O'er ev'ry hedge the wanton woodbine roves, 


Of burthen'd ſkics, mark where the dry cham- Aud autumn ripens in the ſammer's ray. 


Sweils into cheerful hills; where marjoram 
And thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air ; 
And where the * cynorrhodon with the roſe 
For fragrance vies ; for in the thirſty ſoil 
Moſt fragrant breathe the aromatic tribes, | 
There bid thy roofs high on the baſking ſteep = 
Aſcend ; there light thy hoſpitable fires, | 
And let them ſee the winter marn ariſe; 
The ſummer ev*ning-bluſhing in the weſt : 
While with umbrageous oaks the ridge behind 
O'erhung, defends you from the bluſt'ring north, 
And bleak affliction of the peevith eaſt, 
O! when the growling winds contend, and all 
The ſounding foreſt fluctuates in the ftorm ; - 
To fink in warm repoſe, and hear the din 
Howl o'er the ſteady battlements, delights 
Above the luxury of vulgar flecp. 
The murm'ring riv'let, aud the hoarſer ſtrain 
Of waters ruſhing o'er the ſlipp'ry rocks, 
Will nightly lull you to ambroſial reſt, 
To pleaſe the fancy is no trifling good 
Where health is ſtudied; for whatever moves _ 
The mind with calm delight, promotes the juſt 
And nat'ral movements of th*harmonious frame. 
Belides, the ſportive brook for ever ſhakes = 
The trembling air, that floats from hill to hill, 
From vale to mountain, with inceſſant change 
Of pureſt element, refreſhing ſtill 
our airy ſeat, and uninfected gods. 
Chiefly for this I praiſe the man who builds 
High on the breezy ridge, whoſe lofry fides 
Th'ethereal deep with endleſs billows chafes. 
is purer manſion nor contagious years 
Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy. | 
But may no fogs, from lake or fenny plain, 
Involve my hill ! And whereſoe'er you build; 
Whether on ſun- burnt Epſom, or the plains 


| Nor lefs rhe warmer living 1:ves demand 


The foſt'ring ſun, whoſe energy divine 
Dwells not in mortal fire; whoſe gen'rous heat 
Glows thro' the maſs of groſſer elements, 
And kindles into life the pond'rous ſpheres. 
Cheer'd by thy kind invigorating warmth, 
We court thy beams, great Majeſty of Day! 
If not the foul, the regent of this world, 
Firſt-born of heav'n, and only leſs than God! 


$ 70. The Art of preſerving Health. ARMSTROXG. 
Book II. DIET. i 
| ENOUGH of Air. A defart ſubject now, 
Rougher and wilder, riſes to my fight. 
A barren waſte, where not a garland grows 


To bind the Muſe's brow ; not ev'n a proud 


Stupendous ſolitude frowns o'er the heath, 
To rouſe a noble horror in the foul : 

But rugyed paths fatigue, and error leads 
Thro' endlets labyrinths the devious feet. 
Farewell, 9 fields! the humbler arts 
Of life; the Table and the homely Gods 


Demand my ſong. Elyſian gales adicu ! | flow, 


The Blood, the fountain whence the tpirns 
The gen'rous ſtream that waters ev'ry part, 
And motion, vigour, and warm life conveys 


To ev*ry particle that moves or lives; 


This vital fluid, through unnumber'd tubes 
Pour'd by the heart, and to the heart again 
Refunded; ſcourg'd for ever round and round; 
Enrag'd with heat and toil, at laſt forgets 
Its balmy nature; virulent and thin 

It grows; and now, but that a thouſand gates 
Are open'd to its flight, it would deſtroy 

The parts it cheriſh'd and repair'd before. 
Beſides, the flexible and tender tubes 


Waſh'd by the filent Lec ; in Chelſea low, 
Or high Blackheath with wint'ry winds aſſail'd, 


The wild roſe, or that which grows on the common br:ar. 


Melt in the mildeſt moiſt nectarcous tide 
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Or pathleſs ſky. And if the Steer muſt fall, 


890 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


That rip'ning nature rolls; as in the ſtream | 
Of plastic fluids hourly batters down, 
That very force thoſe plaſtic particles 
Rebuild; fo mutable the itare of man, 
For this the watchful appetite was giv'n, 
Daily with freth materials to repair 


Iis crumbling banks; but what the vital force 


This unavoidable expeace of life, 
This neceſſary waſte of fleſh and blood, 
Hence the concoctive pow'rs, with various art, 
Subdue the cruder aliments to chyle ; on 


| The chy le to blood ; the foamy purple tide | — 5 
To liquors, which through finer arteries 


To diff rent parts their winding courſe purſue ; 
To try new changes, and new forms put on, 


Or for the public, or ſome private uſe. 

Nothing ſo foreign but th'athletic hind 

Can labour into blood. The hungry meal 
Alone he fears, or aliments too thin; 

By vi'lent pow'rs too eaſily ſubdu'd, 5 
Joo ſoon expell'd. His daily labour thaws 
To friendly chyle the molt rebellious maſs 


That falt can harden, or the ſmoke of years; 


Nor does his gorge the rancid bacon rue. 


Nor that which Ceſtria ſends, tenaceous paſte 


Of ſolid milk. But ye of ſofter clay, 


Infirm and delicate; and ye who waſte _ 
With pale and bloated floth the tedious day 


Avoid the ftubborn aliment, avoid 

The full repaſt ; and let ſagacious age 
Grow wiſer, leſſon'd by the dropping teeth. 

Half ſubriliz'd to chyle, the liquid food 

Readieſt obeys th'aſſimilating pow'rs; 
And ſoon the tender vegetable maſs 
Relents; and ſoon the young of thoſe that tread 
The ſtedfaſt earth, or cleave the green abyſs, 


In youth and ſanguine vigour let him die; 
Nor ſtay till rigid age or heavy ails 8 
Abſolve him ill- requited from the yake. 


Some with high forage and luxuriant eaſe 


Indulge the vet'ran ox; but wiſer thou, 
From the bald mountain or the barren downs 


Expect the flocks by frugal nature fed; 


A race of purer blood, with exerciſe | 
| Refin'd, and ſcanty fare: For, old or young, 


The ſtall'd are never healthy, nor the cramm'd. 


. = all the culinary arts can tame | 

To wholeſome food th'abominable growth 
Of reſt and gluttony; the prudent taſte | 
Rejects like bane ſuch loathſome luſciouſneſs. 
The languid ſtomach curſes ev'n the pure 
Delicious fat, and all the race of oil: _ 


For more the oily aliments relax 


Irs feeble tone ; and with the cager lymph 
(Fond to incorporate with all it meets) 
Coyly they mix, and ſhun with flipp'ry wiles 
The wood embrace. Th'irreſoluble oil, 
So gentle late and blandithing, in floods _ 
Of rancid bile o'erflows : What tumults hence, 
M hat horrors riſe, were nauſeous to relate. 
Chuſe leaner viands, ye whoſe jovial make 
Too faſt the gummy nutriment imbihes : 
Chuſe ſaber meals; and rouſe to active life 
our cumbrous clay; nor on th'enfecbling down, 


| Peculiar thing; nor on the ſkin diſplay d, 


Th'expence which nature's wiſe ceconomy, 


| They ſcarce can err amid the various ſtores 


| Confines his wiſh ; tho” fabling Greece reſound 


| Their cravings are well aim'd : Voluptuous Ma 


Book II. 
Irreſolute, protract the morning hours. 
But let the man whoſe bones are thinly clad, 


| With cheerful eaſe and ſucculent repaſt 


Improve his flender habit. Each extreme 


From the bleſt mean of ſauity departs. 


I could relate what table this detrands 
Or that complexion ; what the various pow'rs 
Of various foods: But fifty yea. > would roll, 


And fifty more, before the rale were done. 


Befides, there often lurks ſome nameleis, ſtrange, 
Felt in the pulſe, nor in the habit ſeen, 
Which finds a poiſon in the food that moſt 
The temp'rature affe&ts. There are, whoſe 
Imperuous rages thro' the turgid veins, [ blood 
Who better bear the ßery fruits of Ind 


Than the moiſt Melon, or pale Cucumber. 
| Of chiliy nature others fly the board 


Supply'd with flauchter ; and the vernal pow'n 


| For cooler, kinder, i{uſtenance imlore. 
Some ev'n the gen'rous nutriment deteſt 


Which, in the ſhell, the fleeprag embryo rears: 
Some, more unhappy ſtill, repent the gifts 
Of Pales ; ſoft, delicious, aud benign ; 


| The balmy quinteſſence of ev'ry Row'r, 


And ev'ry grateful herb that decks the ſpring; 
The foſt'ring dew of tender ſprouting life; 
The beſt reflection of declining age; 

The kind reſtorative of thoſe who lie 
 Halt-dead and panting, from the doubtful ſtrife 


I Of nature ſtruggling in the graſp of death. 
| Try all the bounties ef this fertile globe, 


There is not ſuch a ſalutary food 2 
As ſuits with ev'ry ſtomach. But (except, 
Amid the mingled maſs of fiſh and fowl, 


| And boil'd and bak'd, you heſitate by which 
| You ſunk oppreſs'd, or whether not by all) 


Taught by experience, ſoon you may diſcern 
What pleaſes, what offends. Avoid the catcs 


| That Julj the ficken'd appetite too long; 


Or heave with fev*riſh fluſhings all the face, 


tongue; | 
Or much diminiſh'd or too much increaſe 


Without or waſte or avarice, maintains; 
Such cates abjur'd, let prowling hunger looſe, 
And bid the curious palate roam at will ; 


That burſt the teeming entrails of the world. 
Led by ſagacious taſte, the ruthleſs king 
Of beaſts on blood and ſlaughter only lives ; 

The tyger, form'd alike to cruel ineals, 
| Would at the manger ſtarve : Of milder ſeeds 
The gen'rous horſe to herbage and to grain 


The Thracian ſteeds with human carnage wil 
Prompred by inſtinct's never-erring pow'r, 
Each creature knows its proper aliment ; 

But man, th'inhabitant of ev'ry clime, 

With all the commoners of nature feeds. 
Directed, bounded, by this pow'r within, 


Is - fy non faculties miſled : 
| Mifled from pleaſure ev 'n in queſt of joy. - 


Burn in the palms, and parch the rough'ning 
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Without one fool or flatt'rer at your board, 


Of all its gifts; ſo cuſtom has improv'd 


A drowſy death creeps on, th'expanſive ſoul = 
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Sated with nature's boons, what thouſands ſeek, | 


With diſhes tortur'd from their native taſte, 
And mad variety, to ſpurn beyond | 
Its wiſer will the jaded appetite ! 

Is this for pleaſure * Learn a juſter taſte ; 
And know, that temp'rance is true luxury, 
Or is it pride ? Purſue ſome nobler aim : 
Diſmiſs your paraſites, who praiſe for hire, 
And earn the fair eſteem of honeſt men, [ yours, 
Whoſe praiſe is fame. Form'd of ſuch clay as 
The fick, the famiſh'd, ſhiver at your gates. 
Ev'n modeſt want may bleſs your hand unſeen, 
Tho” huſh'd in patient wretchedneſs at home. 
Is there no virgin grac'd with ev'ry charm 

But that which binds the mercenary vow ? 

No youth of genius, whoſe neglected bloom, 
Unfoſter'd, fickens in the barren ſhade 2 

No worthy man, by fortune's random blows, 
Or by a heart too gen'rous and humane, 
Conftrain'd to leave his happy natal ſcar, 

And ſigh for wants more bitter than his own ? 
There are, while human milſcries abound, 

A thouſand ways to waſte ſuperfluous wealth, 


—_——— 


Without one hour of fickneſs or diſguſt. 
But other ills th'ambiguous feaſt purſue, 

Beſides provoking the laſcivious taſte, 

Such various foods, tho' harmleſs each alone, 

Exch other violate; and oft we fee 

What ſtrife is brew'd, and what pernicious bane, 

From combinations of innoxious things. i 

Th'unbounded taſte I mcan not to contine 

To hermit's diet, ncedleſsly ſevere, | 

But would you long the ſweets of health enjoy, 

Or huſband pleaſure; at one impious ancal 

Exhauſt not half the bounties of the year, 

Of ev'ry realm. It matters not meanwhile 

How much to-morrow differ from to-day ; 

So far indulge : *tis fit, beſides, that man, 

To change obnoxious, be to change inur'd. 

But ſtay the curious appetite, and taſte | 

With caution, fruits you never try'd before. 

For want of uſe the kindeſt aliment | 

Sometimes offends ; while cuſtom tames the rage | 

Of poiſon to mild amity with life. Sol 
So Heav'n has form'd us to the gen'ral taſte 


This bent of nature; that few fimple foods, 
Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield, 

But by exceſs offend. Beyond the ſenſe 

Of light refection, at the genial board 
Induige not often; nor protract the feaſt = 
To dull ſatiety ; till ſoft and flow | 


Oppreſs'd, and ſmother'd the celeſtial fire. 

e ſtomach, urg'd beyond its active tone, 
Hardly to nutrimental chyle ſubdues 
The ſofteſt food z anfiniſſy'd aud deprav'd, 
The chyle in all its future wand'rings, owns 
Its turbid fountain; not by purer ſtreams 
So to be clear'd, but foulneſs will remain. 

o ſparkling wine what ferment can exalt 


The war ſhook off, or hoſpitable ſhore 
Attain'd, with temp'rance bear the ſhock of 


Th unripen d grape ! Or what mechanic {kill | 


+ The burning fever. 
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From the crude org can ſpin the ductile gold? 
Groſs riot treaſures up a wealthy fund 


| Of plagues : but more ingmedicable ills 


Attend the lean extreme, For phyſic knows 


| How to diſburden the tos tumid veins, 

| Ev'u how to ripen the half-labour'd blood: 
I ä But to unlock the elemental tubes, 

| Collaps'd and ſhrunk with long inanity, 


And with balſamic nutrimgnt repair 
The dry'd and worn-out habit, were to bid 
Old age grow green, and wear a lecond ſpring ; 
Or the tall aſh, Jong ravith'd from the foil, 


| Thro' wither'd veins imbibe the vernal dew. 
| When hunger calls, obey ; nor often wait 
Till hunger ſharpen to corroſive pain: 
For the keen appetite will feaſt bey ond 


What nature well can bear; and one extreme 


| Ne'er, without danger, meets its own reverſe. 
Too greedily th'exhauſted veins abſurb 


The recent chyle, and load enfecbled pow'rs 
Oft to th'extinction of the vital flame, 
To the pale cities, by the firm-ſct ſiege 


4 And famine humbled, may this verſe be borne ; 


And hear, ye hardieſt ſons that Albion breeds! 
Long toſs'd and famiſh'd on the wint'ry main; 

joy: 
Nor crown with feſtive rites th'auſpicious day: 


Such feaſt might prove more fatal than the waves, 
Than war or famine. While the vital fire 


Burns feebly, heap not the green fuel on; 


But prudently foment the wand'ring ſpark 
With what the ſooneſt feels its kindred touch: 
Be frugal ev'n of that: a little give 
At firſt; that kindled, add a little more; 


Till, by delib'rate nouriſhing, the flame 
Rcviv'd, with all its wonted vigour glows. 


But tho? the two (the full and the jejune) 
Extremes have each their vice, it much avails 
Ever with gentle tide to ebb and flow 


From this to that: So nature learns to bear 
Whatever chance or headlong appetite 
| May bring. Beſides, a meagre day ſubdues 


The cruder clods by floth or luxury . 
Collected, and unloads the wheels of life. 
Sometimes a coy averſion to the fealt 
Comes on, while yet no blacker omen lowrs ; 
Then is a time to ſhun the tempting board, 
Were it your natal or your nuptial day. 
Perhaps a fait fo ſeaſonably ſtarves 


The latent ſeeds of woe, which rooted once 
| a coſt you labour. 
Of 


But the day return'd 
eſtal luxury, the wiſe indulge 5 
Moſt in the tender vegetable breed: 
Then chiefly when the ſummer beams inflane 
The brazen hrav'ns, or angry Sirius ſheds 

A fev'riſh taint thro' the ſtill gulph of air, 


The moiſt cool viands then, and flowing cup 


From the freſh dairy-virgin's lib'ral hand, 
Wilt fave your head from harm, tho' rotind the 
. world 


The dreaded * Cantos rolls his waſteful! rel 


Pale humid Winter loves the gen'rous board, 


C C4 The 


| 
. 
44 
! * 
ty 
3 +2 
* 
= 
4 
. 
bo 
4 * 
VEE 
W144 
- 
4 . 
Nein 
L =- 
'TY ::- 
. 
; 1% 
Ne 
19 
oy 4 
4 
o 43% 
f 1. 
„ 
- 3 
1 £ 
WS 
FS 
44 
+42 
4 
, wt 
&5 it 
n 
*, "WP 
J * 
7 l 
Wu 
1 | 
a - 
* 
„ a 
18 
"Tod 
. 
177 
* £ 
4 
: 1 
FLO 
o - 
; * 
v T 
| * 
42 
[ x 
a 7 
0 
. 
44 2 
14 * 
N . 
| * 
"4 8 
0 
1 
. 
4 F 
n 
1 


— I, 
et A 


- 
* — 
=> = hh - 
. 
* — 
ti 


Deſcending, nature by degrees invites 
Emerges; when Favonius, fluſh'd with love, 
Joyful and young, in ev'ry breeze deſcends 
Then, ſhepherds, then begin toſpare your flocks, 
A various offspring to th*mdulgent ſky : 


Exe yet the barb'rous thirſt of blood had ſeiz d 
The human breaſt. Each rolling month matures 


Regards not. On the waſte of iron fields, 
Dntam'd, intractable, no harveſts wave: 

Pomona hates them, and the clowniſh god 

Who tends the garden. In this frozen world 


Of Ocean ſwarms, and heaps their genial board 


Or thirſty Libya, from whoſe fervid loins 
Nor does the tepid main ſuch kinds produce, 


Its tumid fervour and tempeſtuous courſe, 


Fpontaneous here the turgid melon yields 


_ Earth's vaunted progeny : In ruder air 
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The meal more copious, and a warmer fare, 
And longs with old wood and old wine to cheer 
His quaking heart. The ſeaſons which divide 
Th'empires of heat and cold; by neither claim'd, 
Influenc'd by both; a middle revimen 
Impoſe. Thro' autumn's languiſhing domain 


To glowing luxury. But from the depth 
Oft winter, when th'üinvigorating year 


More warm and wanton on his kindling bride ; | 


And learn, with wiſe humauity, to check 
The luſt of blood. Now preguant earth commits | 
Now bounteous nature feeds with laviſh hand 
The prone creation; yields what once ſuffic'd 
Their dainty ſov'reign, when the world was 
young; | e | 


The food that ſuits it moſt ; ſo does each clime. 
Far in the horrid realms of Winter, where 
Th'eſtabliſh'd ocean heaps a monſtrous waſte 
Of ſhining rocks and mountains to the pole, 
There lives a hardy race, whoſe plaineſt wants 

Relentleſs earth, their cruel ſtep- mother, 


Such cooling gifts were vain : a fitter meal 
Is earn'd with eaſe ; for here the fruitful ſpawn 


With gen'rous fare and luxury profuſe. | 
Theſc are their bread, the only bread they know ; = 
Theſe, and their willing ſlave, the deer, that crops 
The ſhrubby herbage on the meagre hills. 
Girt by the burning Zone, not thus the South 
Her ſwarthy ſons in either Ind maintains; 


The lion burſts, and ev'ry fend that roams 
Th'affrighted wilderneſs. The mountain herd, 
Aduſt and dry, no ſweet repaſt affords : ST 


So perfect, fo delicious, as the ſhoals | 
Of icy Zembla. Raſhly where the blood [tain 
Brews fev'rith frays ; where ſcarce the tubes ſuſ- 


Kind Nature tempts not to fuch gifts as theſe, 
Bur here in livid ripeneſs melts the grape: 
Here, finiſn'd by invigorating ſuns, | 
Thro' the green ſhade the golden orange glows: 


A gen'rous pulp; the cocoa ſwells on high 
With milky riches ; and in horrid mail 
The criſp Ananas wraps its poignant ſweets. 


Too coy to flouriſh, ev'n too proud to live; 

Or hardly rais'd by artificial fire 8 | 
To vapid life. Here, with a mother's ſmile, 

Glad Amalthea pours a copious horn: 

Here buxom Ceres reigns : Th'autumnal ſea 


| In boundleſs billows fluftuates o'er their plainz, 


| By mortal elſe untrod. I hear the din 
| With holy rev'rence I approach the rocks [ ſong, 


| Here from the deſart, down the rumbling ſteep, 
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What ſuits the climate beſt, what ſuits the men, 2 
Nature profuſes moſt, and moſt the taſte What 


Demands. The fountain, edg'd with racy wing ſs bel 
Or acid fruit, bedews their thirſty fouls. , 


The breeze eternal, breathing round their limbs, 4; . 
Supports in elſe intolerable air, | euch. 
| While the cool palm, the plantain, and the grove 3 
That waves on gloomy Lebanon, aſſuage For et 
The torrid hell that beams upon their heads, And 


Now come, ye Naiads, to the fountains lead; 
Now let me wander thro' your gelid reign. 
I burn to view th'enthuſiaſtic wilds 5 


Of waters thund'ring o'er. the ruin'd cliffs. 
Whence glide rhe ſtreams renown'd in ancient 


Firſt ſprings the Nile; here burſts the founding Po 
In angry waves ; Euphrates hence devolves 
A mighty flood to water half the eaſt 
And there, in Gothic ſolitude reclin'd, 
The cheerleſs Tanais pours his hoary urn. 
What folemn twilight! What ſtupendous thades 
Enwrap theſe infant floods! Thro' ev'ry nerve 


A ſacred horror thrills, a pleaſing fear The 
Glides o'er my frame. The foreſt deepens round; ¶ But 
And, more gigantic ſtill, th'impending trees Toy 
Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the gloom, Wl 743 

| Are theſe the confines of ſome fairy world ? Ar 

A land of Genii? Say, beyond theſe wilds perl 
What unknown nations ! if indeed beyond Thi 

__ | Aught habitable lies. And whither leads, Ok! 
To what ſtrange regions, or of bliſs or pain, * 
That ſubterraneous way? Propitious maids, Dor 
Conduct me, while with fearful ſteps I tread Th 


This trembling ground. The taſk remains to ſing 
Your gifts (fo P:xon, ſo the pow'rs of health Em 
Command) to praiſe your cryſtal element: 


The chief ingredient in Heav'n's various works; * 
Whoſe flexile genius ſparkles in the gem, Un 
Grows firm in oak, and fugitive in wine; M. 
The vehicle, the ſource, of nutriment 1 
And life to all that vegetate or live. M. 
O comfortable ſtreams ! With eager lips Of 
And trembling hand the languid thirſty quaff Fa 
New life in you; freſh vigour fills their veins Ar 
No warmer cups the rural ages knew; Of 
None warmer fought the fires of human kind. T1 


Happy in temp'rate peace! Their equal days Al 
Felt not tlyalternate fits of fev'riſh mirth 
And ſick dejcction. Still ſerene and pleas'd, Of 
They knew no pains but what the tender foul 
With pleaſure yields to, and would ne'er forget T 
Bleſs'd with divine immunity from ails, 


Long centuries they liv'd; their only fate 1 
Was ripe old age, and rather ſleep than death. 

Oh ! could thote worthies from the world of god 
Return to viſit their degen' rate ſons, ſn 
How would they ſcorn the joys of modern time, Wil ca 
With all our art and toil improv'd to pain de 


Too happy they ! But wealth brought luxur” th 
And luxury on ſloth. begot diſeaſe. Ldiſcan an 


| 


Leary temp'rance, friends; and hear wo i 


ook II. 


heir plainz, 


ls. 
heir limbs, 


rains lead; 


reign, | 


n 

liffs. 

cks [ ſong, 
in ancient 
ling ſteep, 
unding Po 
volves 


| 

L 

urn. 
Jous thades 
*ry nerve 
3 

ens round; 
trees 
the gloom, 
rorld 2 
wilds 
-yond 
leads, 
pain, 
maids, 

[ tread 
ains to ſing 
health 
zene 3 

s works; 
em, 
ne; 


r lips 
y quaff 
ir veins. 


4 Kind. 


r without 
Ti 


The Choice of water. Thus the * Coan ſage q 


Opin'd, and thus the learn'd of ev'ry ſchool. 
What leaſt of foreign principles partakes 

{s beſt : The lighteſt hen what bears the touch 
Of fire the leaſt, and ſooneſt mounts in air 

The moſt inſipid ; the moſt void of ſmell. 

such the rude mountain from his horrid ſides 
Pours down; ſuch waters in the ſandy vale 

For ever boil, alike of winter froſts 

And ſummer's heat ſecure. The eryſtal ſtream, 
Through rocks reſounding, or for many a mile 


O'er the chaf'd pebbles hurPd, yields wholeſome, 


r 4 CE 

And me'lov- draughts; except when winter 

And half ti! mI9Fmains melt into the tide, 

Tho! thirſt were ne'er ſo reſolute, avoid 

The fordid lake, and all ſuch drowſy floods 

As fill from Lethe Belgia's ſlow canals _ 

(With reſt corrupt, with vegetation green 

Squalid with generation, and the birth 

Of little monſters !) till the pow'r of fire 

Has from profane embraces diſengag'd 

The violated lymph. The virgin ſtream 

In boiling, waſtes its finer foul in air. 
Nothing like fimple element dilutes 

The food, or gives the chyle ſo ſoon to flow. 

But where the ſtomach indolently given, 

Toys with its duty, animate with wine 


Twinſipid ftream : Tho' golden Ceres yields 


A more voluptuous, a more ſprightly draught ; 

Perhaps more active. Wine uamix'd, and all 

The gluey floods that from the vex'd abyſs 

Of fermentation ſpring ; with ſpirit fraught, 

And furious with intoxicating fire; 

Retard concoction, and preſerve unthaw'd 

Th'embody'd maſs. You ſee what countleſs 

cars, | 

Embalm'd in fiery quinteſſences of wine, 

The puny wonders of the reptile world, 

The tender rudiments of life, the ſlim 

Unravellings of minute anatomy, 

Maintain their texture, and unchang'd remain, 
We curſe not wine: the vile exceſs we blame; 

More fruitful than the accumulated board, 

Of pain and mis'ry. For the ſubtle draught 

Faſter and ſurer ſwells the vital tide; 

And with more active poiſon, than the floods 

Of groſſer crudity convey, pervades 

The far remote meanders of our frame. 

Ah! fly deceiver! Branded o'er and o'er, 

Yer ſtill belſev'd ! Exulting o'er the wreck 

Of ſober vows But the Parnaſſian Maids 

Another time, perhaps, ſhall ſing the joys, 

The fatal charms, the many woes of wine; 

Pcrhaps its various tribes and various powers. 


* Of Hippocrates. + See Book ive 


t In the human body, as well as in thoſe of other animals, the 
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1 Meantime, I would not always dread the 
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bowl, 


| Nor ev'ry treſpaſs ſhun. The fev'riſh ſtrife, 


Rous'd by the rare debauch, ſubdues, expels 
The loit'ring crudities that burthen life; 
And, like a torrent full and rapid, clears  _ 
Th'obſtructed tubes. Beſides, this reſtleſs world 
| Is full of chances, which by habit's pow'r, 
To learn to bear is eaſier than to ſhun. 
Ah! when ambition, meagre love of gold, 
Or ſacred country calls, with mellowing wine 
To moiſten well the thirſty ſuffrages, 
Say how, unſeaſon'd to the midaight frays 
of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend 


| With Centaurs long to hardy deeds inur' d? 


| Then learn to revel; but by flow degrees : 
By flow degrees the lib'ral arts are won, 


| And Herculus grew ſtrong. But when you 


ſmooth | . 
The brows of care, indulge your feſtive vein 


In cups by well inform'd experience found 


| The leaſt your bane, and only with your friends. 
| There are ſweet follies; frailties to be ſeen 


By friends alone, and men of gen'rous minds. 
Oh! ſeldom may the fated hours return 
Of drinking deep! I would not daily taſte, 
Except when life declines, even ſober cups. 
Weak withering age no rigid law forbids, - 

With frugal ny . ſmooth and flow, with balm _ 
The ſapleſs habit daily to bedew, 
And give the heſitating wheels of life 
Gliblier to play. But youth has better joys: 
And is it wife when youth with pleaſure 3 
To ſquander the reliefs of age and pain? 

What dext'rous thouſands juſt within the goal 
Of wild debauch direct their nightly courſe! 
Perhaps no ſickly qualms bedim their days, 

No morning admonitions ſhock the head. | 
But ah! what woes remain! Life rolls apace, 


| And that incurable diſeaſe, old age, 


In youthful bodies more ſeverely felt, 
More fternly active, ſhakes their blaſted prime, 
Except kind Nature, by ſome haſty blow, 
Prevent the ling'ring fates. For kuow, whate'er 
Beyond its natural fervour hurries on 


The ſanguine tide; whether the frequent bowl, i 
_ | High ſeaſon'd fare, or exerciſe to toil 8 


Protracted, ſpurs to its laſt ſtage tir'd life, 
And ſows the temples with untimely ſnow. 


| When life is new, the ductile fibres feel 


The heart's increafing force; and, day by day, 
The growth advances ; till the larger tubes, 
Acquiring (from their + elemental veins, 
Condens'd to folid chords) a firmer tone, 


| Suſtain and juſt ſuſtain, th'impetuous blood. 


larger blood-veſſels are compoſed of 


maller ones; which, by the violent motion and preſſure of the fluids in the large veſſels, loſe their 


cavities by degrees, and degenerate into impervious chords or fibres. 


In proportion as theſe ſmall veſſels 


become ſolid, the 12-ger muſt of courſe grow leſs extenfible, more rigid, and make a —_— reſiſt ance to 


the action of the heart and force of the blood. From this gradual condenſation of the 


maller veſſels, 


and conſequent rigidity of the larger ones, the progreſs of the human body, from infancy to old age, is ac- 


Cuunted for. 


Here 


Boo 
Here ſtops the growth. With overbearing pulſe¶ Not to debilitate with timorous rules | 
425 Qi! the great deſtroy the frnall 3 | A hardy frame, nor needleſsly to brave Such 
Still with the ruins of the ſmall grow ſtrong. 4 Unglor 10US dangers, proud of mortal ſtrength, The 
Life glows meantime amid the grinding force | Is all the leſſon that in wholeſome years On w 
Of vitcuous fluids and elaſtic tubes ; | Concerns the ſtrong. His care were ill- beſtow Lidd: 
Its various functions vig'rouſly are ply'd Who would with warm effeminacy nurſe Tun? 
By ſtrong machinery; and in folid health | The thriving oak which on the mountain'sbroy Take 
The Man confirm'd long, triumphs o'er diſeaſe. Bears all the blaſts that ſweepthe wint'ry haven, Thro 
But the full ocean ebbs : There is a point, | Behold the labourer of the glebe, who toils 
By nature fix*d, whence life muſt downwards | In duſt, in rain, in cold and ſultry ſkies: Rolls 
For ſtill the beating tide confolxlates [/ tend; | Save but the grain from mildews and the flood, May 
n ſſels, more reluctant ftill | Nonght anxious he what ſickly ſtars aſcend. In 4 
To the weak throbs of tivill-ſupported heart. | He knows no laws by Eſculapius given Wn 
This languithing, ti» ſtrength'ning by degrees | He ſtudies none. Yer him nor midnight fogs For e 
To hard unyielding vnel:iftic bone, Infeſt, nor thoſe envenom'd ſhafts that fly Wich 
Throꝰ tedious channels the g ealing flood When rabid Sirius fires th'autumnal noon, Oft v 
Crauls lazily, and hardly wanders on; 4 habit pure with plain and temperate meals, Sport 
It loiters ſtill: And now it ſtirs no move, | Robuſt with labour. and by cuſtom ſteel'd In thy 
This is the period few attain ; the death | To ev'ry calualty of varied lies :: Oft t 
Of nature; thus (ſo Heav'n ordain'd it) life Serxene he bars the pee viſſ Eaſtern blaſt, With 
Deſtroys itſelf; and could theſe laws have And uniniected oreathes the mortal South, The « 
| chang'd, . Such the reward of rude and ſober life; And 
Neſtor might now the fates of Troy relate, Of labour ſuch. By health che peaſant's toil The 0 
And Homer live immortal as his ſong. Is well repaid, if exerciſe were pain And 1 
What does not fade? The tower that long had Indeed, and temp'rance pain. By arts like theſe And f 
— had SG | ; . | Laconia nurs'd of old her hardy ſons; - For 
The cruſh of thunder and the warring winds, And Rome's unconquer'd legions urg'drheir way, There 
Shook by the flow but ſure deſtroyer Time, Unhurt, thro? ev'ry toil, in ev'ry clime. Yor 
Now hangs in doubtful ruins o'er its baſe, We © Tall, and be ſtrong. By toil the flaccid nerves His lif 
And ſliaty pyramids and walls of braſs, _ ö Grow firm, and gain a more compacted tone; Bur if 
Deſcend: the Babylonian ſpires are ſunk; The greener juices are by toil fubdu'd, _ Or ſec 
Achaia, Rome, and Egypt moulder down. Mellow'd, and ſubtiliz'd ; the vapid old You f 
Time ſhakes the ſtable tyranny of thrones, Expell'd, and all the rancour of the blood. To ha 
And tott'ring empires ruſh by their own-weight, | Come, my companions, ye who feel the charms A ſoft 
This huge rotundity we tread grows old; Of nature and the year; come, let us ſtray | To ra 
And all thoſe worlds that roll around the ſun; Where chance and _ leads our roving walk: Or ms 
The ſun himſelf ſhall die; and ancient Night Come, while the ſoft voluptuous breezes fan are 
Again involve the deſolate aby ſs, The fleecy heav'ns, enwrap the limbs with balm, The a 
Till the great Father thro? the lifeleſs gloom | And thed a charming languor o'er the ſoul. q ls to e 
Extend his arm to light another world, | Nor when bright Winter ſows with prickly fro Wick 
And bid new planets roll by other laws. 1 The vigorous ether, in unmanly warmth 1 To chi 
For thro? the regions of unbounded-ſpace, | Indulge at home; nor even when Eurus — To pla 
Where unconfin'd Omnipotence has room, This way and that convolve the lab'ring woods. 0 hapy 
Being in various ſyſtems, fluctuates ſtul = | My lib'ral walks, ſave when the ſkies in ram (His f 
"Between coration- and ablbaerd decay : Or fogs relent, no ſeaſon ſhould confine = Attain 
It ever did; perhaps and ever will. „„ the cloiſter'd gallery or arcade. el His lif 
| New worlds are ſtill emerging from OP; 2 orb the ang" 1 4 * mm en ei 
| | | ndi i eir turns to riſe. Imbibe the recent vale. e cheerful mc . 
The Gn 0 "_ 4 RS Beams o'erthe hills; go, mount th'exulting ſtecd. Neck. 
. — WOW: £ Already, ſee, the deep-mouth'd beagles catch Abſolv 
871. The 4rt of preſerving Health. ARMSTRONG, | The tainted mazes; and, on eager ſport Happic 
e ; Intent, with emulous impatience try A cho 
Book III. EXERCISE. Each doubtful trace. Or, if a nobler prey Once f. 
fFHRO' various tolls th adventurous Mufc has | Delight you more, go chace the deſp'rate deer; With x 
T j | And thro! its deepeſt ſolitudes awake Nature 
But half the toil, and more than half, remains. | The vocal foreſt with the jovial hom. A fair 
Rude is her theme, and hardly fit for ſong ; But if the breathleſs chace o'er hill and dale = 
Plain, and of little ornament; and I Exceed your ſtrength, a ſport of leſs fatigue, Who p 
But little praftis'd in th' Aonian arts, Not leis delightful, the prolific ſtream | The vi 
Vet not in vain ſuch labours have we try'd, | Aﬀords. The c al rivulet, that o'er Whoſe 
If aught theſe lays the fickle healta confirm. | A ſtony channel rolls its rapid maze, by Whbom 
To you, ye delicate, I write; for you Swarms with the ſilver fry. Such, thro'! 5 
I tame my xouth to philoſophic cares, bounds 1 | 4 Flo, 
And grow ſtill paler by the midnight lamps. Of paſtoral Stafford, runs the brawling Try - 
| | | | Th 
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uch Eden, ſprung from Cumbrian mountains; To match the ſprightly genius of champaign. 
ſuch ©» {ſtream | Thrice happy days! in rural bus'neſs paſt: 
th, The Eſk, o'erhung with woods; and ſuch the | Bleſt winter-nights ! when, as the genial fire 
On whoſe Arcadian banks I firſt drew air, | Cheers the wide hall, his cordial family 
ow'd Liddal; till now, except in Doric _ —_ ſoft domeſtic arts the hours beguile, 
Tun'd to her murmurs by her love- ſick ſwains, | And pleaſing talk that ſtarts no tim'rous fame, 
brow Unknown in ſong : Tho? not a purer ſtream, | With witleſs wantonneſs to hunt it down : 
aven, Thro*' meads more flow'ry or more romantic | Or thro' the Fairy-land of tale or fong 
ils grooves, & flood! Delighted wander, in fiftitious fares 
| Rolls ward the weſtern main. Hail, ſacred | Engag'd, and all that firikes humanity : 
lood, May ſtill thy hoſpitable ſwains be bleſt — OY Till, tft in fable, they the ſtealing hour 
. In rural innocence; thy mountains ſtil! [Of rimely reſt forget. Sometimes, at eve, 
| Teem with the fleecy race; thy tuneful woods | His neighbours lift the latch, and bleſs unbid 
Dgs For ever flouriſh ; and thy vales look gay | His feſtal roof; while, o'er the light repaſt 
With painted meadows and the golden grain! | And ſprightly cups, they mix in ſocial joy; 
Oft with thy blooming ſens when life was new, And, thro” the maze of converſation, trace 
eals, Sportive and petulant, and charm'd with toys, Whate'er amuſes or improves the mind. 
In thy tranſparent eddics have I lav'd: Sometimes at eve (for I delight to taſte 
Oft trac'd with patient ſteps thy fairy banks. | The native zeſt and flavour of the fruit 
| With the well-imitated fly, to hook | Where ſenſe grows wild, and takes of nomanure) 
. The eager trout, and with the ſlender line | The decent, honeſt, cheertul huſbandman 
= And yielding rod folicit to the ſhore | | Should drown his labours in my friendly bowl; 
oil The ſtruggling panting prey; while vernal clouds And at my table find himſelf at home. 
And tepid gales obſcur'd the ruffled pool, Whate'er you ſtudy, in whate'er you ſweat, 
theke And from the deeps call'dforth the wantonſwarms. Indulge your taſte. Some love the manly foils; 
: Form'd on the Samian ſchool, or thoſe of Ind, | The tennis ſome, and ſome the graceful dance; 
Way, There are who think theſe paſtimes ſcarce hu- Others, more hardy, range the purple heath 
5 Yet in my mind (and not relentleis I) [mane ; Or naked ſtubble; where, from field to field 
3 His life is pure that wears no fouler ſtains. The ſounding . urge their lab' ring flight; 
"ey But if thro' genuine tenderneſs of heart, { Eager, amid the riſing cloud, to pour 
f Or ſecret want of reliſh for the game, The gun's unerring thunder: And there are 
You thun the glories of the chace, nor care | Whom ſtil] the*mced of the green archer charms. 
6 To haunt the peopled ſtream; the garden yields | He chuſes beſt, whoſe labour entertains | 
harms A ſoft amuſement, a humane delight. His vacant fancy moſt : The toi! you hate 
* To raiſe th'infipid nature of the ground, Fatigues you ſoon, and ſcarce improvesyour limbs. 
walk; Or tame its ſavage genius to the grace | As beauty ſtill has blemiſh, and the mind 
__ Of careleſs ſweet ruſticity, that ſeems | The moſt accompliil.'d its imperf ct fide, 
1 balm, The amiable reſult of happy chance, Few bodies are there of rhat happy mould 
l. ls to create, and gives a godlike joy, | But ſome one part is weaker than the reſt : 
ly frol Which ev'ry year improves. Nor thou diſdain | The legs, perhaps, or arms refuſe their load, 
= To check the lawleſs riot of the trees, Or the cheſt labours. Theſe afſiduouſly 
blaſts To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould. But gently in their proper arts employ'd, 
woods, O happy he whom when his years decline | Acquire a vigour and ſpringy activity 1 
* (His fortune and his fame by worthy means | To which they were not born. Zut weaker parts 
Attain'd, and equal to his mod' rate mind; | Abhor fatigue and violent diſcipline. | 
F His life approv'd by all the wiſe and good, Begin with gentle toils ; and as your nerves 
ſourte Een envy'd by the, vain) the peaceful groves | Grow firm, to hardier by juſt ſteps aſpire. 
zorn F Of Epicurus from this ſtormy world, I | The prudent, ev'n in ev'ry mod'rate walk, 
x freed. Receive to reſt; of all ungrateful cares At firſt but ſaunter, and, by ſtow degrees, 
atch Abſolv'd, and faced from the ſelfiſh crowd. Increaſe their pace. This doctrine of the wiſe 
| Happieſt of men] if the fame ſoil invites | Well knows the maſter of the flying ſteed, 
A choſen few companions of his youth; | Firſt from the goa! the manag'd courſers play 
= Once fellow-rakes, perhaps now rural friends; | On bended reins ; as vet the ſkilful routh 
deer; th whom in eaſy commerce to purſue Repreſs their foamy pride; but ev'ry breath 
Nature's free charms, and vie for ſylvan fame: | The race grows warmer, ang the tempeſt ſwells, 
F A fair ambition; void of ſtrife or guile, | Till all the fiery mettle has its way, 
d dale jealouſy, or pain to be outdone. And the thick thunder hurries o'er the plain. 
th Who plans th'inchanted garden, who directs When all at once, from indolence to toil, 
| The viſto beſt, and beſt conducts the ſtream You ſpring, the fibres by the haſty ſhock | 
Whoſe groves the faſteſt thicken and aſcend; Are tir'd and crack'd, before their unctuous coats, 
; the Whom firſt the welcome ſpringſalures; whoſhews ' Compreſs'd, can pour this lubricating balm, 
hro The earlieſt bloom, the ſweeteſt, proudeſt charms 


Beſides, collected in the paſſive veins, 
Trent; Ut Flora: who beſt gives Pomona's juice The purple maſs a ſudden torrent rolls, 
| Suck 20 This ward is much uſed by ſome ol the old Engl.th poets, and fignikes Reward or Prize, 


O'erpow'r; 


1 
Oerpow'rs the heart, and deluges the lungs 
Wich dang'rous inundation : Oft the ſource 
Of fatal woes; a cough that foams with blood, 
Aſthma, and fellcr Peripneumony f, | 
Or the ſlow miaings of the hectic fire. | 
I' athletic fool, to whom what Hcav'n deny'd 
Of ſoul is well compenſated in limbs, 

Oft from his rage, or brainleſs trolic, feels 
His vegetation and brute force decay: 

The men of hetter clay and finer mould, 
Know nature, feel the human dignity, 

And ſcorn to vie with oxen or with apes, | 
Purſu'd prolixly, ev'n the geutleſt roil 
Is waſte of health: repoſe, by ſmall fatigue, 
Is carn'd; and (where your habit is not prone 

To thaw) by the firſt moiſture of the brows 
The fine and ſubtle ſpirits coſt too much 
To be profus'd, roo much the roſcid balm. 

But when the hard varieties of hte 
You toil to learn, or try the duſty chace, 

Or the warm deeds of tome important day; 
Fot from the field, indulge not yet your limbs 
In with'd repoſe, nor court the tanning gale, 
Nor taſte the ſpring. O! by the ſacred tears 
Of widows, orphans, mothers, filters, fires, 
Ferbear ! No otlicr peſtilence has driven 
Such myriads o'er th'irremeable deep. 

Why this fo fatal, the ſagacious Mute 
Thro' nature's cunning labyrinths could trace: 
Nut there are fecrets winch who knows not now, 
Muſt, ere he reach them, climb the heapy Alps 

Of ſcience, and devote ſeven years to toil. = 

Beſides, I would not ſtun your patient cats | 
With what it litcle boots you to attam. 

H knows enough, the mariner, who knows. 

Where lurk the ſhelves, and where the whirl- 

pools boli, 3 | : 

M hat ſigus portend the ftorm : To ſubtlerminds 
He leaves to ſcan, from what myſterious cauſe 
Charybdis rages in th'Ionian wave 3 . 
V' hence thoſe impetuous currents in the main, 
Which neither oar nor {ail can ſtem; and why | 

T be roughtving deep expects the ſtorm as ture 
As red Orion maunts the ſhrouded heav'n. 
In ancient times, when Rome with Athens 

For polith'd luxury and uſeful arts 
All hot and recking from th'Oiympic ſtrife, 
And warm Paleſtra, in the tepid bath © 

Th'athletic youth relax'd their weary'd limbs, 
Soft oils bedew'd them, with the grateful pow'rs 

Of nard and catlia fraught, to ſoorhe and heal 
| The cherith'd nerves. Our leſs voluptuous 

| clime | 

Not much invites us to ſuch arts as theſe. 

*Tis not for thule whom gelid ſkies embrace, 
And chilling fogs ; whoſe perſpiration feels 
Such frequent bars from Eurus and the North; 
J'is not for thoſc to cultivate the ſł in 
Too ſuft, or teach the recremental fune 
Too faſt to crowd thro' ſuch precarious ways; 
For thro' the tmall arterial mouths, that picrce | 
In endleſs millions the cloſe-woven ſkin, 


vy'd 


+ The inſlammad on of the lungs. 
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| While this eternal, this moſt copious, waſte 
Of blood degen'rate into vapid brine, 


With caſe and pleaſure move: but this reſtraiyy 
Or more or leſs, ſo more or lets you feel 
| The functions labour: from this fatal ſource 


I That ride in whirlwind the parch'd Lybian air; 
Or waves that, when 


The Baltic, thunder on the German ſhore, 
Subject not then by fot emollient arts 

This grand expence ou which your fates depend 
_ | To ev'ry caprice of the ſky ; nor thwart 

| The genius of your clime : For from the blood 
Leaft tickle riſe the recremental ſteams, 
| And leaſt obnoxious to the ftyptic air, [pores 
Which breathe thro? ſtraiter aud more callo 
| The temper'd Scythian hence, half-naked tread 


| And hence our painted anceſtors defy'd {| ven; 
| The Eaſt; nor curs'd, like us, their fickle ſky. 


| Th'cquator heats or Hyperborean froſt ; 
Except, by habits foreign to its turn, 


And learn to luffcr what you cannot ſhun. 


To fortify their bodies, ſome frequent 


Dreads not the cough, not thoſe ungenial blatt 
| The nerves ſo temper'd never quit their tone; 


But all things have their bounds: and he we 


Without ſome ſhock eadures ; ill fitted he 
To want the known, or bear unuſual things. 
Beides, the pow'rful remedies of pain 

(Since pain, in ſpite of all our care, will come) 


| Grow too familiar: for, by frequent uſe, 
The ſtrongeſt medicines loſe their healing pow 


Boon I 
The baſer fluids in a conſtant ſtrem 


Eſcape, and viewleſs melt into the winds. 


Maintains its wonted meaſure, all the 
Of health befriend 


pow'rz 
you, all the wheels of life 


What woes deſcend is never to be ſung. 
To take their numbers were to count the ſands 


the bluſt'ring North em 


broils 


His boundleſs ſnows, nor rues th'inclement ha 
The body, moulded by the clime, endures 


Unwite you counteract its forming pow'r. 
Rude at the firſt, the winter ſhocks you leſs 
By long acquaintance : Study then your ſky, 
Form to its manners your obtequious frame, 


Againſt the rigours of a damp cold heav'n 


The gelid ciſtern ; and, where nought forbids, 
1 praiſe their dauntleſs heart: A frame fo ſtcel'd 


That breathe the Tertian or fell Rheumatiſm; 
No chronic languors haunt ſuch hardy breaſts. 


makes FE | 
By daily uſe the kindeft regimen EY 
Eitcatial to his health, ſhould never mix 
With human kind, nor art nor trade purſue. 
He not the ſafe viciſſitudes of life | 


Should never with your proſp'rous daysof healt! 


And even the pureſt poiſons theirs to kill. 
Let thoſe who from the frozen Arctos reach 

Parch'd Mauritania or the tultry Welt, 

Or the wide flood thro” rich Indoſtan roll'd, 

Plunge thrice a day, and in the tepid wave 

Untwiſt their ſtubborn pores ; that full and fie 

Th'evaporation thro” the ſofteu'd ſkin 


N 


ook I {ay bear proportion to the ſwelling blood. 
| 50 ſhall they ſcape the fever's rapid flames; 


nds. do feel untainted the hot breath of hell. 
waſte Vith us, the man of no complaint demands 
he warm ablution, juſt enough to clear | 
> pow'rs he fluices of the ſkin, enough to keep = | 
s of life he body ſacred from indecent foil. 
is reſtraiui all to be pure, ev'n did it not conduce 
cel (As much it does) to health, were greatly worth 
il ſource our daily pains. Tis this adorns the rich; 
ng. The want of this is Poverty's worſt woe; 
the ſan iti this external virtue Age maintains 
«y bian air; A decent grace; without it, Youth and charms 
North em Are loathſome. This the Venal Graces know; 
do doubtleſs do your wives; for marry'd fires, 
ſhore, As well as lovers, ſtill pretend to taſte ; 
2 Nor is it leſs (all prudent wives can tell) 
tes depend To loſe a huſband's than a lover's heart. 
art But now the hours and ſeaſons when to toil, 
the bloc rrom foreign themes recal my wand'ring ſong, 
1 dome labour faſting, or but ſlightly fed, | 
, [po To lull the grinding ſtomach's hungry rage. 
ore callouWWhere nature feeds too corpulent a frame 
ak ed treaddiMW/Tis wiſely done; for while the thirſty veins, 
lement h Impatient of lean penury, devour. 
2d [ ven The treaſur'd oil, then is the happieſt time 
fickle ſky. To ſhake the lazy balfam from its cells. 
endures Now while the ſtomach from the full repaſt 
ſt: dubſides, but ere returning hunger gnaws, 
Ye leaner habits, give an hour to toil; 
wr, And ye whom no luxuriancy of growth 
ou leſs Oppreſſes yet, or threatens to oppreſs, 
our ſky, Bu from the recent meal no labours pleaſe, 
frame, Of limbs or mind. For now the cordial pow'rs 
mun. Claim all the wand'ring fpirits to a work 
2av'n Vt ſtrong and ſubtle toil, and great event: 
En A work of time: and you may rue the day 
t forbids, Lou hurricd, with untimely exerciſe, 
e ſo ſteel ¶ A half-concoCted chyle into the blood. 
-nial blatt i The body, overcharg'd with unctuous phlegm, 
umatiſm; Much toil demands: The lean elaſtic Jeſs. _ 
eir tone; While winter chills the blood and binds the veins, 
y breaſts. No labours are too hard: by thoſe you ' ſcape 
ind he we The flow diſcaſes of the torpid yearz 
0 Endleſs to name; to one of which alone, | 
3 To that which tears the nerves, the toil of ſlaves 
nix b pleaſure : Oh ! from ſuch inhuman pains 
purſue. May all be free who merit not the wheel; 
LOL But from the burning Lion, when the ſun 
d he Pours down his ſultry wrath ; now while the 
things. Too much already maddens in the veins, { blood 
n And all the finer fluids thro? the ſkin | 
will come) WW Explore their flight; me, near the cool cafcade 
ys of heat Seclin'd, or ſaunt'ring in the lofty grove, 
uſe, No ncedleſs flight occaſion ſhould engage 
ing pou ie pant and ſweat beneath the fiery noon. 
Kill. ow the freſh morn alone and mellow eve, 
tos reach 9 ſhady walks and active rural {ports 
it, nune. But while the chilling dews deſcend, 
 roll'd, May nothing tempt you to the cold embrace 
wave 7 humid fkies ; tho? tis no vulgar joy 
all and fe 6 the horrors of the folemn wood 
" Vhile the ſoft ev'ning ſaddens into night: 


v the ſweet Poet of tlie vernal groves 
N = 
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But would you ſweetly 


4 


. 
Melts all the night in ſtrains of am'rous woe. 
The ſhades deſcend, and midnight o'ertheworld 


Expands her fable wings. Great Nature droops 
Thro' all her works. Now happy ſhe whole toil 
Has o'er his languid pow'rleſs limbs diffus'd 
A pleafing laſſitude: He not in vam 
Invokes the gentle Deity of dreams. | 
His powers the moſt voluptuouſly diſſolve 
In ſoft repoſe : On him the balmy dews 
Of ſleep with double nutriment defcend. : 
waſte the blank of night 
| 2 . 
In deep oblivion; or on Fancy's wings 
Viſit the paradiſe of happy dreams, 
And waken cheerful as the lively morn, — 
Oppreſs not Nature ſinking down to reſt 
With feaſts too late, too ſolid, or too- full: 
| But be the firſt concoCtion half-matur'd 
Ere you to mighty indolence reſign . 
Your paſſive faculties. He from the toils 
And trouble of the day to heavier toil rocks 


Retires, whom trembling from the tow'r that 


Amid the clouds, or Calpe's hideous height, 


The buſy dzmons hurl: or in the maia 


O'erwhelm; or bury ſtruggling under ground. 
Not all a monarch's luxury the' woes | 
Can counterpoiſe of that moſt wretched man, 


| Whoſe nights are ſhaken with the frantic tits 


| Of wild Oreſtes; whoſe delirious brain, | 

Stung by the Furies, works with poiſon'dthought: 

While pale and monſtrous panting ſhocks theſoulzʒ 

And mangled conſciouſneſs bemoans itſelf 

For ever torn; and chaos floating rouud. 

| What dreams preſage, what dangers theſe or thoſe 
Portend to ſanity, tho? prudent feers | 

Reveal'd of old, and men of deathleſs fame, 

We would not to the {uperititious mind 

Suggeſt new throbs, new vanities of fear: 

'Tis ours to teach you from the peaceful night 

To baniſh omens and all reſtleſs wocs. 

In ſtudy ſome protract the ſilent hours, 

| Which others conſecrate to mirth and wine; 

And ſleep till noon, and hardly live till nigh:. 

But ſurely this redeems not from the ſhades 

| One hour of life, Nor does it nought avail 

What ſeaſon you to drowly Morpheus give 

Of th'cver-varying circle of the day: Fo 

| Or whether, thro” the tedious winter gloom, 

You tempt the midnight or the morning dainps. 


The body, freth and vigorous from repoſe, 


Detics the early fogs: bur, by the toils, 
Of wakeful day exhauſted and urftrung, 
Weakly reſiſts the night's unwholeſome hren: 
The grand diſcharge, th'effuſion of the ikin, 
Slowly unpair'd, the languid maladics 

Creep on, and thro' the fick'ning functions ea 
| So, whea the chilling Eaſt invades the ſpring, 
The delicate — pines away 

In hectic lauguor; and a flow diſeaſe 

Taints all the family of flow'rs, condenin'd 
To cruel heav'ns. Bur uh already prone 
To fade, ſhould beauty cherith its own bange! 
O ſhame ! O pity ! nipt with pale Quadrille. 


u. 


And midnight cares, the bloom of Albion dies! 


Ba By toll ſubdu'd, che Warrior and the IIind 
Slerp 


1 


__ With fallow Quartans, no contagion breathes. 
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Sleep faſt and deep: their active functions ſoon 
With gen'rous ſtreams the ſubtle tubes ſupply; 
And ſoon the tonic irritable nerves 
Feel the freſh impulſe, and awake the ſoul. 
The ſons of indolence with long repoſe — 
Grow torpid ; and with ſloweſt Lethe drunk, | 
| Feebly and ling'ring return to life, | 
Blunt ev'ry ſenſe, and pow'rleſs ev'ry limb, 
Ye prone to ſleep (whom fleeping moſt annoys) 
On the hard matraſs or elaſtic couch [ ſloth ; 
Extend your limbs, and wean yourſelves from 
Nor ks the lean projector, of dry brain 
And ſpringy nerves, the blandiſhments of down: 
Nor envy while the buried Bacchanal 
Exhales his ſurfeit in prolixer dreams. 
Hie without riot, in the balmy feaſt 
Of life, the wants of nature has ſupply'd 
Who riſes cool, ferene, and full of foul. 
Nut pliant nature more or leſs demands, 
As cuſtom forms her; and all ſudden change 
She hates of habit, ev'n from bad to good. 
If faults in life, or new emergencies, | 
From habits urge you by long time confirm®d, 


Slow may the change arrive, and ſtage by ſtage | | 
Their ancient rage at Bofworth's purple field; 


low as the ſhadow o'cr the dial moves; 

| Slow as the ſtealing progreſs of the year. 
Oblerve the circling year. How unperceivid 

Her ſeaſons change! Behold ! by flow degrees, 

Stern Winter tam'd into a ruder Spring; 

The ripen'd Spring a milder Summer glows ; 

Departing Summer ſheds Pomona's ſtore; 

And aged Autumn brews the Winter- ſtorm. 

Slow as they come, theſe changes come not void 

Of mortal thocks : The cold and torrid reigns, 

The two great period; of th'important year, 

Are in their firtt approaches ſeldom fafe : 

Funercal Autumn all the fickly dread, 

Aud the black fates deform the lovely Spring. 

He well advis'd, who taught our wiſer ſires 

Early to borrow Muſcovy's warm ſpoils, 

Ere the firſt froſt has touch'd the tender blade 

Aud late reſign them, tho' the wanton Spring 

Should deck her charms with all her ſiſter's ravs; 

For while the effluence of the ſkin maintains 

Its native mesfure, the pleuretic Spring 

_ Glides harmlefs by g and Autumn, fick to death 


I in-prophetic numbers could unfold 
The omens of the year: what ſeaſons term 
With what diſeaſes ; what the humid South _ 
Prepares, and what the Demon of the Eaſt; 
But vou perhaps refuſe the tedious ſong. oY 
Beſides whatever plagues, in heat, or cold, 
Or drought, the moiſture dwell, they hurt not you, 
Skill'd to correct the vices of the tky, 
And taught already how to cach extreme 


To bend your life. But ſhould the public bane | 


Iufect you; or ſome treipaſs ot your own, | 
Or flaw of nature, hint mortality, — 

Soon as a not unpleaſing horror glides 

Along the ſpine, thro? all your torpid limbs; 
When firſt the head throbs, or the ſtomach feels 
A ſickly load, a weary pain the loius, 


| Her legions in inc 


EXTRACTS, 
The rapid fates admit of no delay, 


| While wilful you, and fatally ſecure, 


Expect to-morrow's more auſpicious ſun, 


The growing peſt, whoſe infancy was weak 


And eafy vanquiſh'd, with triumphant ſway 
O'erpow'rs your life. For want of timely care, 


Millions have dy'd of medicable wounds, 


Ah! in what perils is vain life engag'd! 
What ſlight neglects, what trivial faults deſtroy 
The hardieſt frame! Of indolence, of toil, 


| We die; of want, of ſuperfluity : 


The all-furrounding heav'n, the vital air, 
Is big with death. And, tho? the putrid South 


| Be ſhut ; tho? no conrulfive agony | 
Shake, from the deep foundation of the world, 


Th'impriſon'd plagues, a fecret venom, oft 


5 | Corrupts the air, the water, and the land. 
| What livid deaths has ſad Byzantium ſeen ! 


How oft has Cairo, with a mother's woe, 
| Wept o'er her ſlaughter'd ſons and lonely ſtreets! 


| E'en Albion, girt with leſs malignant ſkics, 


Albion the poiſon of the gods has drank, 
And felt the ſting of monſters all her own, 
Ere vet the fell CI had fpent 


While, for which * England ſhould receive, 
ſtuous murders mix'd, 

And daily horrors; till the fates were drunk 

Wh kindred blood by kindred hands profus'd, 

Anvther plague of more gigantic arm 

Aroſe, a monſter never known before, 


| Rear'd from Cocytus its portentous head, 


This rapid fury not, like other peſts, 
Purſu'd a gradual courſe, but in a day 


| Ruſh'd as a ſtorm o'er half thiaftoniſh'd iſle, 
And ſtrew'd with ſudden carcaſes the land. 


Firſt thro' the ſhoulders, or whatever part 


| Was ſeiz'd the firſt, a fervid vapour ſprung. 


With raſh combuſtion thence, the quiꝰ ring ſpark 


Shot to the heart, and kindled all within: 


And ſoon the ſurface caught the ſpreading fire: 
Thro' all the yielding pores the meltcd blood 
Gulſh'd out in ſmoky ſweats; but nought aſſuag d 


| The torrid heat within, nor aught reliev'd 
| The ſtomach's anguiſh. 


With inceffant toil; 
Deſperate of eaſe, impatient, of their pain, 
They toſs'd from ſide to fide, In vain the ſtream 


Kan full and clear, they burnt and thirfted fill, 


The reſtleſs arteries with rapid blood 


Beat ſtrong and frequent. Thick and pawine! 


The breath was fetch'd, and with huge lab'rings 


At laſt a heavy pain opprels'd the head; [heav's: 
A wild delirium came; their weeping friends 
Were ſtrangers now, and this no home of their 

Harraſs'd with toil on toil; the ſinking pow'rs 
Lay proftrate and o'erttirown ; a pond'rousfleP 
Wrapt all the ſenſes up: They flept and dy d. 
In ſome, a gentle horror crept at firſt 

O'er all the limbs; the fluices of the ſkin 
Miithheld their moiſture, till, by art provok'd, 
The ſweats o'erflow'd ; but in a clammy tide: 
| Now free and copious, now reftrain'd and flow 
Of tinctures various, as the temp'rature 


Be Cclſus call'4 : The fates come rulkipg on; 


| Had mia d the blood; and rank with fctid ſtream 


A 


Boox Jn, 


BoOK 
As if t 


Were 
Here l. 
With 
To dri 
Were 
For W 
Role f 
somet 
Of 1 
Of thc 
Of the 
And v 
Franti 
The fi 
Thiinf 
Rous* 
Twin! 
Some, 
Abjur 
In vault 
Others 


To ſee 
But n 
From 
Was t 
For, b 
In fore 
The fo 
Wher 


Inrolv 
Wher, 
Was n 
In fea 
To Hi 


Heav'r 
Fatigu 
Wich 
Paſſive 


nor IT. DID AC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &. 399 
Az if the pent · up humours by delay = TY 72. The Art of Preſerving Health. ARMSTRONG. 
Were grown more fell, more putrid, and malign. | 


Here lay their hopes (tho' little hope remain d)) Book IV. THE P ASS IONS, 


ak With full effuſion of perpetual ſweats | | | | „„ 
'ay To drive the venom out. And here the fates THE choice of aliment, the choice of air, 
y care, Wl Were kind, that long they linger'd not in pain. The uſe of toil, and all external things, 


For who ſurviv'd the ſun's diurnal race, 
Roſe from the dreary gates of hell redeem'd: 
dome the ſixth hour oppreſs'd, and ſome the third. 
Of many thoufands few untainted ſcapꝰd; 
Of thoſe infected, fewer 'ſcap'd alive; | 
Of thoſe who liv'd, ſome felt a ſecond blow; 
And whom the ſecond ſpar'd a third deſtroy d! 
Frantic with fear, they fought by flight to ſhun 
The fierce contagion, O' er the mournful land 
Th infected city pour'd her hurrying ſwarms : 
Rous'd by the flames that fir'd her ſeats around, 


Already ſung; it now remains to trace 
What good, what evil, from ourſelves 


proceeds, 
And how the ſubtle principle within | 


| Inſpires with health, or mines with ſtrange decay 
I The paſſive body. i; 


Ye poetic ſhades, 


| That know the ſecrets of the world unſeen, 


Aſſiſt my ſong ! for, in a doubtful theme 
Engag'd, I wander thro' myſterious ways. 
There is, they ſay (and I believe there is 
A ſpark within us of th'immortal fire, 


That animates and moulds the groſfer frame; | 


* 


n! Trinfefted country ruſh'd into the town. | And when the body ſinks, eſcapes to hcav'n, 

; dome, ſad at home, and in the defart ſome, h Its native ſeat, and mixes with the Gods. 

ſtreets! Abjur'd the fatal commerce of mankind ; | Meanwhile this heav'nly particle pervades 

G9, In vain : where'er they fled the fates purſu'd. The mortal elements; in ev'ry nerve | 

| Others, with hopes more ſpecious, croſs'd the | It thrills with pleaſure, or grows mad with pain: 
n. main | I And, in its ſecret conclave, as it feels | 


* | 

To ſeek protection in far diſtant ſkies; | 
But none they found. It ſeem'd the gen'ral air, 
From pole to pole, from Atlas to the Eaſt, | 
Was then at enmity with Engliſh blood! 
For, but the race of England, all were ſafe 
In foreign climes; nor did this fury taſte 
The foreign blood which England then contain'd ! 
Where ſhould they fly? The circumambient 

| _  heav'n : 5 
Inrolv'd them ſtill; and ev'ry breeze was bane. 
Where find relief? The ſalutary art | 
Was mute; and, ftartled at the new diſeaſe, 
In fearful whiſpers hopeleſs omens gave. 
To Heav'n with ſuppliant rites they ſent their 

pray' rs; | 

Heav'n heard them not. Of ey'ry hope depriv'd, 
Faigu'd with vain reſources, and ſubdu'd 


The body's woes and jovs, this ruling pour 
Wields at its will the dull material world, 
And is the body's health or malady. 

By its own toil the groſs corporeal frame 
Fatigues, extenuates, or deſtroys itſelf. 

Nor leſs the labours of the mind corrode 

The folid fabric: for, by ſubtle parts 

And viewleſs atoms, ſecret Nature moves 
The mighty wheels of this ſtupendous world. 
By ſubtle fluids, pour'd thro” ſubtle tubes, 
The nat'ral, vital, functions are perform'd. 
By theſe the ſtubborn aliments are tam'd ; 
The tolling heart diſtributes life and ſtrength ; 
Theſe the ſtill- crumbling frame rebuild; and theſe _ 
Are loſt in thinking, and diffolve in air. 
But 'tis not Thought (for ſtill the ſoul's em- 


loy'd) | 
ng fiten With woes reſiſtlels and enfeebling fear, 'Tis aaf thinking that corrodes our clay. 
blood Palſive they ſunk beneath the weighty blow. All day the vacant eye withour fatigue 
aſſuag d Nothing but lamentable ſounds were heard, Strays o'er the heav'n and earth; but long intent 
ad - Nor aught was ſeen but ghaſtly views of death. | On microſcopic arts, its vigour fails. 5 
it toil; lnfectious horror ran from face to face, Iluſt fo the mind, with various thoughts amus'd, 
n, And pale deſpair. Twas all the bus'neſs then | Nor akes itſelf, nor gives the body pain 
ie ſtream WJ Jo tend the fick, and in their turns to die. But anxious Study, Difcontent, and Care, 
ted fill, in heaps they fell: and oft one bed, they ſay, Love without hope, and Hate without revenze, | 
| The fick'ning, dying, and the dead contain'd. | And Fear, and Jealouſy, fatigue the ſoul, 
wing! Ye guardian Gods, on whom the fates depend | Engroſs the ſubtle miniſters of life, | 
lab' rings tott'ring Albion! ye eternal fires {[pow'rs | And ſpoil the lab'ring functions of their ſhare. 
(heav d That lead thro' heav'a the wand'ring year! ye | Hence the lean gloom that Melancholy wears; 
friends hat o'er th'encircling elements preſide ! The Lover's 2 and the fallow hue 
of their: May nothing worſe than what this age has ſeen | Of Envy, Jealouſy, the meagre ftare 
pow'rs Arrive! Enough abroad, enough at home Of fore Revenge : the canker'd body hence 
rous ſleep Has Albion bled. Here a diſtemper'd heav'n | Betrays each*frerful motion of the mind. [day 
nd dy'ds thinn'd her cities; from thoſe lofty cliffs The ſtrong-built pedant, who both night aud 
hat awe proud Gaul, to Thule's was hy reign; | Feeds on the coarſeſt fare the ſchools beſtow | 
vin While in t e Weſt, beyond th' Atlantic foam, And crudely fattens at groſs Burman's ſtall, 5 
ovok' d, Her braveſt ſons, keen for the fight, have dy's | Oferwhelm'd with phlegm, lies in a dropſy 
my tide he death of cowards and of common men: drown'd, ES 2 
and flow unk void of wounds, and fall'n without renown. | Or ſinks in lethargy before his time. 
8 But from theſe views the weeping Muſes turn, With uſeful ſtudies you, and arts that pleaſe, 
id real d other themes invite my wand'ring ſong. Employ your mind ; amuſe but not fatigue. 
| ent 
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| Whom ſtrong and obſtinate ambition leads 


And read aloud, reſounding Homer's ſtrain, 
And wield the thunder of Demoſthenes. 
The cheſt ſo exercis'd nnproves its ſtrength; 


Deem it not trifling while I recommend 


A dreary deſart, and heav'n frowns above. 


4  EbLEGANT EXTRACTS, 
Peace to each drowſy metaphyſic ſage! 


And ever may all heavy ſyſtems reſt ! 
Yet ſome there are, ev'n of elaſtic parts, 


Thro' all the rugged roads of barren lore, 
And gives to reliſh what their gen'rous taſte 
Would elſe refuſe. But may nor thirſt of fame, 


Nor love of knowledge, urge you to fatigue | 


With conſtant drudgery the lib'ral foul ! 
Foy with your books: and as the various fits 


Of humour ſeize Jon, from Philoſophy 
To Fable ſhift; 
To Rabelais' ravings, and from proſe to ſong. 


m ſerious Antonine 


While reading plcaſes, but no longer, read; 


And quick vibrations thro? the bowels drive 
The reſtleſs blood, which in inactive days 
Would loiter elſe thro' unelaſtic tubes. | 


What poſture ſuits: To ſtand and fit by turns, 
As nature prompts, is beſt. But o'er your leaves 


To lean for ever, cramps the vital parts, 


And robs the fine machinery of its play. 
Tis the great art of life to manage well 
The reſtleſs mind. For ever on purſuit 


Of knowledge bent, it ſtarves the groffer pow'rs : 


Quite unemplov'd. againſt its own repoſe 


It turns its fatal edge; and ſharper pangs 


Than what the bodv knows embitter life. 


Chiefly where Solitude, ſad nurſe of Care, 


To fckly muſing gives the penſive mind, 
"There Madneſs entcrs; and the dim-ey'd Fiend, 
Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes _ 
Her own eternal wound. The ſun grows pale; 
A mournfu} viſionary light o'erfpreads Ms 
The cheerful face of nature; carth becomes 


Then various ſhapes of curs'd illuſion riſe: 
Whatc'er the wrerched fears, creating Fcar 
Forms out of nothing : and with monſters teems 


"Unknown in hell. The proftrate ſoul beneath 


A load of huge imagination heaves 
And all the horrors that the murd'rer feels, 


With anxious flutt'ringe wake theguiltleſs breaſt. 
Such phantoms Pride, in ſolitary ſcencs, 


Or Fear, on delicate Selt-love creates, 


From other cares abſolv'd, the buſy mind 


Finds in yourſelf a theme to pore upon; 
It finds you miſerable, or makes you fo, 
For while yourſelf you anxiouſly explore, 


Timorous Self-love, with fick'ning Fancy's aid, 


Preſents the danger that you dread the moſt, 
And ever galls you in your tender part. 


Hence ſome for love, and ſome for jcalouſy, 


For grim religion ſome, and tome for pride, 
Have loſt their reaſon: ſome, for fear of want, 
Want all their lives; and others, ev'ry day, 
For fear of dving, ſuffer worſe than death. 
Ah! from vour boſoms baniſh, if you can, 


Thoſe fatal gueſts; and firſt the demon Fear, 
That trembles at impoſlible events, 


Lei aged Atlas ſhould reſign his load, 
And heav'a's eternal battlements ruth down! 


1 


| Of poiſon'd Nectar ſweet oblivion drink. 


| Swoln o'er its banks with ſudden mountain rally 


Lou laviſh'd more than might ſupport thief 


And what avails it that indulgent Heay'n 
From mortal eyes has wrapt the woes to come, 


| If we, ingenious to torment ourſelves, 
| Grow pale at hideous fiftions of our own ? 


Enjoy the preſent; nor with needleſs cares 
| Of what may ſpring from blind Misfortuney 


| Appal the ſureſt hour that life beſtows, [worth 


Sercne, and maſter of yourſelf, prepare 
For what may come, and leave the reſt tg 
+ Wn 8 


Oft from the body, by long ails miſtun'd, 


Theſe evils ſprung, the moſt important health, 


That of the mind, deſtroy; and when the mind 


| They firſt invade, the conſcious body ſoon 
| In ſympathetic languiſhment declines, | 


Theſe chronic Pathons, while from real woes 
They riſe, and yet without the body's fault 


Infeſt the foul, admit one only cure; 
| Diverſion, hurry, and a reſtleſs life. 
| Vain are the conſolations of the wiſe; pain, 


In vain your friends would reaſon down your 
O ye, whoſe ſouls relentleſs love has tam'd 
To ſoft diſtreſs, or friends untimely flain ! 


Court not the luxury of tender thought | 
Nor deem it impious to forget thoſe pains _ 
That hurt the living, nought avail the dead. 


Go, ſoft enthuſiaſt! quit the cypreſs groves, 
Nor to the riv'let's lonely moanings tune 
Your ſad complaint. Go, ſeek the cheerful haunts 
Of men, and mingle with the buſtling crowd; 


j Lay ſchemes for wealth, or pow'r, or fame, the 


with . 
Of nobler minds, and puſh them night and day, 
Or join the caravan in queſt of ſcenes 
New to your eyes, and ſhifting ev'ry hour, 
Beyond the Alps, beyond the Apenaines. 
Or, more advent'rous, ruſh into the field 


| Where war grows hot; and, raging thro” the ſky, 


The lofty trumpet ſwells the madd”ning ſoul; 
And in the hardy camp and toilſome march 
Forget all ſofter and leſs manly cares. 

But moſt too paſſive, when the blood runs low, 
Too weakly indolent to ſtrive with pain, 
And bravely by reſiſting conquer Fate, | 
Try Circe's arts; and in the tempting bowl 


Struck by the pow'rful charm, the gloom dit 
In empty air: Elyſium opens round. [ſolvt 

| A pleafing phrenzy buors the lighten'd ſoul, 
Aud ſanguine hopes diſpel you flecting carcz 

And what was difficult, and what was dire, 

| Yields to your proweſs and ſuperior ſtars: 

The happieſt you of all that e'or were mad, 

Or are, or ſhall be, could this folly laſt. 

But ſoon your heav'n is gone; a heavier gloom 

Shuts o'er your head; and, as the thund'ril 

ſtream, 


Sinks from its tumult to a ſilent brook, 
So, when the frantic raptures in your breaſt 
| Subſide, you languiſh into mortal man: 
You ſleep, and waking find yourſelf undone- 
For, prodigal of life, in one raſh night {daſs 
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| Is there an evil worſe than Fear itſelf? 
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Book II. 


A heavy morning comes; your cares return 
With tenfold rage. An anxious ſtomach well 


one, May be endur'd; ſo may the throbbing heart; 
; But ſuch a dim delirium, ſuch a dream 
$ Involves you; ſuch a daſtardly deſpair 
rtunes Wl Unmans your foul, as madd'ning Pentheus felt 
Won, BI When, baited round Cithzron's cruel ſides, 
ne ſaw two ſuns, and double Thebes aſcend. 
ct Lou curſe the ſluggiſh Port; you curſe the 
125 wretch, 5 LEE. 
d, The felon, with unnatural mixture firſt. 
-alth, Who dar'd to violate the virgin wine: 
mind or on the fugitive Champain you pour 
"Ws A thouſand curſes; for to heav'n it rapt 
| Your ſoul, to plunge you deeper in deſpair, 
woes perhaps you rue ev'n that divineſt gift, | 
It The gay, ſerene, good-natur'd Burgundy, 
Or the freſh fragrant vintage of the Rhine; | 
5 And wiſh that Heav'n from mortals had withheld 
Cai, i The grape, and all intoxicating bowls. 
i your Betides, it wounds you fore to recolle&t 
What follies in your loofe unguarded hour 
Eicap'd. For one irrevocable word, £ 
Perhaps that meant no harm, you loſe a friend; 
I Or in the rage of wine your haſty hand 
ad. Performs a deed to haunt you to your grave, 
es, Add, _ your means, your » your parts 
| decay; . 
nuns Tour fins avoid you; brutiſhly transform'd, 
d; bey hardly know you; or if one remains 
ne, the I To with you well, he wiſhes you in heav'n. | 
Deſpis d, unwept you fall, who might have left 
d dar, A facred, cherith'd, ſadly-pleaſing name; 
: A name ſtill to be utter'd with a Bob, 
r, Your laſt ungrateful ſcene has quite effac'd | 
a All ſenſe and mem'ry of your former worth. 

How to live happieſt; how avoid the pains, | 
he The diſappointments, and diſguſts of thoſe 
foul ; Tho would in pleaſure all their hours employ ; 
oh The precepts here of a divine old man 


| could recite. Tho! old, he till retain'd 

His manly ſenſe and energy of mind. 

Virtuous and wiſe he was, but not ſevere; - 
He ſtill remember'd that he once was young; 
His caſy preſeace check'd no decent joy. 
Him ev'n the diſſolute admir'd ; for he 


| 


om di- A vraceful looſeneſs, when he pleas'd, put on, 
Cole ad laughing could inſtruct. Much had he read, 

dul, luch more had ſeen; he ſtudy'd from the life, 
careʒ ud in th'original perus'd mankind. 

re, Vers'd in the woes and vanities of life, 

fle pity d Man: and much he pity'd thoſe 


Vhom falſely-ſmiling Fate has curs'd with means 
o diſſipate their days in queſt of joy. 

dur aim is happineſs; 'tis yours, tis mine, 

A laid, tis the purſuit of all that live; 

et few attain it, if twas e' er attain d. 

ut they the wideſt wander from the mark, 

o thro” the flow ry paths of ſaunt' ring joy 
ek this coy Goddeſs; that from ſtage to ſtage 
Wits us ſtill, but ſhifts as we purſue. 
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4or 
Should ever roam: and were the fates more kind, 
Our narrow luxuries would toon be ſtale. 


Were theſe exhauſtleſs, Nature would grow ſick, 
And, cloy'd with pleaſure, ſqueamiſhly complain 


That all was vanity, and life a dream. 


Let nature reſt : be buſy for yourſelf 
And for your friend; be buſy ev'n in vain, 


Rather than traze her ſated appetites. 


Who never faſts, no banquets e' er enjoys; | 
| Who never toils or watches, never ſleeps. 
Let nature reſt ; and when the taſte of joy 
Grows keen, indulge; but ſhun ſatiety. 
*Tis not for mortals always to be bleſt: 


But him the leaſt the dull or painful hours | 
| Of life oppreſs, whom ſober Senſe conducts; 


And Virtue, thro” this labyrinth we tread. 


{ Virtue and Senſe I mean not to disjoin ; 


Virtue and Senſe are one: and, truſt me, till 
A faithleſs heart betrays the head unſound. 


Virtue (for mere Good-nature is a fool) 


Is Senſe and Spirit with Humanity: 


I Tis ſometimes angry, and its frown confounds z 


»Tis ev'n vindictive ; but in vengeance juſt, 
Knaves fain would laugh at itz ſome great ones 
| dare; „ 
But at his heart the moſt undaunted fon 
Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms. 
To nobleſt uſes this determines wealth ; 
This is the ſolid pomp of proſperous days; 
The peace and ſhelter of adverſity. = 
And if you pant for glory, build vour fame 
On this foundation, which the ſecret ſhock 
Defies of Envy, and all-ſapping Time. 


The gawdy glofs of fortune only ſtrikes 


The vulgar eye; the ſuff rage of the wiſe, 


| The praiſe that's worth ambition, is attain'd 


By ſenſe alone, and dignity of mind. 

Virtue, the ſtrength and beauty of the ſoul, 
Is the beſt gift of Heav'n: a happineſs 
That ev'n above the ſmiles and frowns of Fate 
Exalts great Nature's favourites: a wealth 
That ne'er encumbers, nor to baſer hands 
Can be transferr'd : it is the only good 
Man juſtly boaſts of, or can call his own. 
Riches are oft by guilt and baſeneſs carn'd ; 
Or dealt by chance, to ſhield a lucky knave, 
Or throw a cruel ſun- ſhine on a fool. | 
But for one end, one much-negleCted uſe, | 
Are riches worth your care (for Nature's wants 
Are few, and without opulence ſupply'd) : 
This noble end is, to produce the Soul; 


To ſhew the virtues in the faireſt light; 


To make Humanity the miniſter | 
Of bounteous Providence; and teach the breaſt 


That gen'rous luxury the Gods enjoy. 


Thus, in his graver vein, the friendly ſage 
Sometimes declaim'd. Of right and wrong he 
taught | 


Truths as refn'd as ever Athens heard; 
And (ſtrange to tell!) he praftis'd what he 
reach'd. 
Skill'd in the Paſſions, how to check their ſway 
He knew, as far as reaſon can controul 


lone. br, not to name the pains that pleaſure brings 
day 10 counterpoile itſelf, relentleſs Pate | 
rt thu | 


ids that we thro' gay volugtuoms wilds 


The lawleſs pow'rs. But other cares are mine: 
D d 


Fotm'd 


a2 


W hat Paſſions hurt the body, what improve: 
Avoid them, or invite them, as you may, 
Know then, whatever cheerful and ſerene 
Supports the mind, ſupports the body too. 
Hence the moſt vital movement mortals feel 
Is Hope; the balm and life-blood of the ſoul. 
It pleaſes, and it laſts. Indulgent Heaven 
Sent down the kind deluſion thro? the paths 
Of rugged life, to lead us patient ou, 
And make our happieſt ſtate no tedious thing. 
Our greateſt good, and what we leaſt can ſpare, 
Is Hope; the laſt of all our evils, Fear. | 
But there are Paſſions grateful to the breaſt, 
And yet no friends to life: perhaps they pleaſe 
Or to exceſs, and diſſipate the foul; { clown, 
Or while they pleaſe, torment. The ftubborn 
The ill-tam'd rufhan, and pale uſurer | 
(If love's omnipotence ſuch hearts can mould) 
May fafcly mellow into love, and grow 
Refin'd, humane, and gen'rous, if they can. 
Love in ſuch boſoms never to a fault 
Or pains or pleaſes. But, ye finer ſouls, 
Form'd to ſoft luxury, and prompt to thrill 
With all the tumults, all the joys and pains, 
That beauty gives, with caution and reſerv»e 
Indulge the {weet deſtroyer of repoſe, [ Cares. 
Nor court too much the Queen of charming 
For, while the cheriſh'd poifon in your breaſt 
Ferments and maddens; ſick with jealouſy, 
Adbſerice, diſtruſt, or even with anxious jay, 
The wholeſome appetites and pow'rs of life 
Diſſolre in languor. The cov ſtomach loaths 


The genial board : your cheerful days are gone; 


The gen'rous bloom that fluſh'd your cheeks is 
To ſighs devoted, and to tender pains, [fled. 
Penſive you fit, or folitary ſtra, 

And waſte your youth in wat (ol Muſing firſt 
Toy d into care your unſuſpecting heart: 

It found a liking there, a ſportful fire, 

And that fomented into ſerious love; | 
Which muſing daily ſtrengthens and improves 
Thro' all the heights of fondneſs and romance: 
And you're undone, the fatal ſhaft has ſped, 
If once ye doubt whether you love or no: 

The body waſtes away; th'infeCted mind, 
Diſſolv'd in female tenderneſs, forgets 5 
Each manly virtue, and grows dead to fame. 

Sweet Heav'n from ſuch intoxicating charms 
Defend all worthy breafts! Not that I deem 


I. ove always dangerous, always to be ſhunn'd. 


Love well repaid, and not too weakly ſunk 
In wanton and unmanty tenderneſs, - . 
Adds bloom to health; o'er ev'ry virtue ſheds 
A gay, humane, and amiable grace, 
And brightens all the ornaments of man. 
But fruitleſs, hopeleſs, diſappointed, rack'd 
With jealouſy, fatigu'd with hope and fear, 
Too ſerious, or too languiſhingly fond, 
Unnerves the body, and unmans the ſoul. 
And Tome have dy'd for love, and ſome run mad 
And ſome with deſp'rate hand themſelves have 
Some to extinguiſh, others to prevent, [flain. 
A mad devotion to one dany'rous Fair, 
Court all they mect; in hopes to dillipate 


— 


>  _ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
Form'd in the fchool of Pæon, I relate 


| Fierce as the tiger, madder than the ſens, 


| Or a heerce fever hurries him to hell. 


 Boox II. 


The cares of love amongſt an hundred brides, 


| Theevent is doubtful : for there are who find 


A cure in this; there are who find it not. 


*Tis no relief, alas! it rather galls 


The wound to thoſe who are ſincerely ſick. 


For while from fev'riſh and tumultuous joys 


The nerves grow languid, and the foul ſubſides, 


{ The tender fancy ſmarts with ev'ry ſting, 
And what was love before is madneſs now. 
Is health your care, or luxury your aim? 


Fe temp'rate ſtill, When Nature bids, obey; 
Her wild impatient ſallies bear no curb: 
But when the prurient habit of delight, 

Or looſe imagination, ſpurs you on 
To deeds above your — e impute it not 
To Nature: Nature all compulſion hates. 

Ah! let nor luxury nor vain renown 


| Urge you to feats you well might ſleep without; 


To make what ſhould be rapture a fatigue, 

A tedious tak; nor in the wanton arms 

Of twining Lais melt your manhood down ; 
For from the colliquation of ſoft joys [was 


| | How chang'd you riſe ! the ghoſt of what vou 
| Languid, and melancholy, and gaunt, and wan; 


| Your veins exhauſted, and your nerves unſtrung 


| Spoil'd of its balm and ſprightly zeſt, the blood 


Grows vapid phlegm ; along the tender nerves 
(To each light impulſe tremblingly awake) 
A ſubtle Fiend that mimics all the plagues * 
Rapid and reſtleſs, ſprings from part to part. 


The blooming honours of your youth are fallen; 
| Your vigour pines; your vital pow'rs decay; 


Diſeaſes haunt you; and untimely age 

Creeps on, unſocial, impotent, and lewd. 
Infatuate, impious epicure ! to waſte _ 

The ſtores of pleaſure, cheerfulneſs, and health! 
Infatuate all who make delight their trade, 
And coy perdition ev'ry hour purſue. 

Who pines with love, or in laſciviòus flames 
Confumes, is with his own conſent undone : 
He chuſes to be wretched, to be mad; 

And warn'd, proceeds, and wilful, to his fate. 
But there's a paſſion, whoſe tempeſtuous iwaf 
Tears up each virtue planted in the breaſt, 


| And ſhakes to ruin proud Philoſophy. * 
For pale and trembling Anger ruſhes in, 
| With fault'ring ſpeech, and eyes that wildly 


are ; 


| Defperate, and arm'd with more 'than hum? 
© _* rength. | 1 
How ſoon the calm, humane, and poliſh'd man 
Forgets compunction, and ſtarts up a fiend ! 
Who pines in love, or waſtes with ſilent cares, 
Envy, or ignominy, or tender grief, | 
Slowly deſcends, and ling'ring, to the ſhades: 
But he whom anger ſtings, drops, if he dies, 
At once, and ruſhes apoplectic down; 


For, as the body thro? unnumber'd firings 
Reverberates each vibration of the ſoul; 
As is the paſſion, ſuch is ſtill the pain 
The body feels; or chronic, or acute. 

| Aad oft a fudden ſtorm at once o erpow rs 


| The life, or gives your reaſon to the 3 
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Book II. 


Such fates attend the raſh alarm of fear, 

And ſudden grief, and rage, and ſudden joy. 
There are, mcantime, to whom the boiſt'rous 

Is health, and only fills the fails of life; fir 

For where the mind a tori1d winter leads, 

Wrapt in a body corpulent and cold. 

And each clogg'd fun tion lazily moves on, 

A generous ſally ſpurns th'incumbent load, 

Unlocks the breaſt, and gives a cordial glow. 

But if your wrathful blood is apt to boil, 

Or ace your nerves too irritably ſtrung, 

Wave all diſpute; be cautious if you joke, _ 

Keep Lent for ever, and forſwear the bowl; 

For one raſh moment ſends you to the ſhades, 

Or thatters ev'ry hopeful ſcheme of life, 

And gives to horror all your days to come. 

Fare, arm'd with thunder, fire, and ev'ry plague 

That ruins, tortures, or diſtracts mankind, 

And makes the happy wretched, in an hour 

O'erwhelms you not with woes ſo horrible 

As your own wrath, nor gives more ſudden 
9 „„ ee | 
While choler works, good friend, you may 

be wrong; | | Eg, 

Diſtruſt yourſelf, and ſleep before you fight. 

Tis not too late to-morrow to be brave, 

If honour bids, to-morrow kill or die. 

But calm advice againſt a raging fit | 

Avails too little; and it braves the pow'r 

Of all that ever taught in proſe or ſong, 

To tame the fiend that ſleeps a gentle lamb, 

And wakes a lion. Unprovok'd and calm, 

You reaſon well, ſee as you ought to ſee, 

And wonder at the madneſs of mankind : 

deiz d with the common rage, you ſoon forget 

The ſpeculation of your wiſer hours. 

e, Beſet with furies of all deadly ſhapes, 

Fierce and inſidious, violent and ſlow, 

Wich all that urge or lure us on to fate, 

8 What refuge ſhall we ſeek, what arms prepare ! 

Where reaſon proves too weak, or void of wiles, 

To cope with ſubtle or impetuous pow'rs, © 

I would invoke new paſſions to your aid : 

3 With indignation would extinguiſh fear, 

; With fear or gen'rous pity vanquiſh rage, 

And love with pride; and force to force oppoſe. 


Bids every paſſion revel or be ſtill; Ny $ 
Inſpires with rage, or all your cares diſſolves; | 
Can ſooth diſtraCtion, and almoſt deſpair. 
That power is Muſic : Far beyond the ſtretch 
taoſe unmeaning warblers on our ſtage; 
Thoſe clumſy heroes, thoſe fat-headed gods, 
ho move no paſſion juſtly but contempt: 
Who, like our dancers (light indeed and ftrong!) 
wond”rous feats, but never heard of grace. 
he fault is ours; we bear thoſe monſtrous arts; 
ood Heav'n! we praiſe them: we, with loud- 
eſt peals, . | 
q) Applaud the fool that higheſt lifts his heels ; 
| And, with inſipid ſhew of rapture, die | 
idiot notes impertinently — 
ut he the Muſes laurel juſtly ſhares, 
A poet he, and touch'd with Heav'n's own fire, 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


There is a charm, a. power that ſways the 


Inflames, exalts, and raviſhes the ſoul ; 
Now tender, plaintive, ſweet almoſt to pain, 
In love diſſolves you; now in ſprightly ſtrains 


Or melts the heart with airs divinely fad; 

Or wakes to horror the tremendous ſtrings. 
Such was the bard, whoſe heav'nly ſtrains of old 
Appeas'd the fiend of melancholy Saul. - 


| Such was, if old and heathen fame fay true, 
The man who bade the Theban domes aſcend, 


. 


And tam'd the ſavage nations with his ſung; 
And ſuch the Thracian, whoſe harmonious lyre, 
| Tun'd to ſoft woe, made all the mountains 


weep 3 | 
Sooth'd even the inexorable pow'rs of Hell, 
And half redeem'd his loſt Eurydice. 
Muſic exalts each joy, allays each grief, 
Expels diſeaſes, ſoftens ev'ry pain, "Ne 
Subdues the rage of poiſon, and the plague; 
And hence the wiſe of ancient days ador'd 


One pow'r of phy ſic, melody, and ſong. 


672. Ode on the Spring. GRAY. 
O] where the roſy-boſom'd hours, 


Fair Venus? train, appear, 


| Diſcloſe the long- expecting flowers, 
And wake the purple year 
The Attic warbler pours her throat, 


Reſponſive to the cuckow's note, 


| The untaught harmony of ſpring; 
| While, whiſp'ring pleaſure as they fly, » 
Cool Zephyrs thro” the clear blue ſry 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 


| Where'er the oak's thick branches ſtretch 

A broader browner ſhade ; Oy 
Where'er the rude and moſs-grown bzech 
O'ercanopies the glade; . 
Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink 
With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſty ſtare) 
How vain the ardour of the crowd, 
How low, how little are the proud, 
How indigent the great 5 


Still is the toiling hand of Care; 
| The panting herds repoſe : 


Vet hark, how thro” the peopl'd air 


The buſy murmur glows! 
The inſect youth are on the wing, 
Eager to taſte rhe haney'd ſpring, 


And float amid the liquid noon : 


Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, 
Some ſhew their gaily-gilded trim 
| Quick-glancing to the ſun. 


| To Contemplation's ſober eye 


Such is the race of man; | | 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 
| Shall end where they began. 

Alike the buſy and the gay 

But flutter thro? life's little day, 
F = 


493 
| Who, with bold rage, or ſolemn pomp of ſounds, | 


Breathes a gay rapture thro” your thrilling breaſt; 
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404 
In fortune”s varying colours dreſt: 


The ſportive kind reply, 


Thy joys no glitt'ring fate meets, 


Her conſcibus tail her | joy declar'd; 


hat female heart can gold delpiſe ! 


ELEGANT 


Bruſh'd by the hand of rough miſchancey 
Or chill'd by age, their airy dance 
They leave in duſt to reſt, 


Metkinks I hear, in accent low, 


Poor moralift ! and what art thou? 
A ſolitary fly! 


No hive haſt chou of hoarded ſweets, 


No painted plumage to diſplay : 


On haſty wings xa is flown; 
Thy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gonc— 
w e frolic while 'tis 788 8 


8 74. Ot: on the Death of « a Frunurite Cat, 


drow ned in a Tub of Gold Fiſhes. 


GRA. 


TN As on a — vaſe's Fe, 
Where China's gayeſt art had dy'd 
The azure flow'rs that blow! = 
Demureſt of the tabby kind, 
The pcutive Sclima reclin' d, 
Gaz'd on the lake below. 


„ 


The fair round face, the ſnowy beard, 
The velvet of her paws! 


Her coat that with the tortoiſe vies, 


Her cars of jet, and em'rald eves, 
She ſaw, and purr'd applauſe. 
Still had the gaz'd; but midſt the tide 
Tuo angel forms were ſcen to glide, 
The Genii of the ftream : | 
Their ſcaly armour's Tvrian hue, 
Throꝰ richeſt purple to the view 
Betray'd a golden gleam. 
The hapleſs nymph with wonder ſaw : 
A wititker tirft, and then a claw, 
With many. an ardent wiſh, | 
8 ec ſtretch'd in vain to reach the oe: 


What cat's averſe to tiſh ? 


Pretumptuous maid ! with looks intent 
Again the ftcetch'd, again the bent, 
| Tar knew the culph between 
(Malignant Fate fat by aud ſmil'd); 
The flipp'ry verge her fect beguil'd, 

She tumbl'd hcadlong in. 


Eight times emerging from the flood 
She mew'd to ev W wat'ry god, 
Some ſpeedy aid to fend. 
No dolphin came, no Nereid fir d, 
Nor crucl Tom, nor Suſan heard: 
A fav'rite has no friend! 


From hence, ye beauties, undeceiv'd, 

Know, onefalſe ſtep is ne'er retriev'd 1 
And be with caution bold. 

Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes. 

And hecdlefs hearts, is lawful prize; 
Nor all that gliſtens gold. 


EXTRACTS, 
X 
Where grateful Science ſtill adores 


Her Henry's holy ſhade 
And ye that from the ſtately brow 


Of 


As 


W 


w 


9 75. 


Boox II. 
Ode on a diflant Proſpet of Eton College, 


E diſtant FINE vr antique tow'rs, 
Thar crown the wat'ry glade, 


Windfor's heights th' expanſe below 


Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey, 

| Whoſe turf, whoie ſhade, whoſe flow'rs — 
| Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His ſilver-winding way: 


Ah happy hills! ah pleaſing ade} 

Ah fields belov'd in vain! 

Where once my careleſs childhood bay, 
A ſtranger yet to pain! 

I feel the gales that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliſs beſtow; 


waving freſh their glatfome * ing, 


My weary foul they ſeem to ſodth, 
And, redolent of; joy and youth, 
To breathe a ſecond ſpring. 


Say, father Thames (for thou haſt ſcen 
Full n any a ſprightly race, 

Diſporting on thy margent green, 

The patiis of pleaſure trace) 

Who foremoſt now 2 to cleav e, 
With pliant arms, 
| The captive lianet w l enthral? 
What idle progeny ſucceed 


To chace the rolling circlc's ſpeed, 
| Or 


glaſſy wave? 


urge the flying ball? . 
hile ſome, on earneſt bus'neſs bent, 


Their murm'ring labours ply, 

Gainſt graver hours that bring conſtraint 
To {weceten liberty; 5 

Some bold adventurers diſdain 

The limits of their little reign, 

| And unknown regions dare ing, 

Still as they run they look behin 

They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 

| And ſnatch a fearful joy, _ 
| | Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 

{| Le 
The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
The ſunſhine of the breaſt : 

Theirs buxom health, of roſy hue, | 


ſs pleaſing when poſſeſt; 


ild wit, invention ever new, 


| And liv ely cheer, of vigour born; 
The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th'approach of morn. 


Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 
The little victims play ! 

No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 
Nor care beyond to-day : 

Yet fee, how all around can wait 

The miniſters of human fate, 

And black Misfortunc's baleful train 
Ah, thew then where in ambuſh ſtand, 
Te leize their prey, the murd'rous band! 
Ah, tell them they are men! 


The! 


GRay, 


Book II 
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zoo II. DID AC TIC, DESCRIPFIVE, &c. 


| 


Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 
The vultures of the mind,. 
Diſdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that kulks behind; 

Or pining Love ſhall walte their youth, 
Or Jcalouſy with rankling tooth, 

That inly gnaws the ſecret heart; 

And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-viſag'd comfortleſs Deſpair, 
And Sorrow's piercing dart. | 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe, 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 

To bitter {corn a ſacrifice, I. 

And grinning infamy. 

The ſtings of falſehood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard unkindneſs' alter'd eve, 

That mocks the tcar it forc'd to flow; 
And keen remorſe with blood defil'd, 
And moody madnels, laughing wild 
Amid ſcvereſt woe, „ 


Lo! in the vale of years, beneath 
A griſly troop, are ſeen 
The painful family of Death, 
More hideous than their queen: 
This racks the joints, this fires the veins; 
That ev'ry lab'ring finew ſtrains, | 
Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 
Lo! poverty, to fill the band, | 
That numbs the foul with icy hand, 
And flow-confuming age, 


To each his ſuP rings ; all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan; 

The tender for another's pain, 

Th'unfeeling for his own. | | | 
Vet, ah! why ſhould they know their fate! 
vince ſorrow never comes too late, 

And happineſs too i'wiitly flies. 5 
Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe. 

No more where ignorance is bliſs, 

'Lis folly to be wile. 


8 76. Oce to Adverſity. GRA. 
DAVGHTER of Jove, relentleſs pow'r, 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 

Whoſe iron ſcourge and tort'ring hour 

The bad affright, afflict the beſt ! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, | 

The proud are taught to taſte of pain, 

And purple tyrants vainly groan | 
With pangs unfelt before, unpity'd and alone. 


When firſt thy Sire to ſend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign'd, 
To thee he gave the heav'nly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurſe! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year the bore; | 
hat ſorrow was, thou bad'ſt her know: 
And from her own the lcarn'd to melt at others 
woe. 


Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self- pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 
Wild laughter, notfe, and thoughtleſs joy, 
And leave us lefure to be good. 

Light they diſperſe; and with them go 
The ſummer-friend, the flatt'ring foe, _ 
By vain proſperity receiv'd, [liev'd. 


To her they vow their truth, and are again be- 


Wiſdom in ſable garb array'd, l 
Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, filent maid, | 


With leaden eye, that loves the ground, 


Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend: 
Warm Charity, the gen'ral friend, 
Wich Juſtice, to herſelf ſevere, 


And Pity, dropping ſoft the ſadl - pleaſing tear. 


Oh, gently on thy ſupyliant's head, 

Dread Goddeſs, lay thy chaft'ning hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, | 

Nor circled with the vengeful band 

(As by the impious thou art fecn) 

With thund'ring voice, and threat'ning mien, 
With ſcreaming Horror's fun'ral cry, 


| | Deſpair, and fell Diſeaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty. 


Thy form benign, oh Goldeſs, wear 
Thy milder influence impart, 


Thy philoſophic train be there 


To ſoften, not to wound my heart. 
The gen'rous ſpark extinct revive, 
Teach me to love and to forgive, 


Exact my on defects to ſcan, [man. 


| What others are to feel; and know myſelf a 


$ 77. The Progreſs of Poeſy. A Pindaric Ode. 
F — GRA. 


| | 3 
WAKE, Kolian lvre, awake, 8 


4 & * 


The laughing flow'rs that round them blow, 


Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 


Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along, 


| Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, 


Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres? golden reign : 
Now rolling down the ſteep amain, 8 8 
Headlong, 1mpetuous, fee it pour: 
The rocks and nodding groves re- bellow to the 
| Fx. 

Oh! Sovereign of the willing ſoul, 


| Parent of ſweet and folemn-breathing airs, 


Enchanting ſhell ! the ſullen cares 


| And frantic paſſions hear thy ſoft con:roul. 


On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 


Has curb'd the fury of his car, 


And dropp'd his thirſty lance at thy comm1nd. 
Perching on the ſcepter'd hand : | 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 


Wich ruffled plumes and flagging wing: 
| Dd; 


* 


And give to rapture all thy trembling ſtrings. 
| Frem Helicon's harmonious fprings | 
A thouſand rills their mazy progreſs take: 
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O'er Idalia's velvet-green 


To briſk notes in cadence "oor my 
Glance their many-twinkling feet, 


To cheer the ſhiv'ring native's dull abode, 


406 


Quench'd i in dark clouds of ſlumber lie | 


| The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye. 


| 1 
| Thee the voice, the dance * 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay. 


The roſy -crowned loves are ſeen 
On Cvtherea's day ' 


With antic ſports, and blue-ey'd pleaſure, » _ 
Friſking light in frolic meaſures ; FR 


Now purſuing, now retreating, | 
Now in circling troops they meet: 


[declare : 
Slow melting ſtrains their Queen's approach 
Where'er ſhe turns, the Graces homage pay. 
With arms ſublime, that float upon the air, 


In gliding ſtate ſhe wins her caſy way: 


O'er her warm cheek and rifing boſom, more 
The bloom of young _ and purple * of 


love. 


a f 


U. 1. 

Man's feeble race what ills await! 
Labour, and penury, the racks of pain, 
Diſeaſe, and forrow's weeping train, 
And death, ſad refuge from the ſtorms of Fate } 
The fond complaint my ſong diſprove, | 


Aud juſtify the laws of Jove. - Ry 
Say, has he giv'n in vain the heav'nly Muſe ? 


Night, and ail her fickly dews, 
Her ſpeCtres wan, and birds of boding * | 


He gives to range the dreary ſky : 


Till down the eaſtern cliffs afar 
H ** 's march they ſpy, and glivring 
ſhafts of war. 


II. 2. 


In climes beyond the ſolar road, 
Where ſhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains 
The Mule has broke the twilight gloom, ¶ roam, 


And oft, beneath the od' rous ſhade 
Of Chili s boundleſs foreſts laid, 


She deigns to hear the favage youth repeat 


In looſe numbers wildly ſweet 


Their feather-cinftur'd chiefs and duſky loves, 


Her track, where*er the Goddeis roves, 
Glory purſue, and gen'rous ſhame, [ flame. 
Th'unconquerable "mind, and freedom's "holy 


= ER 


Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's ſteep; 
Tſles, that crown th'Egean deep; 
Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves; 
Or where Mzander's amber waves 
In ling'ring lab'rinths creep, 
How do your tuneful echoes languiſh ! 


* Mute, but to the voice of anguiſh ! 


Where each old poetic mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around ; 
Ev'ry ſhade and holtow'd fountain 


Murmur'd deep a ſolemn found ; 


2 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| They fought, oh Albion ! next OE: — 
A circled coaſt. 


In thy green lap was Nature's darlin 4 laid, 


To him the mighty mother did unv veit 
| Her awful face : 


. | Richly paint the vernal year: 


| 


| Clos'd his eyes in endleſs night. 


| Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 
| Two courſers of ethercal race, 


_ | Bright-e -ey' Fancy, hov'ring o'er, 


| Oh, lyre divine, what daring ſpirit 
| Wakes thee now ? 


Book II. 


Till the ſad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Left their Parnaſſus for the Latian plains ; 
Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant pour, 
And coward vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loft, 


1 | 


Far from the ſun and ſummer-gale, 
W hat time, where lucid Avon ſtray” 


the dauntleſs child 
Stretch'd forth its little arms, and ſmil'd. 
This pencil take (the faid) whole colours clear 


Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal boy! 
This can unlock the gates of joy; 
Of horror that, and thrilling fears, | 

Or ope the ſacred ſource of ſympathetic tears. 


SIT. 3, 


Nor ſecond he, that rode ſublime 
Upon the ſeraph-wings of extaſy, 
The ſecrets of th'abyſs to ſpy. 
He paſs'd the flaming bounds of place and time. 
The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze, 

He ſaw; but, blaſted with exceſs of light, 


Behold, where Dryden's leſs pre ſumptuous car 


With necks in thunder cloth'd, and hag: re · 
W pace. 

III. * 

Hark, his hands the lvre explore! | 


Scatters from her pictur'd urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn, 
But ah! 'tis heard no more 


Tho? he inherit 
Nor the pride nor ample pinion 

That the Theban eagle bear, 

Sailing with ſupreme dominion 

Thro? the azure deep of air; 

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Muſe's ray, 
With orient hues unborrow'd of the ſun : 

Vet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate; [Great! 
Beneath the Good how far!—bur far above the 


— . 
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Rum ſcize thee, ruthleſs king, 
Confuſion on thy banners wait; 
* Tho? fann'd by conqueſt's crimſon wing, 


þ 


They mock the air with idle ſtate ! | 
ie: | Hela, 
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Book II. 


Helm, nor Hauberk's twiſted mail, 
Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail 
To ſave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears 
duch 2 the ſounds that o'er the creſted 
pride : oo | 
Of the Firſt Edward ſcatter'd wild diſmay, 
As down the ſteep of Snowden's ſhaggy tide 
He wound with toilſome march his long array. 
Stout Glo'ſter ſtood agliaſt in ſpeechleſs trance! 
To arms ! cry'd Mortimer, and couch'd his 
c PLES 
EI 1 
On a rock, whoſe haughty brow | 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the fable garb of woe, 965 
With haggard eyes the poet ſtood; 
(Looſe his beard, and hoary hair | | 
Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) 
And, with a maſter's hand and prophct's fire, 
Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 
© Hark, how each giant-oak and deſart cave 
Sch to the torrent's awful voice beneath ! 
Ober thee, oh King! their hundred arms they 
© wave, : — © | | 
© .cvenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 
cal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 
o * Hoel's harp, or ſoft Lewellyn's 
411 Ye, | - 
EY i 5 I. 3. | 
© Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 
That huſh'd the ſtormy main: 
*Prave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy. bed: 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain | 
* Modred, whoſe magic ſong | | 
* Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topp'd 
On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie [head. 
Smear'd with gore, and ohaſtly pale: 
Far. far aloof th'affrighted ravens fail : 
The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
Dear Joſt companions of my tuneful art, 
Pear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
Pear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
Je dy'd amidft your dying country's cries— 
No more I weep. They do not fleep. | 
* On yonder cliffs, a iſly band, 
'1 lee them fit, they linger yet, 
Avengers of their native land: 4 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And weave with bloody hands the tiſſue of 
6 thy line.” | | 3 
„ 
Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 
5 The winding - ſheet of Edward's race. 
ve ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 
4 Mark the year, and mark the night, 
When Severn ſhall re-echo with atfright 


The ſhrieks of death, through Berkley's roofs 
that ring, x = 
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LY 
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—— 
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* Gone to ſalute the riſing morn. 
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DIDACTIC, DESCREPFIVE, xc. 405 
1% She- wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 


That tear'ſt. the bowels of thy mangied mate, 


| « From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 
© The ſcourge of Heay'n, What terrors round 


„him wait! 


3 | II. 8 
0 Mighty Victor, mighty Lord! 5 
Low on his fun'ral couch he lies; 
„No pitying heart, no eye, afford, 


A tear to grace his obſequies. 
Is the ſable warrior fled? 3 
Thy ſon is gone: He reſts among the dead. 


«© The {warm that in thy noon- tide beam were 

lb born, 

« Fair laughs the morn, and ſoft the zephyt 
| 6 blows, * „„ 

« While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 


In gallant trim the gilded veſſel goes; 
© Youth on the prow, and pleaſure at the helm; 
« Regardleſs of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 
© That, huſh'd in grim repoſe, expects his even 


6 ing prey. 
« Fill high the ſparkling bowl, 
The rich repaſt prepare, 


Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt; 


“ Cloſe by the regal chair 
« Fell thirſt and famine fcow] | 


A baleful ſinile upon their baffled gueſt. 
„Heard ye the din of battle bray, 
„Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe? 


Long years of havoc urge their deftin'd courſe, 


And through the kindred ſquadrons mou their 


« way. | 5 
« Ye tow'rs of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 
« With. many a foul and midnight murder fed, 


Revere his conſort's faith, his father's fame, 


And ſpare the meek uſurper's holy head. 


Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 
<« Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we ſpread! 


«© The briftled boar in infant gore 
«© Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade. 


% Now, Brothers, bending oer th'accurſed loom, 
| © Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his 


% doom. 
„ 
« Edward, lo! to ſudden fate 


« (Weave we the woof, The thread is ſpun.) 


Half af thy heart we conſecrate. . 
(The web is wove. The work is done.)“ 

« Stay, oh ſtay | nor thus forlorn, 
Leave me unbleſs'd, unpity'd, here to mourn : 
In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 


They melt, they vanith from my eyes. 


But oh ! what ſolemn fcenes on Snow.icn's 
height | 


« Viſions of glory! ſpare my aching fight, 


* The muicks of an agonizing king ! = 


* Ye unborn ages crowd not on my ſoul! 


wes = -- Ne 


«© Amazement in his van with flight combin'd, 


* Deſcending flow their glitt ring kirts unroll! 
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Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-lingz | 


9 They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and, ſoaring as ſhe figs, 


Haurtles in the darken'd air. 


Shafts for ſhuttles dipt in gore, 


© No more our long-loſt Arthur we bewail. 
© All aha. ye genuine kings, Britannia's ile, 
c hail! 
| III. 2. 
© Girt with many a baron bold, 


© Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 


And gorgeous dames, and ſtateſmen old 


In bearded majeſty, appear. 


© In the midſt, a form divine! 


© Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face, 
Attemper'd ſweet to virgin grace! 


What ſtrings ſymphonious tremble in the air! 


What ſtrains of vocal trauſport round her pley ! 
Hear from the grave, great Talieſſin, hear 


Waves in the eye of Heay® aher many colour d 
wiags. 5 
1 3. 
The verſe adorn again 
6 Fierce War, and faithful Love, | 
And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction areſt. 
© In buſkin'd meaſures move 
Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 
« With Horror, tyrant o of the throbbing breaſt. 
A voice, as of che cherub:choir, 
© Gales from blooming Eden bear; 
And diftant warblings leſſen on my ear, 
© That loſt in long fururity expire. 


" cloud, [ day ? 
« Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of 
* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 


And warms the nations with redoubled i ray. 


Enough for me: with joy I fee 

The diffrent doom our fates aſſign. 

Be thine Deſpair and ſcepter'd Care; 

To triumph and to die are mine.” 

He ſpoke, and headlong, from the mountain's 
height, --:- . [maght. 


- Deep in bad ks tide he plung'd to endleſs 


3 79. The Fatal Sifers. 3 04e. GRA. 


TOW the ſtorm begins to lowr 
(Hatte, the loom "of hell pr _ 
Iron fleet of arrowy ſhow'r : 


Glitt'ring lances are the loom, 


Where the duſky warp we firain, 


Weaving many a ſoldier's doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane. 


See the grilly texture grow 
('Tis of human entrails made) 
Ano the weights that play below, 
Each a galping warrior's head. 


Shoot the trembling chords along : 
Sword that once a monarch bore, 


Keep the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


[ 


| 


Miſta, black terrific maid, 
Sangrida and Hilda, ſee 
Join the wayward work to aid: 
Tis the woof of victory. 


Ere the ruddy ſun be fet, 


| Pikes muſt ſhiver, jav'lins ſing, 


Blade with clatt'ring buckler _ 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


| (Weave the crimſon web of war) 
| Let us go, and let us fly, | 
here our friends the conflict ſhave, - 


Where they triumph, where they die. 


As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading thro? th'enſanguin'd field, 


| Gondula and Geira ſpread 


O'er the youthful bing your ſhield, 


We the reins to ſlaughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare : 


| Spite of danger he ſhall hve. 
| (Weare the crimſon web of war.) 


They, whom once the deſart beach 


Pent within its bleak domain, 


Soon their ample ſway ſhall ſtretch 


O'er the plenty of the plain. 


{ Low the dauntleſs earl is laid, 
| Gor'd with many a gaping ne APY 


Fate demands a nobler head; 
| | Soon a king ſhall bite the ground. 


Long his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 
Fond, impious man, think'f thou yon ſanguine | 


Ne'er again his likeneſs ſee ; 
Long her ſtrains in ſorrow — | 
Strains of immortality ! 


Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the ſun. 


| Siſters, weave the web of death. 


Siſters, ceale : The work is done. 


| Pail the taſk, and hail the hands! 
Songs of joy and triumph ing; 
Joy to the victorious bands; 


Triumph to the younger king. 


Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 


Learn che tenour of our foag : 
Scotland, thro! each winding vale, 


| Far and wide the notes prolong. 


| Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed ! 
Each her thund'ring faulchion wid 


Each beſtride her ſable ſteed. 
Hurry, hurry, to the field! 


d 80. The Deſcent of Odin. An Ode. GRAY: 


[JPROSE the king of men with ſpeed, 


And ſaddled ftrait his coal - black ſteed: 


| Down the yawning ſteep he rode, 


That leads to Hela's drear abode. 

Him the dog of darkneſs ſpv'd: 

His ſhaggy throat he open'd wide, 
While — his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diſtill'd. Hon 


Book II Boox II. 
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UI Boon II. DI DACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c, 


RAY: 


Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow and fangs that grin ; 
And long purſues, with fruitleſs yell, 
The father of the pow'rful ſpell. 
Onward till his way he takes 
{The groaning earch beneath him ſhakes) 
Till full before his fearleſs _ On 
The portals nine of hell ariſe. _ 

Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 
By the moſs-grown pile he ſat, =. 
Where long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the Prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 
Thrice he trac'd the Runic rhyme ; 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verſe that wakes the dead; 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a ſullen found. 

55 PROPHETESS. | 

What call unknown, what charms preſume 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? Ds 
Who thus afflicts my troubled ſprite, 
And drags me from the realms of night? 
Long on theſe — bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driving rain ! 
Let me, let me ſleep again. | 


Who is he, with voice unbleſt, 
That calls me from the bed of reſt ? 
„ a. 
A traveller, to thee unknown, 
Is he that calls ; a warrior's ſon. 
Thou the deeds of light ſhall Know; 
Tell me what is done below : 
For whom yon glitt'ring board is ſpread, 
Dreſt for whom you golden bed ? 


5  _ PROPHETESS. 
Mantling in the goblet, ſee 
The pure bev'rage of the bee ; 
Oer it hangs the ſhield of gold: 
Tis the drink of Balder bold. 
Balder's head to death is given. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heav'n! 
Unwilling I my lips uncloſe : 
cave me, leave me to repoſe, | 
| | : Op. 
Once again my call obey : 
Propheteſs, ariſe, and fav, 
What dangers Odin's child await, 
Who the author of his fate? 
25 PRO PHETEss. | 
In Hoder's hand the hero's doom; 
His brother ſends him to the tomb. 
ow my weary: lips I cloſe : 
ve me, leave me to repoſe. 


| OpiN. 
Propheteſs, my ſpell obey; 


nce again ariſe, and ſay, 
ho th avenger of his guilt, 


By whom ſhall Hodcr's blood be ſpilt? 


1 


| Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven hair, 


p _— 


| 


—_— 


1 


3 


0 n „ 


| 


1 
On her ſhadow long and gay 
| Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 


| 


PROPHETESS. e 
In the caverns of the Weſt, 

By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 

A wond'rous boy ſhall Rinda bear, 


Nor waſh his viſage in the ſtream, 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam, 


Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall (mile 

Flaming on the funeral pile. | 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 

Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


Prophereſs, awake, and ſay, 


5 n 
Vet a while my call obey; 


What Virgins theſe, in ſpeechleſs woe, 
That bend to earth their ſolemn brow, 


That their flaxen treſſes tear, 


And ſnowy veils, that float in air? FS 


Tell me whence their ſorrows roſe ? 
Then I leave thee to repoſe. | 


5 Tor nErgss. 
Ha! no Traveller art thou, 
King of Men, I know thee now! 
Mightieſt of a mighty line 
5 On. 
No boding Maid of {kill dirine 
Art thou, nor Propheteſs of good, 


But mother of the giant-brood! 


's PROPHETESS. 
Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home 


That never ſhall enquirer come 
To break my iron-fleep again, 


Till Lok has burſt his tenfuld chain: 


Never, till ſubſtantial Night 


Has re- aſſum'd her ancient right; 
Till wrapt in flames, in ruin hurl'd 
Sinks the fabric of the world, _ 


$ 81. The Triumphs of Owen. AFragment.Geav, 


OVEN's praiſe demands my fong, 
Owen ſwift, aud Owen ſtrong ; 
Faireſt flow'r of Roderic's ſtem, 
Gwyneth's ſhield, and Britain's gem. 
He nor heaps his brooded ftores, 


Nor on all profulely pours : 


Lord of ev'ry regal art, 

Lib'ral hand and open heart. | 
Big with hoſts of1 mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came; 
This the force of Eirin hiding; 

Side by fide as proudly riding, 


There the Norman fails afar 


| Catch the winds, and join the war: 


Black and huge along they ſweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 
Dauntleſs on his native ſands 


The dragon-ſon of Mona ſtands ; : 
In 
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Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild; 


410 


In glitt'ring arms and glory dreſt, 
High he rears his ruby cre 

There the thund'ring ſtrokes begin, 
There the preſs, and there the din; 
Talymalfra's rocky ſhore 

Echoing to the battle's roar. 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thouſand banners round him burn : 
Where he points his purple ſpear, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book II. 


| | That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare, 
Aud Anjou's heroine, and the paler Roſe, 

The rival of her crown and of her woes, 

And either Henry there, 

The murder'd Saint, and the majeſtic Lord | 

That broke the bonds of Rome. 

(Their tears, their little triumphs o'er, 

Their human paſſions now no more, 


Save Charity, chat glows beyond the comb). 


Haſty, hafty Rout is there | All that on Granta's fruitful plain 


Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to top, and ſhame to fly. | 
There Confuſion, Terror's child; 1 | 


Agony, that pants for breath; 
Deſpair, and Honourable Death. 


& - &. V * 


$82, Ode on the Laſtallation of the Duke of 
Grafton. Irregular. GRAY. | 
4e 
ef 


ENCE, avaunt ('tis holy ground) 
Comus, and his midnight crew, 

And Ignorance with looks profound, 
« And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 

« Mad Sedition's cry profane, 

% Seryitude that hugs her chain, 

& Nor in cheſe conſecrated bow'rs [flow'rs.. 
„I. et painted Flatt'ry hide her ſerpent - train in 
« Nor Envy bale, nor creeping Gain, 

« Darc the Mluſe's walk to ſtain, | | 
« While bright-ey'd Science watches round: 
% Hence, away, 'tis holy ground!“ | 


From yonder realins of empyrean day 

Burſts on my car twindignant lay: | 

There fit the fainted Sage, the Bard divine, 

The few whom Genius gare to ſhine 

Thro' ev'ry unborn age, and undiſcover'd clime. | 

Rapt in celeſtial tranſport they, 

Yet hither oft a glance from high 

They fend of tender ſympathy | 

To blcis the place, where on their op ring foul 

Firſt the genuine ardor ſtole. 

Twas Milton ſtruck the decp-ton'd ſhell, 

And, as the choral warblings round him ſwell, 

Meek Newton's ſelf bends fiom his ftarc fablime. 

And nods his hoary head, and liftens to the | 
« Ye brown o'cr-arching groves, rhyme. 

& That contemplation low es, 

4 Where willowy Camus lingers with delight ! 

Oft at the bluſh of dawn 

« J trod your level lawn, 

« Oft woo'd the gleam of Cynthia filv er-bright 

« In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 

„With Freedom by my fide, and ſoft - ey'd 

66 Melancholy. " 


But hark ! the portals ſound, and pacing forth | 
Wich ſolemn ſteps and flow, 

High Potentates, and Dames of royal birth, 
And mitred Fathers in long order go : 
Great Edward, with the lilies on his brow 
From haughty Gallia torn, 


nn 


* 


1 


And to thy juſt, thy gentle hand 


Thy ſteady courſe of honour keep, 


The Star of Brunſwick ſmiles ſerene, 


And ſad Chatillon, on her bridal morn 


Rich ſtreams of regal bounty pour'd, 


And bade theſe awful fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning . 


I And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 
The liquid language of the ſkies : 


hat is grandeur ? what is pow'r ? 
| © Beavier toil, ſuperior pain. | 
„What the bright reward we gain; > 


« Ihe grateful mem'ry of the Good. 
„ $ivcet is the breath of vernal ſhow'r, 
„The bee's collected treaſures ſweet, 


I Sweet muſic's melting fall, but ſweeter yet 

| Il «© The ſtill ſmall voice of Gratitude. 9g 

| Foremoſt, and leaning from her golden cloud, 

The venerable Marg'ret fee | 

„Welcome, m 
„ To this, thy 


my noe Son (lhe cries aloud) 
indred train, aud me : 

« Pleas'd in thy lineaments we trace 

„A Tudor's fre, a Beaufort's grace. 
„Thy lib'ral heart, thy judging eye, 

I he flow'r nnheeded ſhall deſery, 

« And hid it round heav'n's altars ſhed 

«© The fragrance of its bluſuing head: 

« Shall raiſe from earth the latent gem 


To glitter on the diadem. 


Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 
Not obvious, not obſtruſive, ſhe 

4% No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings ; 
Nor dares, with courtly tongue refin'd, 

„ Profane thy inborn royalty of. mind: 

* She reveres herſelf and thee. 

« With modeſt pride to grace thy youthful him 
„The laureate wreath, that Cecil wore, f 


brings 
„ Submirs the faſces of her ſway, 
+ While ſpirits bleſt above, and men below [lay 


© Join with glad voice the loud ſymphoails 


« Thro' the wild waves as thev roar 
« Wirth watchful eye and dauntleſs mien 


© Nor fear the rocks, nor ſeek the ſhore : 


&« And gilds the horrors of the deep.” 


$ 83. A Prayer for Indifference. 


Orr I've implor'd the gods in vain, 
And pray'd till I've been weary : 


For once I'll try my wiſh to gain, 
Of Oberon the Fairy. | 


Sweet airy being, wanton ſprite, 
That lurk'ſt in woods unſcen, 

And oft by Cynthia's ſilver light 
Tripp'ſt gaily o'er the green; 


GREvIL Il 
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ITHO 
W. Thel 


book II. DIDACTIC, 


fer thy pitying heart was mov: d, 
As ancient ſtories tell, 

nd for th? Athenian majd who lov'd, 
Thou ſought'ſt a wondrous ſpell ; 


0h ! deign once more t'exert thy pow'r; 
Haply ſome herb or tree, 

Sov "reign as juice of weſtern flow'r, 
Conceals a balm for me. 


aſk no kind return of love, 

No tempting charm to pleaſe ; 
Far from the heart thoſe gifts remove 
That fighs for peace and eaſe: 


Nor peace nor eaſe the heart can know, 
Which, like the needle true, | 
uras at the touch of joy or Leg 

But, turning, trembles too. 


Far as diftreſs the ſoul can wound, 

'Tis pain in each degree: 

Tis bliſs but to a certain bound; 
Beyond is agony. 

Take then this treach'rous ſenſe of mine, 
Which dooms me ſtill to ſmart ; 
Which plcaſure can to pain refine; | 

To pains new pangs impart. 
Oh! haſte to ſhed the ſacred balm ! 
My ſhatter'd nerves new ftring ; 
And for my gueſt, ſcrenely calm, 
The nymph Indiff rence bring. 


At her approach, ſee Hope, fee F car, 
See Expectation fly; 

And Diſappointment in the rear, 
That blaſts the promis'd joy. 


The tear which pity taught to flow, 
The eye ſhall then diſown; 

The heart that melts for others woe, 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 


The wounds which now cach moment bleed, 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe ; | 

And tranquil days ſhall ſtill ſucceed 

To nights of calm repoſe. | 


0 fairy elf! but graat me this, 
This one kind comfort ſend ; 
And fo may never-fading bliſs 
Thy flow'ry paths attend! 


o may the glow-worm's glimm'ring light 
Thy tiny footſteps lea 
0 * new region of delight, 

Unknown to mortal tread. 


ind be thy acorn-goblet fill'd 

Wich heav'n's ambroſial dew; 

From ſweeteſt, freſheſt flowers diſtill'd, 
That ſhed freſh ſweets for you. 


75 what of life remains for me 
Il pais in ſober caſe ; 
Balf-plcas'd, contented will I 6 
Content but half to pleale. 


are, 


d, 
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84. The Fairy's uf ber ' Mrs. Grevi!le's 
| Prayer for Indifference. 
By the Counteſs of C———. 
WTHOUT preamble to my friend, 
Theſe haſty lines I'm bid to ſend, 


DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


— 


on. 
Or give, if I am able : | 
I dare not heſitate to fay, 


Tho” I have trembled all the day— 
It looks ſo like a fable. 


Laſt night's adventure is my theme ; 3 


| And ſhould it ſtrike you as a dream, ; 


Vet ſoon its high import 


| Muſt make your own the matter ſuch, 


So delicate, it were too much | 


1 [ To be compos'd in ſport. 


| The moon did ſhine ſerenely bright, 


And ev'ry ſtar did deck the night, 


| While Zephyr fann'd the trees; 


| No more affail'd my mind's repoſe, 


Save that yon ſtream, which murm'ring fow 8. 
Did echo to the breeze. 


| | Enwrapt | in ſolemn thoughts, I ſate, 


Revolving o'er the turns of fate, 
Yet void of hope or fear; 


| When lo! behold an aery throng, 


With lighteſt ſteps, and jocund long, 


Surpriz'd my eye and ear. 


| A form, ſuperior to the reſt, 
| His little voice to me addreſt, 


And gently thus began : 
C I've heard ftrange things from one of you; 


„Pray tell me if you think *tis true; 


« Explain it if you can. 


% Such incenſe has perfum'd my — k 

Such eloquence my heart has won! 
„think I gueſs the hand: 

I know her wit and beauty too; 

„Rut why ſhe ſends a roy” r ſo news 
I cannot underſtand. 


| « To light ſome flames, and fone revive, 


To keep ſome others juſt alive, 


Full oft L am implor d; 

« But, with peculiar pow'r to pleaſe, 

« To ſupplicate for nought but caſe— 
« *Tis odd, upon my word! | 


Tell her, with fruitleſs care I've ſought, 
| © And tho? my realms, with wonders traught, 
In remedies abound, 
| © No grain of cold Indifference 
&« Was ever yet ally'd to ſenſe 
In all my fairy round. 


„% The regions of the ſł I'd trace, 


I'd ranſack ev'ry.carthly place, 

% Each leaf, each herb, each flow? r, 
&« To mitigate the pangs of fear, 
« Diſpel the clouds of black deſpair, 


or lull the reſtleſs hour. 


41 Tone be _ rous as * juſt, 
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| Pwou'ld put your mind into a rage; 
Aud ſuch une: qual war to wage 
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«« Suits not my regal duty ! 
« I dare not change a firſt decree, 
She's doom d to pleaſe, nor can be free; 
„Such is the lot of beauty!“ 


This ſaid, he darted o'er the plain, 
And after follow'd all his train; 
No glimpſe of him I find: 
But ſure I am, the little ſpright = 
Theſe words, before he took his flight, 

Imprinted on my mind. F 


— — 


| 8 85. The Begzar”; Petition. | ANON. 
Or the ſorrows of a poor old man, 


1 Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to 
your door, 


Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan „ 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Oh! give relief, and Heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 


Thefe tatter d clothes my poverty beſpeak ; 


Theſc hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd vears ; 
And manv a furrow in my grief-worn check 


Has been the channel to a flood of tears. 


Von houſe, erected on the riſing ground, 


With tempting aſpect drew me from my road; 
For Plenty there a reſidence has found, 


And Grandeur a magnificent abode. 


Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 
Here, as I crav'd a morſel of their bread, 


A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 
To leck a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 


Oh ! take me to your hoſpitable dome ; 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing 1s the cold ! 


Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, 


For I am poor, and miſcrably old. 


Should I reveal the ſources of my grief, 

It ſoft humanity c'cr touch'd your breaft, 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tcars of pity would not be repreſt. 


Hcav'n ſends misfortunes ; why ſhould we re⸗ 


ine? 


Tis Heav'n has brought me to the Rate you ſee; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The Child of Sorrow and of Miſery. | 


A little farm was my paternal lot, | 


My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 


My daughter, once the comfort of ine age, 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 


Is caft abandon'd on the world's wide ffage, 


And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife, fwert ſoother of my care ! 
Struck with fad anguiſb ut the ftern decree, 
Fell, ling ring fell, a victim io detpair, 


And left the world to wretchedaels and me. 


Pity the forrows of a poor old man, dor; 

Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your 

Whoſe days are dwindled to the horteſt ſpan. 

Oh! give relief, aad Hicar'n #311 beſs your 
ſtore. | | 


| 


Then, like the lark, | ſprightly hail'd the morn; 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot ; 


| 'T was here our fires, exulting from the fight, 
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$ 86. Pollio. An Elegiac Ode; written in j 
Word near R—— Caſtle, 1762. Micky, 


Hee Truvem ſentire, Deoſque Cunctos 
Sem bonam certamque domum reporto. Hoy 


; E peaceful cy'ning breathes her baln 


The playful ſchool - boys wanton o'er q 


Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the cottage-duy 


The villagers in ruſtic joy convene. 


Amid the ſecret windings of the wood, 


With ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray; 


This is the hour when to the wiſe and good 


The beav'nly maid repays the toils of day, 


The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 


\Vhiſpers the gently-waving boughs among 
The ftar of ev'ning glimmers er the dale, 


And leads the filent hoſt of Heav'n along, 


How bright, emerging o'er yon broom-(| 
height, 

The ſilver empreſs of the night appears; 
Yon limpid pool reflects a fiream of light, 

And faintly in its breaft the woodland bears 
The waters tumbling o'er their rockv bed, 
Solemn and conſtant, from yon dell refound 
The lonely hearths blaze oer the diſtant glad 
The bat, lIow-whecling,fkims the duſæy groun 


Auguſt and hoary, o'er the ſloping dale 

The Gothic abbey rears its ſcuſptur'd tows 
Dull through the roofs reſounds the whifl\ 
| Dark ſolitude among the pillars jowrs. gate 
| Where yon old trees bend o'er a place of cr 
And foicmn ſhade a chapel's fad remains, 


| Where yon ſcath'd poplar through the winde 
E waves, | 


And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuſvns 
There oft, at dawn, as one forgot behind. 
Who longs to follow, yet unknowing when 

Some hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtaff rechn'd, 
Pores on the graves, and fighs a broken pray 
High o'er the pines, that with their dark'ning ſha 

Surround yon, eraggy bank, the caſtle rears 
Its crumbling twrrets : ſtill its row'rv head 

A warltke mien, a fullen grandeur wears, 


| | So, midſt the ſnow of age, a boaftful air 


Still on the war- worn vet'ran's brow attend 
Still his big bones his youthful prime declare, 
Tho” trembling oer the feeble crutch he bend 
Wild round the gates the duſky wall - flow 
creep, | | (have 
Where oft the knights the beautcous dal 
Gone is the bow'r, the grot a ruin'd heap, 
Where bays and ivy o'er the fragments {p'* 


Great in their bloody arms, march'd oꝰer th i 

Ey ing their reſcu'd fields with proud delight 

Now loſt to them! — and ah how cha 
to me 


This bank, the river, and the fanning brec!* 


The dear idea of my Pollio bring; ( 
So ſhone the moon through theſe ſoft nod 
When here we wander d in the eves of i 
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Book II. 


When April's ſmiles the flow'ry lawn adorn, 


OK [] 
nin 
KLE, 
When fragrant orchards to the roſeat morn 
. Hor 
” balm 
[Arcen 


dy'd, | 
8o fair a bloſſom gentle Pollio wore z 
To him the letter'd page diſplay'd its lore ; 
To him bright Fancy all her wealth reſign'd; 


Him, with her pureſt flames the Muſe endow'd, 
Flames never to th'illib'ral thought ally'd; 
The lacred ſiſters led where Virtue glow'd 


Oh, partner of my infant griefs and joys ! 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIYE, &c. 


| Vain is the wiſh—yet ſurely not in vain 
And modeſt cowſlips deck the ſtreamlet's fide; | 


Unfold their bloom, in heav'n's own colours | 


In all her charms : he ſaw, he felt, and dy'd. | 
| Reftor'd creation bright before them roſez 


unon; WH Big with the ſcenes now paſt, my heart o'er- 
ale, Bids each endearment, fair as once, to riſe, flows; 


And dwells luxurious on her melting woes. 
Oft with the riſing ſun, when life was new, 


'S; Oft by the moon have bruth'd the ev'ning dew ; 
ht, When all was fearleſs innocence and glee. 
| bears 


The fainted well, where von bleak hill declines, 
Has oft been conſcious of thoſe happy hours ; 
But now the hill, the river crown'd with pines, 


ed, 
ound 


t gd And fainted well, have loft their cheering | 
For thou art gone, My guide, my friend ! oh, | 
tows : where, ; 5 [ hind! 
hiſthh Where haſt thou fled, and left me here be- 
;. ga My tend'reſt with, my heart to thee was bare, 
f crare Oh, now cut off each paſſage to thy mind ! 


ains, | 
Winde The trackleſs ſhores that never were repaſs'd! 
Dread ſeparation ! on the depth untry'd, 


C1 Hope faulters, and the foul recoils aghaſt! 


Aloug the woodland have I roam'd with thee; | 


How dreary is the gulph ! how dark, how void, | 


N 


ls — 2 


d. Wide round the ſpacious heav'ns I caſt my eyes: 
And ſhall theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire! 
n d, Nill ſhine the lifeleſs glories of the ſkies ! = 
n pray And could thy bright thy living ſoul expire! 
ing ker be the thought! The pleaſures moſt ſublime, 
rears The glow of friendthip, and the virtuous tear, 
end The tow'ring wiſh that ſcorns the bounds of 
cars. time, | | | 
MW Child in this vale of death, but languiſh here. 
attend o plant the vine on Norway's wint'ry land, 
.clare, . The languid ſtranger feebly buds, and dies: 
e ber Let there's a clime where Virtue ſhall expand 
on With godlike firength beneath her native ſkies! 
ave le The lonely ſhepherd on the mountain's fide, 
1s dan ith patience waits the roſy op'ning day: 
ap, The mariner at midnight's darkſome tide, 
ts {pres ith cheerful hope expects the morning ray: 
fight, us I, on life's ſtorm-beaten ocean toſs d, 
er the. In mental viſion view the happy ſhore 
light Where Pollio beckons to the peaceful coaſt, 
chals Vaere Fate and Death divide the friends no 
more! 2 
recie , Ob, that ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, 
bs wo bo now, perhaps, frequents this ſolemn 
_ ould tell the awful ſecrets of the dead, [ grove, 
0 pf 
ö 


And from my eyes the mortal film remove | | Beguile ”= dreary winter mght : 
e ö ; 
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Tan's boſom glows with that celeſtial fire 
Which ſcorns earth's luxuries, which ſmiles at 
pain, | 


And wings his ſpirit with ſublime defire ! 


Io fan this ſpark of Heav'n, this ray divine, 
Theſe were the emblems of his healthful mind; 


Still, O my ſoul! ſtill be thy dear employ; 
Still thus to wander thro” the ſhades be thine, 
And ſwell thy breaſt with vitionary joy ! 
So to the dark -brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, | 
In ancient days, the holy ſeers retir d, 


And, led in viſion, drank at Siloe's fount, 


While riſing extaſies their boſc- is fir'd : 


The burning deſarts ſmil'd as Eden's plains; 
One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin choley 
The flow'ry mountain ſung, Meſſiah reigns !* 
Tho' fainter raptures my cold breaſt inſpire, 

| Yet let me oft frequent this ſolemn ſcene; 

Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, [rween: 
What time the moonſhine dimly gleams be- 


There, where the croſs in hcary ruin nods, 
And weeping yews o'crſhadethe letter'd ſtones, 
While midnight ſilence wraps theſe drear abodes, 
And ſoothes me wand'ring o'er my kingicd 

bones, . | , 
Let kindled Fancy view the glorious morn 
When from the burſting graves rhe juſt ſhall 
All Nature ſmiling, and by angels borne, | riley 

Meſſiali's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies. 


8 87. The Tears of Scotland, SMOLLET,. 
OURN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn oo 
Thy bauiſh'd peace, thy laurels torn. ! 


Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native ground; 


| Thy hotpitable roofs no more 


Invite the ſtranger to the door; 
In ſmoky ruins funk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty. 


The wretched owner ſees, afar, 

His all become the prey of war; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Thea ſinites his breaſt, and curſes life. 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks * 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain; 
Thy infants periſh on the plain, 

What boots it then, in ev'ry clime, 
Thro' the wide-tpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze? 
Thy towing ſpirit now is broke, 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke: 

What foreign arms could never quell, 


By civil rage and rancour fell. 


The rural pipe and mary wy 
No more ſhall cheer the happy 


day: 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 


Book Il, 


Pale ſhiv'ring ghoſts, that dread th'all cheering 
3 light, . [night 
Quick as the lightnings flaſh, glide to ſepulelud 
| But whence the gladd'ning beam 
That pours his purple fircam 
O'er the long proſpect wide? 
'Tis Mirth. I ice her fit 
In majeſty of light, 
With Laughter at her fide. 
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No ſtrains, but thoſe of ſorrow, flow ; 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe, 
While the pale phantoms of the {lata 
Glide nightly o'er the ſilent plain. 


Oh baneful cauſe, oh, fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn! 
The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood ; 
The parent ſhed his ch ldrens blood. 


Vet, when the rage of vattle ceas'd, 


e n 5 | Bright-cy'd Fancy hov'ring ncar, = 

_ The victor's foul was not Me a IJ. Wide bs, 0 her-glancing Sinn in air; The deep 
The naked and forlorn mult feel 3 And young Wit flings his pointed dart, o the b 
Devouring flames and murd nat Reel! Tbat guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart. lu turn { 
The pious mother, doom'd to death, Fear not now Affliction's pow'r, _ When: 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath; = 1 Fear not now wild Paihon's rage, Many ca 
The bleak wind whiſtles round her head; i Nor fear ye aught in evil hour, Yet, in tl 
Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread! Save the tardy hand of Age. By Natur 
Bereft of ſhelter, food, and friend, Now Mirth hath heard the ſuppliant Poet's pray'r, WM You'll ſ⸗ 
She views the ſhades of night deſcend, No cloud that rides the blaſt ſhall vex the m 
And, ſtretch'd beneath th'inclement ſkies, }F -.-.---- -roubled air,. Br the 


Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies! 


Whilſt the warm blood bedews my veins, 


ſhade, 5 


8 89. Odi to Leven Water. SMOLLET, 


Still on thy banks, ſo gaily green, 
May num'rous herds and flocks be ſeen; 


Yet, ame 
hom 


And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, | | | What is 
Reſentment of my country's fate N Leven's banks, while free to rove, 33 
Within my filial breaſt Mall beat; | And tune the rural pipe to love, 8 D * l 
And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, | | Lenvv'd not the happieſt ſwain * cur 
My ſympathizing verte ſhall flow, I That ever trod th'Arcadian plain. i * 
4 \Tourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn Pure ſtream! in whole tranſparent wave 1. wo 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurcls torn !? My youthful limbs I wont to lave, | en FEA 
| 5 . No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource, * Yor 7 
. | I No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, ws 

§ 88. Ode to Mirih. S MOL LEFT. That fivcetly warbles o'er its bed, won 
PARENT of joy! heart-eafing Mum: With whine, raved, poks's pebbles e 
Whether of Venus or Auiora born! 18 e 1 e r e " * 
Yet Goddeſs ſure of heav'uly birth, Fan ee eee, oh 3 . This 1s 1 
Viſit benign a ſon of Grief forlorn: | Tse, Ard” rang and. And tha 
Vi Thy glitt'ring a : The ſalmon, monarch of the tide; rm 

ws, ho 108 The ruthlets pike, intent on war; 
Around him, Mirth, duplay; The filver Co mottled par, , _ ſtr 
2 0 * ＋ raptur d ſenſe I Bevolving from thy parent lake, N55 iy 
* f ” _ Oy influence; 3 | A charming maze thy waters make, 0 2h 10 
e e ee e- d- ag W- Ar KELRF d, By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, Abs 
And flow'r adorn'd in new-born beauty glow : | od Lake Sr dd wie ations. He'll rid 
The grove ſhall ſmooth the horrors of the ne og | S : Another 
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And ſtreams in murmurs ſhall forget to flow. 
Shine, Goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted ray, | day. 
And gild (a ſecond ſun) with brighter beam our 
Labour with thee forgets his pain, 1 | 


And laſſes, c:ranting o'er the pail; 
And thepherds, piping in the dale; | 
And ancient faith, that knows no guile, 
And induſtry, imbrown'd with rol; 
And aged Poverty can ſmile with thee ; || And hearts reſolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 
If thou be nigh, Grief's hate is vain, | The bietlings they enjoy to guard! _ 
And weak th'uplifted arm of Tyranny, ER | | 
The morning opes on high | 
His univerſal eye; 
And on the world doth pour | 
His glories in a golden thow'r. [ray, 
Lo! Darkneſs, trembling fore the hoſtile 
Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn: 
The brood obſcene, that own her gloomy | 
ſway, . x 
Troop in her rear, and fly thiapproach of morn. 
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9 go. An Efſay on Converſation. 

| | * STILLINGFLEETv 
Oderunt hilarem triftes, triſtemque jocoſis 
Sedatum celeres, agilem gnavumque remiſſi 


Ho. 


THE art of Converſe, how to ſooth the ſoul 
1 Of haughty man, his paſſions to controul, 


Benjamin Stillingfleet was the only ſon of Edward Stillingflect, a clergyman in the county of Norfolk 
and grandſon to Dr. Stillingtlect, Biikop of Worceſter. cit — — — ns Yi 
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His pride at once to humble and to pleaſe, 
And join the dignity of life with eaſe, [hand 
Be now my theme. O thou, whom Nature's 
Fram'd for this beſt, this delicate command, 
And taught, when liſping without Reaſon's aid, 
At the ſame time to ſpeak and to perſuade, 
WyYNDHAM, with diligence a while attend, 
Nor ſcorn th'inſtructions of au older friend; 
Who, when the world's great commerce ſhall 
have join'd 5 ES” 
The deep reflection and the ſtrength of mind 
To the bright talents of thy youthful ftate, 
In turn ſhall on thy better leſſons wait, 
Whence comes it, that, in ev'ry art, w 
Many can rife to a ſupreme degree; e 
Vet, in this art, for which all ſeem defign'd 
By Nature, ſcarcely one complete we find ? | 
You'll ſay, perhaps, we think, we ſpeak, we 
move, | 88 . 
By the ſtrong ſprings alone of Selfiſh Love: 
Yet, among all the ſpecies, is there one | 
Whom with more caution than ourſelves we 
What is it fills a puppetſhow or court? [ ſhun ? 
Go none but for the profit or the ſport? 
If ſo, why comes each foul fatigu'd away, 
And curſes the dull puppets ſame dull play; 
Yet, unconvinc'd, is tempted ſtill to go? 
Tis that we find at home our greateſt foe. 
Ard reaſon good why folitude we flee: 
Can wants with ſelf- ſufficiency agree ? 
Yet, ſuch our inconſiſtency of mind, 
We court fociety, and hate mankind ! | 
With ſome we quarrel; for they're too ſincere: 
With others; for they're cloſe, reſerv'd, and 
aß 5 | 
This is too learn'd, too prudent, or too wiſe; 
And that, we for his ignorance deſpiſe: 
A voice perhaps our car ſhall harſhly ſtrike, 
Then ftrait e'en Wit itſelf hall raiſe diſlike ! 
Our eye may by ſome feature be annoy'd; 
Bchold at once a character deftroy'd ! 
One's fo good-natur'd, he's beyond all bearing; 
Hel ridicule no friend—tho? out of hearing: 
Another, warm'd with zeal, offends our eyes, 
Becauſe he holds the mirror up to vice. 
No wonder then, fince fancies wild as theſe 
Can move our fpleen, that real faults diſpleaſe. 
Wien Mzevius, ſpite of dulneſs, will be bright, 
And teach Argyle * to ſpeak, and Swift to write; 
When Flavia entertains us with her dreams, 
And Macer with his no leſs airy ſchemes; _ 
ben peeviſhnelſs, and jealouſy, and pride, 
nd int'reſt, that can brother hearts divide, 
i their imagin'd forms our eyeſight hit, 
fan old maid, a poet, peer, or cit; 
at then, you'll ſay, philoſophy refrain, 
ind check the torrent of each boiling vein ? 
= She can ſtill do more; view patlion's ſlave 
"ith mind ſerene, indulge him, and yet fave. 
ut Self-Conceit ſteps in, and, with ſtrict eye, 
us EV'ry man, —and ev'ry man awry ! | 
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| Yer, ſpite of all the fools that pride has 
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That reigning paſſion which, thro” ev'ry Gage 
Of life, ſtill haunts us with unccaſing rage. 
No quality ſo mean but what can raile 
Some drudging driv'ling candidate for praiſe ; 
Ev'n in the wretch, who wretches can de ſpiſe, 
Still ſelf-conceit will find a time to riſe. 
Quintus ſalutes vou with forbidding face, 

| And thinks he carries his excuſe in lace: 
wou aſk, why Clodius bullies all he can? 
Clodius will tell you, he's a gentleman! 
Myrtilla ſtruts and ſhudders falk the ycar 


| With a round cap, that ſhews a fine turn'd ear: 
| The joweſt jeſt makes Delia laugh to death; _ 


Yet ſhe's no fool, —the'as only handſome teeth, 
For the gilt coach with four lac'd ſtaves behind. 
Does all this pomp and ſtate proceed from merit? 
Mean thought! he deems it nobler to inherit: 
While Fopling from ſome title draws his pride, 
Meanleſs, or infamous, or miſappiy'd ; 
Free- maſon, rake, or wit, 'tis juſt the ſame, 
The charm is hence, — he's gain'd himſelf a 
name. | 
| made, 
Tis not on man an uſeleſs burthen laid; 


Pride has ennobled ſome, and ſome diſgrac'd; 
| 3 5 bl 


It hurts not in itſelf, but as *tis plac'd. ¶ bound; 


| When right, its view knows none but virtue's 


When wrong, it ſcarcely looks one inch around. 
Mark! with what care the fair one's critic eye 
Scans o'er her dreſs, nor lets one fault ſlip by; 
Each rebel hair muſt be reduc'd to place 

With tedious ſkill, and tortur'd into grace; 
Betty muit o'er and o'er the pins ditpoſe, 


| Till into modith folds the drapery flows, 


And the whole frame is fitted to expreſs 


The charms of decency and nakedneſs. 
| Why all this arr, this ſabour'd ornament ? 


To captivate, you'll cry, no doubt, 'tis meant. 
True. But let's wait upon this fair machine 
From the lone cloſet to the ſocial ſcene; ; 
There view her loud, affected, ſcornful, ſour, 
Paining all others, and herſelf ſtill more. 
What! means ſhe at one inſtant to diſgrace 


The labour of ten hours, her much lov'd face? 
| Why, 'tis the ſelf-ſame paſſion gratify'd; 
| The work 1s ruin'd that was rais'd by pride, 


Let, of all tempers, it requires leaſt pain, 


Could we bur rule ourſelves, to rule the vain. 


{ The prudent is by reaſon only ſway'd; : 
[With him each ſentence and cach word is 


weigh'd: 


The gay and giddy can alone be caught 


By the quick luſtre of a happy thought; 

The miſer hates, unleſs he ſteals your pelf; 

The prodigal, unleſs you rob yourſelf; 

The lewd will ſhun you, if your wife prove 
chaſte ; | | | 

The jcalous, if a ſmile on his be caſt; 

The ſteady or the whimſical will blame, 

Either becauſc you're not, or arc the ſame; 


yle, equally celebrated as a ſtateſman, a warrior, and an orator. He died Septem- 
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The pecviſh, ſullen, ſhrewd, luxurious, raſh, 
Will with your virtue, peace, or int'reſt, claſh ; 
But mark the proud man's prite, how very low! 
Tis but a civil ſpeech, a ſmile, or bow; 
Ve who, puſh'd on by noble ardour, aim 

In ſocial life to gain immortal fame, 
Obſerve the various pathons of mankind; 

Gen'ral, peculiar, fingle, or combin'd : = 
How youth from manhood differs in its views, 
And how old age ftill other paths purſues ; 


Ho zeal in Priſcus nothing more than heats, 


In Codex burns, and ruins all it meets; 
Ho freedom now a lovely face ſhall wear, 
Now ſhock" us in the likeneſs of a bear; 
Hou jealouſy in ſome reſembles hate; 

In others, ſeems but love grown delicate; 
How modeſty is often pride refin'd, 

And virtue but the canker of the mind; 
How love of riches, grandeur, life, and fame, 
_ Wear diff rent ſhapes, and yet are ſtill the ſame. 

But not our pathons only diſagree ; | 
In taſte is found as great variety: _ 
| Sylvius is raviſh'd when he hears a hound; 

His lady hates to death the odious found : 

Vet both love mutic, tho? in diff rent ways; 

He in a kennel, ſhe at operas. 8 

A floriſt ſhall, perhaps, not grudge ſome hours 
To view the colours in a bed of flow'rs: | 
Yet, ſhew him Titian's workmanſhip divine, 
He paſſes on, and only cries, *Tis fine. 

A ruſty coin, an old worm-eaten poſt, 

The mouldy fragment of an author loſt, 

A butterfly, an equipage, a ſtar, 

A globe, a tine lac'd hat, a china jar, 

A miſtreſs, or a faſhion, that is new, 

Have caci their charms, tho? felt but by a few. 
Then ftudy each man's paſſion and luis rafte 3 
The firſt to tofren, and indulge the laſt: 

Not like the wretch who beats doven virtue's 
— | | 

And devizres from the paths of common ſenſe; 
Vho daubs with fulſome flatt'ry, blind and bold, 
The very weakneſs we with grief behold. 
Pailions are common to the fool and wile, 
And all would tide them under art's diſguiſe; 
For fo avow'd in others is their ſhame, | 
None hates them morc than he who has the 
But talte ſeems more peculiarly our own; | ſame. 
_ Andey'ry man is fond to make his known; + 
Proud of a mark he fancies is deſign'd 

By Nature to advance him o'er his kind; 

And, where he ſces that character unpreft, 

With joy he hugs the fav'rite to his breaſt. 

But rhe main firels of all our cares mult lie, 

To watch ourſelves with ſtrict and couſtant eye: 
To mark the working mind, when paſiion's 

courle | | 

Begins to ſwell, and reafon fiill has force; 

Or, if ſhe's conquer'd by the ſtronger tide, 
Obſerve the moments when they firſt ſublide : 
For he who hopes a victory to win 
O'er other men, mult with hyirofelt begin; 


— 


| 
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Elſe; like a town by mutiny oppreſt, 
He's ruin'd by the foe within his breaſt : 


And they alone, who in themfelves oft view u 
Man's image, know what method to purſue. 3 
All other creatures keep in beaten ways; 3 
Man only moves in an eternal maze: | And F\ 
He lives and dies, not tam'd by cultivation, * 
The wretch of reaſon, and the dupe of paſſion; __ 
Curious of Knowing, yet too proud to learn; _ * 
More prone to doubt than anxious to diſcern: And th 
Tir'd with old doctrines, prejudic'd at new; Jet, 6 4 
Miſteking ſtill the pleafing for the true; * " 
Foe to reſtraints approv'd by gen'ral voice, hy ” 
Yet to each fool-born mode a ſlave by choice: af 
1 Of reſt inpatient, yet in love with eaſe; . * 
When moſt goods natur'd, aiming how to teazey — 
Diſdaining by the vulgar to be aw'd, _ - 
| Yet never pleas'd but when the fools applaud: * f a 
By turns ſevere, indulgent, humble, vain; ur 
A trifle ſerves to loſe him, or to gain. 4 on” 
Then grant this trifle, yet his vices ſhun, 3 
Not like to Cato or to Cliias' ſon: ** 
This for each humour ev'ry ſhape could take, * 5 
Ee'n Virtue's own, tho' not for Virtue's ſake; T1 wa 
At Athens rakiſh, thoughtleſs, full of fire; P 5 
| Severe at Sparta, as a Chartreux fryar; Then c 
In Thrace a bully, drunken, raſh, and rude; i n 
In Aſia gay, cfteminate, and lewd | In * 
While the rough Roman, virtue's rigid friend, 1 g | 
Could not, to fave the cauſe he dy'd for, bend: ls 
In him *twas ſcarce an honour to be good: Ifab g 
He more indulg'd a paſſion than ſubdu'd. N a * 
Sce hov the ſkilful lover ſpreads his toils, * 1K 
When eager in purſuit of beauty's ſpoils! b | © | 
Behold him bending at his idol's feet; Ang . 
Humble, not mean; diſputing, and yet ſweet} = ur 
In rivalſhip not fierce, nor yet unmov'd; 0 ifs 
Without a rival, ſtudious to be lov'd ; Tha a 
For ever cheerful, tho? not always witty ; Jt 0 P 
And never giving cauſe for hate or pity: _ Ac ke 
Theſe are his arts, ſuch arts as muſt prevail H A 
When riches, birth, and beauty's ſelf will failt Bl y ps 
And what he does to yain a vulgar end, ge 0 
nall we neglect, to make mankind our friend? Bi po- 4 
Soocd ſente and learning may eſteem obtain; bſurv x 
Humour aud wit a laugh if rightly ta'en ; Wiler 
Fair virtue admiration may impart; ales 
But 'tis good- nature only wins the heart: ith 
It molds the body to an eaſy grace, 80 Riol 
And brightens ev'ry feature of the face: Hea 2 ˖ 
It ſmooths th'unpoliſh'd tongue with eloque? — 
Aud adds perſuaſion to the fineſt ſenſe. > 7 
Yet this, like ev'ry diſpoſition, has - 3 
Fixt bounds, o'er which it never ought to paſoi he wi 
When ſtretch'd too far, its honour dies away ut * 
Its merit tinks, and all its charms decay: — 
Among the goo ] it meets with no = 4" | 


| And to its ruin the malicious draws : 
A ſlave to all, who force it, or entice, 
It falls by chance in virtue or in vice. 


| 
| 


® A'cibiades.., 


Tis true, in pity for the poor it bleeds ; + See 
It clothes the naked, and the, hungry feeds; Þ Pet. 
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f It cheers the ſtranger, nay its foes defends; Heavy by mem'ry made, and, what's the worſt, nn | 
3 But then as oft it injures its beſt friends. At ſecond-hand as often as at firſt: e The | 
Study with care Politeneſs, that muſt teach | And can ey'n patience hear, without diſdain, = | | 
N The modiſh forms of geſture and of ſpeech: The maiming regiſter of Senſe once ſlain? | wt | 
ue. Jn vain Formality, with matron mien, I While the dull features, big with archueſs, ſtrive 1 || 
And Pertneſs, apes her with familiar grin: In vain the forc'd half-ſmilc to keep alive. 1 
| Thev againſt nature for applauſes ſtrain, Some know no Joy like what a word can raiſe, e 
= Diſtort themſelves, and give all others pain: | HauPd thro' a languaye's perplexing maze, 1 
nion; Wl She moves with caſy, tho' with meaſur'd pace, Till on a mate, that ſeems ragree, they light, Iv" | 
rn; And ſhews no part of ſtudy but the grace. Like man and wife that ſtill are oppoſite. ; 1 
NN Yet, ev'n by this, man is but half refin d, | Not lawyers at the bar play more with ſenſe, f 1 
W Ualeſs philoſophy ſubdues the mind: When brought to the laſt trope of eloquence, = i | 38 
| !Tis but a varniſh that is quickly loſt, Than they, on ex 'ry ſubject, great or ſmall, » il 
Gy Whene'er the ſoul in patlion's fea is toſt. | At clubs, or councils, at a church, or ball; _ \ 
* Would you both pleaſe and be inſtructed too, Then cry, we rob them of their tributes due: . 
| Watch well the rage of ſhining to ſubdue; Alas! how can we laugh and pity too? 5 WM! 1 
teazeiſ Hear ev'ry man upon his far'rite theme, While others to extremes as wild will run, 1 
And ever be more knowing than you ſeem. And, with ſour face, anatomize a pun _ 14 
laud: The loweſt genius will . 5 ſome light, | When the briſk glaſs to freedom does entice, 1 
3 Or give a hint that had eſcap'd your tight. And rigid wiſdom is a kind of vice. 
| Doubt, till he thinks you on conviction yield, But let not ſuch grave fops your laughter ſpoil ; 
1 And with fit queſtions let cach pauſe be fill'd; Ne'er frown where ſenſe may innocently ſmile. 
| And the moſt knowing will with pleaſure grant, | Cramp not your language into logic rules ; 
take, You're rather much reſerv'd than ignorant. To roſtrums leave the pedantry of ſchools : 
lake; The rays of wit gild whereſoe'cr they ſtrike, | Nor let your learning always be diſcern'd; . 
ez But are not therefore fit for all alike; | But chuſe to ſeem judicious more than learn'd, 
Pe They charm the lively, but the grave offend, | Quote ſeldom, and then let it be, at leaſt, | 
ade And raiſe a foe as often as a friend; | | Some fact that's prov'd, or thought that's well 
5 Like the reſiſtleſs beams of blazing light, | 8 expe. | 
riend, Bi That cheer the ſtrong, and pain the weakly | But leſt, diſguis'd, your eve it ſhould eſcape, 
bend4 ſight. | ' * 1 Know, pedantry can put on ev'ry ſhape: 
l: If a bright fancy therefore be your ſhare, For, when we deviate into terms of art, 
* Let judgment watch it with a guardian's care: | Unleſs conſtrain'd, we act the pedant's part. 
7 Tis like a torrent, apt to overflow, Or if we're ever in the ſelf- lame key, 
L Unleſs by conſtant government kept low; No matter of what kind the ſubject be, 
And neer ineſficacious paſſes by, | | From laws of nations down to laws of dreſs ; 
wee? Wl But overturns or gladdens all that's nigh : For ſtateſmen have their cant, and belles no leſs, 
J Or elſe, like trees, when ſuffer'd wild to ſhoot, | As good hear Bentley + dictate on epiſtles, 
That put forth much, but all unripen'd fruit; | Or Burman comment on the Grecian whiſtles, 
1 It turns to aſſectation and grimace, | As old Obeſus preach upon his belly, 
4 As like to wit as dulneſs is to grace. | Or Philcunucha rant on Farinelli, 
on 1 How hard ſoeꝰ' er it be to bridle wit, Flirtilla read a lecture on a fan, | | 
ill fale Bi ver mem'ry oft no leſs requires the bit: Or W——d ſet forth the praiſe of Kouli-Khan. 
3 How many, hurry'd by its force away, | But, above all ings, Raill'ry decline; 
friend? For ever in the land of goſſips ſtray! | Nature but few does for that raſk deſign: 
obtain: Uſurp the province of the nurſe to lull, I Tis in the ableſt hand a dang'rous tool); 
BE Without her privilege for being dull! But never fails ro wound the meddling fool: 
| Tales upon 4 4 they raiſe ten ſtories high, For, all muſt grant, it needs no common art 
t: Without regard to uſe or ſymmetry: _ | To keep men patient when we make them tmart, 
| do Ripley *, till his deſtin'd ſpace is fill'd, — Not wit alone nor humour's ſelf will do, | 
: Heaps bricks on bricks, and fancics 'tis. to build. | Without good-nature and much prudence too, 
A ſtory ſhould, to pleaſe, at leaſt ſeem true, To judge aright of perſons, place, and time; 
e apropos, well told, conciſe, and new; For taſte decrees what's low, and what's ſublime; 
And, whenſoc'er it deviates from theſe rules, And what might charm to-day, or or a glaſs, 
he wiſe will ſleep, and leave applauſe to fools. | Perhaps at court, or next day, would not paſs. 
ut others, more intolerable yer, | Then leave to low buffoons, by c ſtom bred, 
The wagg”ries that they ve ſaid or heard repeat, And form'd by nature to be kick'd and fed, 
Ripley,“ ſays Mr. Pope, © was a carpenter employed by a firſt miniſter, who raiſed him to an archi- 
delt, without any genius in the art; and, after ſome wretched proofs of his inſufficiency in public buildings, 
made him Comptroller to the Board ot Works.“ | | 
+ See Bentley on the Epiſtles of Phalaris. — — ee e Tos 
+ Peter Burman, a celebrated Dutch writer, born at Utrecht, 26th of June, 1688. He was Profeſſor of 
Fioqueuce and Hiſtory at the place of his birth, and died 31ſt of _ 1731. | 
2 The 
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The vulgar and unenvy'd taſk, to hit 
All perſons, right or wrong, with random wit. 
Our wile forefathers, born in ſober days, 
Reſign'd to fools the tart and witty phraſe ; 
The motley coat gave warning for the jeſt, 
Excus'd the wound, and ſanctify'd the peſt : 
But we, from high to low, all ſtrive to ſneer, 
Will all be wits, and not the liv? ry wear. 
Pf all the qualities that help to raiſe 
In men the univerſal voice of praiſe, 
Whether in pleaſure or in uſe they end, 
There's none that can with Modeſty contend: 
'Tis a tranſparent veil that helps the fight, | 
And lets us look on merit with delight; _ 
In others, 'tis a kindly light that ſcems 


 Togild the worſt effects with borrow'd beams. 1 


Vet, *tis but little that its form be caught, 
Unleſs its origin be firſt in thought: 

Elſe rebel Nature will reveal the cheat, 
And the whole work of art at once defeat. 

Hold forth upon yourſelf on no pretence, 
Unleſs invited, or in ſelf- defence: | 
The praiſe you take, altho' it be your due, 
Will be ſuſpected, if it comes from you; 
For each man, by experience taught, can tell 
How ſtrong a flatt'rer does v thin him dwell. 
And. if to ſelf-condeinning you incline, 

In ſober ſadacfs, and v ithout deſign 
(For ſome will Ally arrogate a vice 

That from exceſs of virtue takes its rife) 
The world cries-out, why dees he hither come ? 
Let him do penance for his fins at home. 

No part of conduct aſks for {kill more nice, 
Tho' none more common, than to give advice : 
Miſers themſelves in this will not be ſaving 

Unlels their knowledge makes it worth the 
; having. 
And, where's the wonder, when we will obtrude 
An uſetefs gift it meets jngratitude * 
Shun then, unaſk'd, this arduous talk to try; 
Put, it confulted. alk ſmecrity: 
Too ſacred is the welfare of a fr ond, 
To give it up for any ſelfiſh end. 
But uſe one caution, ſift him oer and © er, 
To find if all be not reſolv'd before. | 
It ſuch the Calc, in ſpite of all his art, 
bome word will give the ſoundings of his heart; 
And why ſhould you a bootleſs freedom uſe 
That ſerves him not, and may his friendſhip loſe ? 
Yet ftill on Truth beſtow this mark of love, 
XNeer to commend the thing vou can't approve. 
vincerity has ſuch reſiſtleſs charms, 
She oft the fierceſi of our foes diſarms: 
No art ſhe knows, in native whiteneſs dreſs'd; 
Her thoughts all pure, and therefore all exp ed; 
She takes from error its deformity; | 
And, without her, all other virtues die. 
Bright ſource of goodneſs ! to my aid deſeend, 
Watch o'er my heart, and all my words attend: 
If ſtill thou deign to ſet thy foot below, 
Among a race quite polith*d into ſhow, _ 
Oh! ſave me from the jilt's diilembling part, 
Who grants to all al favours but her heart: 


* Cteſiphe. 
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| While all are pleas'd, and wretched ſoon or late, 


| Be ſure it ever aim at ſome good end; 


And not, like fawning paraſites, unaw'd 
By ſenſe or truth, be ev” ry paſhon” s bawd. 


As chance diſpoſes objects, theſe the will: 


Vet hatred ever will attend on fear; 


| For, if the maſk. of policy you wear, 


Gives one a ſqueeze, another a kind pat; 


| Now jogs a foot, now whiſpers in an ear; 
| Here ſlips a letter, and there caſts a leer, 
Till the kind thing, the company throughout, 


Diſtributes all its pretty ſelf about; 


All but the wiſe, who ſee and ſhun the bait. 
Vet if, as complaiſance requires to do, 
| And rigid virtue ſometimes will allow, 
You ſtretch the truth in favour of a friend, 


To cheriſh growing virtue, vice to ſhame, | 
And turn to noble views the love of fame: 


Be rarely warm in cenſure, or in praiſe; 
Few men deſerve our pailion either ways: 
For half the world but floats *twixt good and ill, 


Tis but a ſee-faw game, where virtue now 

| Mounts above vice, and then ſinks down as low, 
Zeſides, the wiſe ftill hold it for a rule, 

Torruſt that juogment moſt that ſcems moſt cools 

For all that riſes to hyperbole 

Proves that we err, at leaſt in the degree. 

But, if your temper to extremes ſhould lead, 

Always upon thy mdulging fide excced; 

| For, tho? to blame moſt lend a willing ear, 


And, when a neighbour's dwelling blazes out, 
The world will think *tis time to look about. 
Let not the curious from your boſom ſteal 
Secrets, where Prudence ought to ſet her ſeal; 
Yet be ſo frank and plain that, at one view, 
In other things, each man may ſee you thro”: 


The honeſt hate you, and the cunning fear. 
Would you be well receiv*d where'er you? 
Remember, each man vanquiſh'd is a foe ; 
Reſiſt not, therefore, with your utmoſt might, 
But let the weakeſt think he's ſometimes right; 
He, for each triumph you ſhall thus decline, 
Shall give ten opportunities to ſhine: 
Hu lecs, fince once you own'd him to excel, 
That *tis his int'reſt you thould reaſon well; 
And, tho* when roughly us'd he's full of chole 
| As blut'ring Bentley to a brother ſcholar, 
Yet, bv degrees inure him to ſubmit, 


4 Hc's tame, gear in his mouth receives the bit. 


But chiefv agunſt triſting conteſts guard; 
1*Tis here ben ſeems to man molt hard: 
Nor inutate that reſolute old fool * 

| Who undertook to kick againſt his mule. 

| But thoſe who will not hy inſtruction icarly 
How fatal triſſes prove, let ſtory warn. 

| Panthus and Euclio, link'd by friendthip's tie, 
Liv'd each for each, as each for each v ould . 
Like objects pleas-d them, and like 0) 


pain'd ; 
Tas but one ſoul that in two bodies reign 
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| Perverts the end of charming for the fame; 
| To fawn her buſineſs, to deceive her aim : 
She ſmiles on this man, tips the wink on 
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One night, as uſual *rwas their nights to paſs, 
They ply'd the cheerful but ſtill temp'rate glaſs, 
When lo! a doubt is rais'd about a word; 
A doubt that muſt be ended by the ſword! 
One falls a victim, Mark, O man, thy ſhame, 
Becauſe their gloſſaries were not the ſame! 
Could 1 Bailey's ſelf more tenderneſs have ſhown 
For his two tomes of words, tho' half his own? 
For, what remains of failings without end, 
Morals muſt ſome, and ſome the laws muſt mend: 
While others in ſuch monſtrous forms appear, 
As tongue-ty'd Sourneſs, ſly Suſpicion's leer, 
Free- fiſted Rudeneſs, dropfical Pretence, 
Proteus? Caprice, and elbowing Inſolence; 
No caution to avoid them they demand, 
Like wretches branded by the hangman's hand. 
If faith to ſome philoſophers be giv'n, 
Man, that great lord of earth, that heir of heav'n, 
Savage at firſt, inhabited the wood, 525 
And ſcrambled with his fellow-brutes for food; 
No ſocial home he knew, no friendſhip's tie, 
Selfiſh in good, in ill without ally ; | 
Till ſome, in length of time, of ſtronger nerve 
And greater cunaing, forc'd the reſt to ſerve 
One common purpoſe, and, in nature's ſpite, 
Brought the whole jarring ſpecies to unite. 
But might we not, with equal reaſon, ſay 
That ev'ry ſingle particle of clay | | 
Which forms our body, was at firſt defign'd 
To lie for ever from the reſt disjoin'd? _ 
Can this be ſaid, and can it be allow'd, = 
'Twas with its pow'rs for no one end endow'd ? 
If ſo, we own that man at firſt, by art, 
Was ſooth'd to act in ſocial life a part. 
'Tis true, in ſome the leeds of diſcord ſeem 
To contradict this all-uniting ſcherie; | 
But that no more hurts nature's gen'ral courſe, 
Than matter found with a repelling force. | 
Turn we a while on lonely man our eyes, 
And ſee what frantic ſcenes of folly riſe ; 
In ſome dark monaſtery's gloomy cells 
Where formal Cif-prefawing Virtue dwells, 
Bedoz'd with dreams of grace-diftilling caves, 
Of holy puddles, unconſuming graves, 
Of animated plaiſter, wood, and ſtone, 
And mighty cures by fainted ſinners done. 
Permit me, Muſe, flill farther to explore, 
And turn the leaves of ſuperſtition oer; 
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Where wonders upon wonders ever grow, _ 
Chaos of zeal and blindneſs, mirth and woe, 


1 Nathan Bailey, the compiler of 2 Latin and Engliſh Dictionary, aud editer of ſeveral claſſics for the 


uſe of ſchools, He died 27 June, 1742. 
2 St. Dominic, vide ſanfenus (Nic. 
3 Of our Saviour and others, vide Ferrand. 
4 Of Joſeph, vide Molinzum. 
5 St. Cathro's, vide Colganum. 
b St. Anthony. 
7 Vide Life ot St. Colman by Colganus. 
The ſame Life by the ſame author. 
9 Vide Specalum Viz Santi Franciſci. 


Q 


10 St. Munnu gathered thoſe that dropt from him, and put them in their place again. Vide Atta Sanforum, = 


2 Viſions of devils into monkies turn'd, 


That, hot from hell, roar at a finger burn'd; 


3 Bottles of precious tears that ſaints have wept, 


4 And breath a thouſand years in phials kept; 
5 Sun-beams ſent down to prop one friar's ſtaff, 


6 And hell broke looſe to make another laugh; 
7 Obedient fleas, and 8 ſuperſtitious mice; | 


9 Confeſſing wolves, and to ſanctifying lice z 


|| 11 Letters and houtes by an angel carry'd, 


12 And, wond'rous Virgin nuns to Jeſus 
i marry'd! 


One monk, not knowing how to ſpend his time, 
Sits down to find out ſome unheard-of crime, 

| Increaſes the large catalogue of tins, _ 
And, where the ſober finiſh, there begins. 


Of death eternal his decree is paſt, 
For the firſt crime as fix d as 2 the laſt; 
While that, as idle, and as pious too, 
Compounds with falſe religion for the true; 
He, courtly uſhers to the bleſt abodes, _ 

the niceties of forms and modes, 
And makes the rugged path ſo ſmooth and ev'n, 
None but an ill- bred man can miſs of heav'n ! | 
One, heav*a-inſpir'd, invents a frock or hood: 
The taylor now cuts out, and men grow good. 


| Another quits his ſtockings, breeches, thirt, 


Becauſe he fancies virtue dwells with dirt: 


| While all concur to take away the ſtreſs 


From weightier points, and lay it on the leſs; 


| Anx1ous each paltry relique to preſerve 


Of him, whoſe hungry friends they leave to 
= - , | 


Harraſs'd by watchings, abſtinence, and chains, 
| Strangers to joys, familiar grown with pains, 


To all the means of virtue they attend 


Wich ſtricteſt care, and only miſs the end. 
| Can ſcripture teach us, or can ſenſe perſuade, 
| That man for ſuch employments e'er was 


made? | 


| Far be that thought ! but let us now relate 
IA character as oppoſite, as great, 


In him 13, who, living, gave to Athens fame, 


And, by his death, immorrtaliz'd her ſhame. 
Great ſcourge of ſophiſts | he from heav'n 


brought down, 


| And plac'd true wiſdom on th'uſurper's throne : | 
| Philotopher in all things, but pretence, | 
He taught, what they neglected, common ſenſe. 


They, o'er the ſtiff Lyceum form'd to rule; 


He, o'er mankind ;—all Athens was his ſchool : 


it From S. Firman to St. C. lumba, vide Colganuin, Chapel of Loretto. 


12 Maria de la Viſitation. See her Life by Luſignam. 


13 Socrates. 
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420 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book li. 
| The ſober tradeſinan, and ſmart petit-maitre, | 8 97. The Spleen . Green. 


Great lords, and wits, in their own eyes ſtill An Epiſtle to Mr. Cuthbert Jackſon. 
| greater, 


With him grew wiſe; unknowing they were THts motley piece to you I ſend, 

taught; thought: Who always were a faithful friend ; : 

He ſpoke ike them, though not like them he | Who, if diſputes ſhould happen hence, 

Nor wept nor laugh'd at man's perverted ſtate, Can beft explain the author's ſenfe; J 

But left to women this, to idiots that. 1 And, anxious for the public weal, 

View him with ſophiſts fam'd for fierce conteſt, Do, what I fin , fo often feel. 

Or crown'd with roſes at the jovial feaft; | The want of method pray excufe, 
Inſulted by a peevith, noiſy wife, | Allowing for a vapour'd Muſc ; * 

Or at the bar, foredoom'd to loſe his life,. — Nor, to a narrow path coniin'd, 

What moving words flow from his artleſs Hedge in by rules a roving mind. 

| tonguc, The child is genuine, you may trace 
Soblime with cafe, with ie e frrong ! | Throughout the fire's tranſinitted face. 

Vet ſcorn'd to fiatrer vice, or virtue blame; | Nothing is ſtol'n: my Mule, though mcan, 

Nor chang'd to plete, but pleas'd becaute the | Draws from the ſpring ſhe finds within 

ſame; Nor vainly buys what + Gildon ſells, 

The ſame by friends careſs'd, by foes withſtood, | Poetic buckets for dry wells, | 

Still unaffected, cheerful, mild, and good. School-helps Iv ant, to climb on high, 

 Bchold one pazan, drawn in colours aint, Where all the ancient treaſures lic, 

Outſhine ten thouſand monks, tho” each a ſaint! And there, unſeen, commit a theft 

Here let us fix our foot, hence take our view, | On wealth in Greek exchequers left. 

And learn to try falfe merit by the true. Then where? from whom ? what can I ſteal, 

We ſee, when reaſon ſtagnates in the bram, Who only with the moderns deal? 

The dregs of fancy eloud its pureſt vein; _ This were attempting to put on 
But circulation betwixt mind and mind | Raiment from naked bodies won f: 
Extends its courſe, and renders it refin'd. They ſafely ſing before a thief, 

When, warm with youth, we tread the flow ry | They cannot give who want relief; 
1 Some few excepted, names well known, 

All nature charms, and ev” ry fcene looks gay 3 And juſtly lavrel'd with renown, 

Each object gratifics each ſenſe in turn, | Whoſe ſtamp of genius marks their ware, 

Whilſt now for rattles, now for nymphs we | And theft detects: of theft beware; 

burn; From More || fo laſh'd, example , 

 Enflav'd by friendſhip” s or by love's foft ſmile, | Shun petty larceny in wit. 

We ne'er ſuſpoct, becauſe we mean no guile: Firſt know, my friend, I do not mean 

Till, fluſh'd with hope from views of paſt ſucceſs, | To write a Treatiſe on the Spleen ; 

' We lay on ſome main trifte all our ſtreſs; Nor to preſcribe when nerves convulfe; 
| When lo! the miſtreſs or the friend betrays, - Nor mend th'alarum-watch, your pulle. 
And the whole fancy'd cheat of life diſplays: | If I am right, your queſtion lay, 

Stun'd with an ill that from ourtelves aroſe What courſe I take to drive away 

(For Inſtinct rul'd when Reaſon ſhould have The day-mare Spleen, by whoſe falſe rows 
| choſe) | Men prove mere ſuicides in eaſe * 

We fly for comfort to ſome lonely ſcene, + And how I do myſelf demean 

* ictims henceforth of dirt, and drink, and ſpleen. In ſtormy world to live ſetenc? 

Nut let no obſtacles rhar croſs our views, | When bv its magic lantern Spleen | 

Pervert our talents from their deſtin'd uſe; | With frightfol figures ſpreads life's ſcene, 
For, as upon life's hill we upward preſs, | And threat'ning proſſ ie urg'd my fears, 
Our views will be obftructed leſs and *. A ſtranger to the back of heirs ; 1 
Be all falſe delicacy far awav, | Reaſon, ſome quiet to reſtore, 


Left it from nature lead us quite aſtray z ; Shew'd part was ſubſtance, ſhadow more; 
- And, for th'imagin'd vice of human race, 


Deſtro our virtue, or our parts debaſe: 
Since God with Reaſon joins to make us own, 
That 'tis not good for man to ve alone, 


In life's rough tide 1 ſunk not dow n, 
But ſwam, till Fortune threw a ro 


| Buoyaut on bladders fiil'd with "Gag 


„In this Form,” Mr. Melmoth ſays, * there are more original thovghts thrown together thay he ha6 
| Fitzs.foer 16 Lettern. 


ever read in the ſame compaſs of lines. 
+ G:ldon's Art of Poctry. 
| } A painted veſt Prince Voriger had on, 
Which from a naked Pict his grandbre won. 
| Howard: Pr it: 7: Prine's 


n . More Smith, Ela, See Dunciad, B. ii. I. 30. and the notes, where che cixcumBances ot {ls 


trauſaction here alluded to are very fully explained. 
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Book II. 


I always chooſe the plaineſt food 
To mend viſcidity of blood. | 
Hail! water-gruel, healing power, 
Of caſy acceſs to the poor; 
Thy help love's confeſſors implore, 
And doctors fecretly adore; 
To thee I fly, by thee dilute— - 
Through veins my blood doth quicker 
And by ſwift current throws off clean 
Prolific particles of Spleen, 

[ never ſick by drinking grow, 
Nor keep myſelf a cup too low, 
And ſeldom Cloe's lodgings haunt, 
Thrifty of ſpirits, which I want. 
| Hunting I reckon very good 
> ro brace the nerves, and .. 
But after no field-honours itch, 
Atchiev'd by leaping hedge and ditch. 
While Spleen lies ſoft relax'd in bed, 
Or o'er coal-fares inclines the head, 
Hygeia's ſens with hound and horn, 
And jovial cry awake the morn. | 
Theſe fee her from the duſky plight, 
Smear'd by th'embraces of the night, 
With roral wath redeem her face, 
And prove herſelf of Titan's race, 
And, mounting in looſe robes the ſkies, 
Shed light and fragrance as ſhe flies. 
Then horſe and hound fierce joy diſplay, 
Exulting at the hark-away, | 
And in purſuit o'er tainted ground 
Fram lungs robuſt field-notes reſound. 
Then, as St. George the Dragon flew, 
dpleen pigrc'd, trod down, and dying view ; 
While all their ſpuits are on wing, 
And woods, and hills, and vallics ring. 

To cure the mind's wrong bias, Spleen, 
dome recommend the bowling-green ; 
dome, hilly walks; all, exerciſe; 
Fling but a ſtone, the giant dies; . 
Laugh and be well. Monkies have been 
Vtreme good doctors for the ſpleen; 
Aud kitten, if the humour hit, 
Has harlequin'd away the fit. 

dince mirth is good in this behalf; 
At ſome partic lars let us laugh. 
Witlings, briſk fools, curs'd with half ſenſe, 
That ſtimulates their impotence; 
Who bur in rhyme, and, like blind flies, 
Err with their wings for want of eyes. 
Poor authors worſhipping a calf, 
Decp tragedies that make us laugh; 
A ſtrict diſſenter ſaying grace, 
Alect'rer preaching for a place, 
Folks, things prophetic to diſpenſe, 
Making the paſt the future tenſe, 
The popiſh dubbing of a prieſt, 
ne epitaphs on knaves deccas'd, 
breen-apron'd Pythoniſſa's rage, 
Great ZEſculapius-on his ſtage, 
& miſer ſtarving to be rich, 

ne prior of Newgatc's dying ſpeech, 
Jjointur'd widow's ritual ſtate, 
wo.Jews diſputing tete a tctc, 
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DID AC TIC. DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| | Difdainful prudes, who<eaſelefs ply 
A coquet's April-weather face, 
ſhoot, 
II clear my ev'ning with a play, 
_ | Or to ſome cancert take my way. 


| The ſcenes of humour, muſic's flights, 
- | Adjuſt and ſet the ſoul to rights. 


_ 1 Near 


| Owen, by neglecting forrow's wound, 


2 In ſuch dull weather, fo untic 


| When clouds one yard of azure ſky, 
I Thar's fit for ſimile, deay, 


And ſhorten tedious hours with books, | 


And on the drowning world remark : 


* 


| New almanacs compos'd by feers, 
Experiments on felons ears, 


The ſuperb muſcle of the eye, 


| A Queenb'rough mayor behind his mace, 
| And fops in military ſhew, 8 
| — 


Are ſor'reign for the calc in view. 

If ſpleen- fogs riſe at cloſe of day, 

| The company, the thine of lights, 

Life's moving pictures, well-wrought plays, 
To others grief attention raiſe : DIE os 


| Here, while the tragic fictions glow, 
{ We borrow joy by pitying woe | 
There gaily comic ſcenes delight, 
And hold true mirrors to our fight. 
{ Virtue, in charming dreſs array d, 

| Calling the Paſſions to her aid, 


When moral ſcenes juſt actions join, 


Takes ſhape, and ſhews her face divine. 
{ Muſic has charms, we all may find, 

{ Ingratiate deeply with the mind. | 
When art does ſound's high pow*r advance, 
To mulic's pipe the Paſſions dance; 8 
| Motions unwill'd its pow'rs have ſhewn, 

| Tarantulatcd by a tune. | 
have held che ſoul to be 

y ally'd to harmony. | 

Her have I known indulging grief, 

| And ſhunning company's relicf, 

| Unveil her face, and looking round, 


_ 


The conſanguinity of found. 

In rainy days keep double guard, 
Or Spleen will ſurely be too hard; 
Which, like thoſe fiſh by failors met, 
Fly higheſt while their wings are wet. 


To enterprize a work of wit, 


1 dreſs my face with ſtudious looks, 
But if dull fogs invade the head, | 
That mem'ry minds not what is read, 
I fit in window dry as ark, | 


Or to ſome coftce-houſe I ſtray 
For news, the manna of a day, 
And from the hipp'd diſcourſes gather, 
That politics go by the weather: 
Then ſeek good-humour'd tavern-chums ; 
And play at cards, but for ſmall ſums; 
Or with the merry fellows quaff, 
And laugh aloud with them that 
Or drink a joco- ſerious cup 
With fouls who've took their freedom up, 
And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 
In Epicurus' garden walk, 
Who thought it heav'n to be ſerene; 
Pain, hell, and purgatory, Splcen. 
e 3 
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422 ELEGANT EXTRACTS,” 
| Of every folly-foſt'ring bed 


Sometimes I drefs, with women fit, 
And chat away the gloomy fit; 
Quit the tiff garb of ſerious ſenſe, 
And wear a gay impertinence, 
Nor think nor ſpeak with any pains, 
But lay on fancy's neck the reins; 
Talk of unuſual ſwell of waiſt _ 
In maid of honour looſely lac'd, 
And beauty borr*wing: Spaniſh red, 
And loving pair with ſep'rate bed, 
And jewels pawn'd forvJofs of game, 
And then redeem'd by loſs of fame; 
Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch 
By grave pretence to go to church) 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine, 
Like Will and Mary on the coin: 
And thus in modiſh manner we, 
In aid of ſugar, ſweeren tea. 
Permit, ye fair, vour idol form, 
Which cen the coldeſt heart can warm, 
May with its beauties grace my line, 
While I bow down before its ſhrine, 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 
Perfume, and get by giving praiſe. _ 
With ſpeech ſo ſweet, fo ſweet a mien 
You excommunicate the Spleen, 
Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 
You form with found, when pleas'd to fin 
Whatce'er you ſay, howe'er.you move, 
Wie look, we liſten, and approve: 
Your touch, which gives to feeling bliſs, 
Our ncrves officious throng to kiis; | 
By Celia's pat, on their report, 
The grave air'd foul inclin'd to ſport, 
Renounces wildom's ſullen pomp, 
And loves the floral game, to romp. 
But who can view the pointed rays 
That from black eves ſcintillant blaze? 
Love on his throne of glory ſeems 
Encompaſs'd with ſatellite beams; | 
But when blue eyes, more ſoftly bright, 
- Diffuſe benignly humid light, 
We gaze, and lee the ſmiling loves, 
And Cytherea's gentle doves, 
And, raptur'd, fix in ſuch a face 
Love's mercy -ſeat and throne of grace, 
Shine but on age, you melt its ſnow ; :: 
Again fires long-extinguiſh'd glow, . 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 
Blood long congealed liquefies ! 
True miracle, and fairly done | 
By heads which are ador'd while on, 
But oh, what pity 'tis to find 
Such beauties both of form and mind, 
By modern breeding much debas'd, 
In half the female world at leaſt ! 
Hence I with care ſuch lott'ries ſhun, 
Where, a prize miſs'd, I'm quite undone; 
And han't, by vent'ring on a wife, 
Yet run the greateſt riſk in life, 
Mothers and guardian aunts, forbear 
Your impious pains to form the fair, 
Nor lav out fo much coſt and art, 
But to detiow'r the virgin heart; 


- 
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| 
Thus we at once ſolicit ſenſe, —- 


By quick'ning heat of cuſtom bred. 
Rather than by your culture ſpoil'd, 
Deſiſt, and give us nature wild, 
Delighted with a hoyden foul, 

Which truth and innocence controul. 


| Coquets, leave off affected arts, 


Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; 


Woodcocks to ſhun your ſnares have ſkill, 


You ſhew ſo plain, you ftrive to kill, 
In love the artleſs catch the game, 


| And they ſcarce miſs who never aim. 


The world's great Author did create : 


| The ſex to fit the nuptial ſtate, 
And meant a bleſſing in a wife 
| To ſolace the fatigues of life; 


And old inſpired times diſplay 


| How wives could love, and yet obey; 


Then truth, and patience of controul, 


And houſewife arts adorn'd the foul ; 


And charms, the gift of nature, ſhone ; 


| And jealouſy, a thing unknown: _ 
| Veils were the only maſks they wore; 


Novels (receipts tu make a whore) 
Lor ombre, nor quadrille they knew, 


Nor Pam's puiſſance felt at loo. 


Wiſe men did not, to be thought gay, 
Then compliment their pow'r away; 


| Bur left, by frail deſires miſled, 


The girls forbidden paths ſhould tread, 
Oft ign'rance rais'd the ſafe high wall; 
We fink haw-haws, that ſhew them all. 


And charge them not to break the fence, 
Now, if untir'd, conſider friend, 


| What I avoid to gain my end. 


I never am at mecting ſeen, 


_ | Meeting, that region of the Spleen; 
The broken heart, the buſy fiend, . 


The inward call, on Spleen depend. 
Law licens'd breaking of the peace, 


| To which vacation is diſeaſe: _, 


A gypſy-diction ſcarce known well 
By th'magi, who law-fortunes tell, 

I thu; nor let it breed within 
Anxiety, and that the Spleen; 


| Law, grown a foreſt, where perplex 


The mazes, and the brambles vex ; 
Where its twelve verd'rers ev'ry day 
Are changing ftill the public way: 

Vet if we miſs our path and err, 

We grievous penalties incur; 

And wand'rers tire, and tear their ſkin, 
And then get out where they went in. 

I never game, and rarely bet; 

Am loth to lend, or run, in debt. 

No comptre-writs me agitate; 

Who moralizing paſs the gate, 

And there mine eyes on ſpendthrifts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 


| Wiſdom, before beneath their care, 


Pays her upbraiding viſits there, 


| And forces folly through the grate, 


Her panegy ric to repeat. 
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This view, profuſely when inclin'd, 
Enters a caveat in the mind: 
Experience join'd with common ſenſe, 
To mortals is a providence, _ | 
Paſſion, as frequently is feen, 
gubſiding ſettles into Spleen, 5 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
I run away from party: ſtrife. 
A priuce's cauſe, a church's claim, 
I've known to raile a mighty flame, 
And prieſt, as ſtoker, very free 
To throw in peace and charity. 
That tribe, whoſe practicals decree 
S- all beer the deadlieſt hereſy; - 
Who, fond of pedigree, derive 
From the moſt noted whore alive; 
Who own wine's old prophetic aid, 
And love the mitre Bacchus made, 
Forbid the faithful to depend 
On half-pint drinkers for a friend, 
And in whole gay red-letter'd face 
We read good-living more than grace : 
Nor they ſo pure, and fo preciſe, 
Immac'late as their white of eyes, 


— 
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And when he can't prevent foul play, 


Enjoys the folly of the fray. 


By theſe reflections I repeal 
Each haſty promiſe made in zeal. 
When gofpel-propagators ſay, 


We're bound our great light to diſplay, } 
And Indian darknefs drive away, — 
Vet none but drunken watchmen tend, 

| And ſcoundrel link- boys for that end; 
hen they cry up this holy war, 


Which every chriſtian ſhould be for, 


Vet ſuch as owe the law their ears, 


We fiad —_—_— as engineers; 


In vain they hold the money-box. 
At ſuch a conduct, which intends 


By vicious means ſuch virtuous ends, 


I laugh off Spleen, and keep my pence 
From ſpoiling Indian innocence. | 
Yet philoſophic love of eaſe 


1 ſuffer not to prove diſeaſe, 


But riſe up in the virtuous cauſe 


Oft a free preſs, and equal laws. 
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The preſs reſtrain'd! nefandous thought ! 5 | 
In vain our fires have nobly fought: 
While free from force the preſs remains, 


Who for the ſpirit hug the Spleen, 
Phylacter'd throughout all their mien, 


Who their ill-taſted home-brew'd pray'rr Kats þ eee 4; 
To the ſtate's mellow forms prefer | Virtue and Freedom cheer our plains, 


Who doctrines, as infectious, fear, | . -_ 8 
Which are not ſteep'd in vinegar, | We to — 442 A 
And ſamples of heart-cheſted grace Our wake of wh out imme of ark, 
Expoſe in thew-glaſs of the face, And philoſophic goods this way, 


Did never me as yet provoke ? Like 2 3 
5 | ike water- carriage, cheap convey. | . 
br deck mp het un an f l. . | This tree, which knowledge fo affords, 

vr deck my hat with leaves of ear. ” | Inquiſitors with flaming words 


I rail not with mock--patriot grace 
At folks, becauſe they are in place 
Nor, hir'd to praife with ſtallion pen, 
Serve the car-lechery of men; 

But to avoid religious jars, 

The laws are my expoſitors, 

Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and ſtate. 

I go, purſuant to my plan, 

To Mecca with the Caravan 
And think it right in common ſenſe, 
Both for diverſion and defence. | 

Reforming ſchemes are none of mine; 

To mend the world's a vaſt deſign: 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat, 
To pull to them the ſhip afloat, 

While to defeat their labour'd end, 


From lay approach with zeal defend, 

| Lett their own paradiſe ſhould end. 
| The preſs from her fecundous womb | 
_ | Brought forth the arts of Greece and Ro ne; 
Her offspring, ſkill'd in logic war, ñ 
+ Truth's banner wav'd in open air; 
The monſter Superſtition fled, 
And hid in ſhades its Gorgon head; = 
And lawleſs pow'r the long-kept field, 
By reaſon quell'd, was forc'd to yield. 
This nurſe of arts, and freedom's fence 
To chain, is treaſon againſt ſenſe; 
And, Liberty, thy thouſand tongues 
None filence, who deſign no wrongs; 
For thoſe who uſe the gag's reſtraint, 
Firſt rob, before they ſtop complaint. 


Since diſappointment galls within, 


At once both wind and ſtream contend: 

Succeſs herein is ſeldom feen, _ 

And zeal, when baffl'd, turns to Spleen. 
Happy the man who, innocent, 

Grieves not at ills he can't prevent; 


And ſubjugates the ſoul to Spleen, 
Moſt ſchemes, as money-fnares, I hate, 
And bite not at projector's bait. | 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day, 
And yet freſh fools are caſt away. 


Ere well the bubbled can turn round; 
Their painted veſlel runs aground; 
lor in deep ſeas it overſets 2 
By a fierce hurricane of dabts ; 


His kkiff does with the current glide, 
Not puffing pull'd againſt the tide, 
He, paddling by the ſcuffling crowd, 


unconcern'd life's wager row'd; 
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Or helm directors in one trip, 
Freight firſt embezzled, fink the ſhip. 

Such was of late a corporation*, 

The brazen ſerpent of the nation, 

Which, when hard accidents diſtreſs'd, - 
The poor mult look at to be blefſt, 
= thence expect, with paper ſcal'd 

By fraud and us'ry, to be heal d. 

L in no ſoul- conſumption wait 
Whole years at levecs of the great, 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On th ſpare diet of a ſmile. 
There you may ſce the idol ſtand 
With mirror in his wanton hand; 
Above. below, now here, now there, 

He throws about the ſunny glare. 5 

Crowds pant, and preſs to ſeize the prize, 

The gay deluſion of their eyes. . 

When fancy tries her linning {kill 

To draw and colour at her will, 
And raiſe and round the figure well, 
And ſhew her talent to excel, : : 
I guard my heart, leſt it ſhould wow 
Unreal beauties Fancy drew; | 
And, diſappointed, feel deſpair 

At loſs of things that never were. 

Vl hen I lean politicians mark 

Grazing on æther in the park; 

Who, cer on. wing with open throats, 
Fly at dehares, expreſſes, votes, 

Juſt in the manner ſwallows uſe, 
Catching their airy food of news; 
Whoſe latrant ſtomachs oft moleſt - 
The deep-laid plans their dreams ſuggeſt; 
Or ſce fome poet penſive ſit, | 
Fondly miſtaking Spleen for Wit: 


Who, though thort-winded, ftill will aim 


To found the epic trump of Fame; 
Who ſtill on Phœbus' ſmiles will doat, 
Nor learn cenviction from his coat; 
T bleis my ſtars, I never ner 
Whimhes, which cloſe purſu'd, undo, 
And have from old experience been 
Both parent and the child of Spleen. 
Theſe ſubjects of Apollo's ſtate, 
Vl ho from falſe fire derive their fate, 
With airy purchaſes undone & 
Of lands which none lend money on, 
Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 
Nor loſt one hour to gather bays. 
Their faneies firſt deſirious grew, 
And ſcenes ideal took for true. 
Fine to the feht Parnaſſus lies, 
And with falſe profpeRts cheats their eyes 
The fahled gods the Poets ſing, 
A ſeaſon of perpetual ſpring; 


* The Charitable Corporation, inflitured for the relief of the induſtrious poor, by aſſiſting them wich 
ſmall ſums pon pledges st legal interett. By the villany of thoſe who had the management of this ſcheme: 
the proprietyrs were defrauded ot very conſiderable ſums of money. In 1732 the conduct of the directors ol 
| this body became the ſubject of a parliamentary enquiry, and ſome of them, who were members of 
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| | The Muſe's revelations ſhew, 
That find men crack'd, or make them fo. 
You, friend, like me, the trade of rhyme 


Atfording ſweets and fimiless a” 
Gay dreams iuſpir'd in myrtle bow'rs, 
And wreaths . flow'rs, 
Apollo's harp with airs divine, | 


{ The facred muſic of the Nine, 


Views of the temple rais'd to Fame, 


| And for a vacant niche proud aim, 
| Ravith their ſouls, and plaialy thew = 
hat Fancy's ſketching power can do. 


They will attempt the mountain ſteep, 
Where on the top, like dreams in ſleep, 


Avoid, clab'rate waſte of time, 
Nor are content to be undone, 


| To paſs for Phoebus” crazy fon. 
| Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain, 
| Aﬀord the moſt uncertain gain; _ 


And lott*ries never tempt the wiſe 


_ | With blanks ſo many to a prize. 


I only tranſient viſits pay, 


| Meeting the Muſes in my way 
| Scarce known to the faſtidious dames, 


Nor ſkill'd to call them by their names. 


Nor can their paſſports in theſe days, 


Your profit warrant, or your praiſe. 
On Poems by their dictates writ, 
Critics, as ſworn appraiſers, ſit, 

And mere upholſt'rers in a trice 
On gems and paintings ſet a price. 
Theſe tayl'ring artiſts for our lays 
Invent cramp'd rules, and with ſtrait ſtays 
Striving free Nature's ſhape ro hit, | 
Ematiate ſenſe before they fit. 

| e place, and many friends, 
Can ſerve the plagiary's ends, 
Whoſe eaſy vamping talent lies, 


i Firſt wit to pilfer, then diſguiſe. 


Thus ſome devoid of art and ſkill 
To ſearch the mine on Pindus' hill, 
Proud to aſpire and workmen grow, 


By genius doom'd to ſtay below, _ 
{| Wir's treafure brought by others down. 


| Some wanting, if they find a mine, 
An artiſt's judgment to refine, 


On fame precipitately fix'd, 


The ore with baſer metals mix d 
Melt down, impatient of ay, 
And call the vicious mals a play. 


All theſe engage to ſerve their ends, 
A band ſele& of truſty friends, 


| Who leſſon'd right, extol the thing, 


As Pſapho + taught his birds to ſing 


Houſe of Commons, were expelled for their concern in this iniquitous trapſact ion 


2 Pſapho was a Libyan, who deſiring to be accoum ed a God, effected it by this means: He took young bin 
and taught them to ſing, Fſapbo is a great Gad. When they were perfect in their leiſun, he let them fly; 20 
her birds learning the ſame ditty, repeated it in the woods; on which his country men offered ſacriÞce to 


The 


din, and conſidered him as a Deity. 
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Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees, | 
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Then to the ladies they ſubmit, 
Returning officers on wit: 
A crowded houſe their preſence draws, 
And on the beaus impoles laws, 
A judgment in its favour ends, | 
When all the pannel are its friends: 
Their natures, merciful and mild, 
Have from mere pity fav'd the child; 
In bulruſh ark the vantling found 
Heipicts, and ready to be drown'd, 
They have preſerv'd by kind ſupport, 
And brought the baby-mule to court. 
But there's a youth * that you can name, 
Who needs no leading ſtrings to fame, 
Whote quick :..aturity of brain 
The birth of Pallas may explain: 
Dreaming of whoſe depending fate, 
I heard Melpomene debate, 
This, this is he, that was foretold 
Sh uld emulate our Greeks of old. 
Iuſpir'd by me with facred art, 
He ings, and rules the varied heart; 
If Jove's dread anger he rehearle, 
We hear the thunder in his verſe; 
If he deſcribes love turn'd to rage, 
The furigs riot in his page: 
If he fair liberty and law | 
By ruffian pow'r expiring draw, 
The kceuer paſſions then engage 
Aright. and ſanctify their rage; 
It he attempt diſaſtrous love. 1 5 
We hear thoſe plaints that wound the grove. 
Within the kinder paſſions glow, 
And tears diſtill'd from pity flow. 
From the bright viſion I deſcend, 
And my deſerted them attend. 
Me never did ambition ſeize, 
Strange fever moſt inflam'd by caſe ! 
The active lunacy of pride & 
That courts jilt Fortune for a bride, 
Thus par'diſe-tree, ſo fair and high, 
l riew with no aſpiring cye: . 
Like aſpen ſhake the reſtleſs leaves, 
nl dodom- fruit our pains deceives, 
\ hence trequent falls give no ſurpriſe, 
But tits of Spleen, call'd grozuing ut e. 
Greatneſs in glitt'ring forms diſplay- d 
Affects weak eves much us'd to ſhade, 
And by its falfly-envy'd ſcene | 
Gires felf-debafing firs of Spleen, 
We ſhould be pleas'd that things are ſo, 
Who do for nothing ſee the ſhow, 
And, middle fiz'd, can paſs between 
Life's hubbub ſafe, becauſe unſeen, | 
And n idſt the glare of greatneſs trace 
wat'ry ſun- ſhine in the face, 
And pleaſures fled to, to redreſs 
be fad fativue of idleneſs. 
* Conteatment, parent of delight, 
0 much a ſtranger to our fight, 
Ny, goddefs, in what happy place 
Mo:tzls bchold thy blooming face ? 
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Thy gracious auſpices impart, 


And for thy temple chooſe my heart! 


They, whom thou deigneſt to inſpire, 
Thy ſcience learn, to bound defire; 
By happy alchymy of mind | 

hey turn to pleaſure all they find; 


They both diſdain in outward mien 


| | The grave and ſolemn garb of Spleen, 


And meretricious arts of dreſs, 


| To feign a joy, and hide diſtreſs; 8 


Unmov'd when the rude tempeſt blows, 


Without an opiate 2 | 
And cover'd by your ſhi 5 
| The whizzing ſhafts that round them fly; 


Id, def 
Nor meddling with the god's affairs, 


| | Concern themſelves with diſtant cares; 
But place their bliſs in mental reſt, 


And feaſt upon the good poſſeſs'd. 
Forc'd by ſoft violence of pray'r, 


| The blithſome goddeſs ſoothes my care, 


I feel the deity inſpire, 


: And thus ſhe models my defire :— | 
| Two hundred pounds half-yecarly paid, 


Annuity ſecurely made, 
A farm ſome twenty miles from town, 
Small, tight, ſalubrious, and my own; 


Two maids, that never ſaw the town, 


A ſcrving-man, not quite a clown, 

A boy to help to tread the mow, | 
And drive, while t'other holds the plougk ; 
A chief, of temper form'd to pleaſe, 
Fit to converſe, and keep the keys; 

And better to preſcrve the peace, 


| Commillion'd by the name of niece; 
| With underſtandings of a fize - 
Jo think their maſter very wiſe. 


May Heav'n ('tis all I wiſh for) ſend 
One genial room to treat a friend, 
Where decent cup-board, little plate, 
Diſplay benevolence, not ſtate. 5 
And may my humble dwelling ſtand 


Upon ſome choſen ſpot. of land: 


A pond before, full to the brim, 3 
Where cows may cool and geeſe may ſwim; 
Behind, a green like velvet neat, 


Soft to the eye and to the feet; 

|} Where od'rous plants in evening fair 
| Breathe all around ambroſial air; 
From Eurus, foe to kitchen ground, 

| Fenc'd by a ſlope with buſhes crown'd, 
| Fit dwelling for the feather'd throng, 


Who pay their quit-rents with a ſong ; 


With op'ning views of hill and dalc, 
| Which ſenſe and fancy too regale, 


Where the half-cirque, which viſion bounds, 
Like am 4 — 5 

And woods impervious to the breeze, 

Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 

From hills through plains in duſk array 
Extended far, repel the day, | 

Here ſtillneſs, height, and ſolemn ſhade 


Invite, and contemplation aid: 


Here 
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Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 


The dark decrees and will of Fate; 


And dreams beneath the ſpreading beech 
Inſpire, and docile fancy teach, 


While ſoft as breezy breath of wind, 


Impultes ruſtle through the mind : 


Here Dryads, ſcorning Phoebus? ray, 


While Pan melodious Pipes away, 
In meafur'd morions friſk about, 
Till old Silenus puts them out. 


There ſee the clover, pea, and bean, 


Vie in variety of green; 


Freſh paſtures ſpeckled o'er with ſheep, 


Brown fields their fallow ſabbaths keep, 
Plump Cercs golden treſſes wear, 


And poppy top-knots deck her hair, 

And filver ſtreams through meadows ſtray, 
And Najads on the margin play, | 
And leſſer nymphs on fide of hills 


From play-thing urns pour down the rills. 


Thus ſhelter'd, free from care and ſtrife, 
May I enjoy a calm through life; 
See faction, ſafe in low degree, 
As men at land fee ſtorms at ſca, 


And laugh at miſerable elves, 
Not kind fo much as to themſelves; 


Curs'd with ſuch ſculs of baſe alloy, 


As can poſſoſs, but not enjoy; 


Debarr'd the pleaſure to impart 


Buy av' rice, ſphincter of the heart, 
Who wealth, hard earn'd by guilty cares, 


Bequeath untouch'd to thank ſeſs heirs. 
May I, with look ungloom'd by guile, 


And wearing virtue's liv'ty-ſmile, 
Prone the diſtreſſed to relieve, 


And little treſpaſſes forgive, 

With income not in Fortune's pow'r, 
And {kill to make a buſy hour, 

With trips to town, life to amuſe, 


To purchaſe books, and hear the news ; 


To ſee old friends, bruſh off the clown, 


And quicken taſte at coming down, 
Dnburt by ſickneſs' blaſting rage, 

And ſlowly mellowing in age, 

When Fate extends its gathering gripe, 


Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe ; 
Quit a worn being without pain, 


Perhaps to bloſſom ſoon again. 


But now more ſerious ſee me grow, 


And what I think, my Memmius, know. 


_ Tixyenthuſiaſt's hope, and raptures wild, 
Have never yet my reaſon foil'd. 


His ſpringy ſoul dilates like air, 2 
When free from weight of ambient care, 
And, buſh'd in meditation deep, 


Slides into dreams, as when aſleep; 


Then, fond of new diſcoverics grown, 


Proves a Columbus of her own, 

Diſdains the narrow bounds of place, 
And through the wilds of endleſs ſpace, 
Borne up on metaphyſic wings, 
Chaces light forms and ſhadowy things, 
And in the vague excurſion caught, 
Brings home ſome rare exotic thought. 


' 


tt. 


On quickſands ſwall'wing 
But, conſcious of his diſtance, gives 
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The melancholy man ſuch dreams, 
As brighteſt evidence, eſteem; 
ö Fain would he ſee ſome diſtant ſcene 
Suggeſted by his reſtleſs Spleen, 
And Fancy's teleſcope applies 


With tinctur'd glaſs to cheat his eyes. 


Such thoughts as love the gloom of night, 


I cloſe examine by the light; | 
For who, though brib'd by gain to lie; 


Dare tun-beam-written truths deny, 
And execute plain common ſenſe 
| On faith's mere hearſay evidence? 


That ſuperſtition mavn't create, 


| | And club its ills with thoſe of fate, 
| I many a notion take to taſk, 
| Made dreadful by its viſor-maſk. 

| Thus ſcruple, ſpaſm of the mind, 


Is cur'd, and certainty I find. 

Since optic reaſon ſhews me plain, 

I dreaded ſpectres of the brain, 

And legendary fears arc gone, 

' Though in tenacious childhood ſown ; 
Thus in opinions I commence | 
Frecholder in the proper ſenſe, 

And neither ſuit nor ſervice do, 


| Nor homage to pretenders ſhew, 


Who boatt themſelves by ſpurious roll 

Lords of the manor of the ſoul; - 

Preferring ſenſe, from chin that's bare, 

To nonſenſe thron'd in whiſker'd hair. 
To thee, Creator uncreate, 

O Entium Eus divinely great f 

Hold, Muſe, nor melting pinions try, 


Nor near the blazing glory fly, 


Nor ſtraining break thy feeble bow, 


| Unfeather'd arrows far to throw: 


Through fields unknown not madly ſtray, 
Where no ideas mark the way. 


| With tender eyes, and colours faint, 
And trembling hands forbear to paint. 


| Who features veil'd by light can kit? 


Where can, what has no outline, fit ? 


My toul, the vain attempt forego, 


| Thyfelf, the fitter ſubject, know, 


He wiſely ſhuns the bold extreme, 
Who ſoon lays by th'unequal theme, 
Nor runs, with wiſdom's 1 caught, 


Mute praiſe, and humble negatives. 
In one, no object of our ſight, 
Immutable and infinite, | 
Vi ho can't be crucl or unjuſt, 
Calm and refign'd, I fix my truſt; 
To him my paſt and preſent ſtate 


I owe, and mult my future fate. 


A ſtranger into life I'm come; 
"Dying may be our going home, 
Tranſported here by angry Fate, 
The convicts of a prior ſtate, 


| Hence I no anxious thoughts beſtow 


On matters I can never know; 


Through life's foul way, like vagrant paſt, 


| Ke'll grant a ſettlement at laſt, | 


Book ! 
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and with ſweet eaſe the wearied crown, | 
by leave to * his being down. | 
fdoom'd to dance th'erernal round 
life no ſooner loſt but found, 
nd diſſolution ſoon to come, 
ke ipu age, wipes out life's preſent ſum, 
zut can't our ſtate of pow'r bereave 
in endleſs ſeries to receive; | 
Then, if hard dealt with here by Fate, 
Ve balance in another ſtate, | 
ad con{czoutneſs muſt go along, 
ind fign th'acquittance for the wrong, 
e for "bis creatures muſt decree 
ſore happineſs than miſery, 
r be ſuppoſed to create, 
urious to try what 'tis to hate: 
ind do an act which rage infers, 
zuſe lameneſs halts, or blindneſs errs. 
Thus, thus I ſteer my bark, and fail 
In even kcel with gentle gale; 
t helm I make my reaſon fit, 
crew of paſſions all ſubmit. 
{dark and bluſt'ring prove ſome nights, 
boi ophy puts forth her lights; 
wperience holds the cautious 3 
© ſhun the breakers as I paſs, 
100 frequent throws the 2 lead, 
To ſee what dangers may be 
ind once in ſeven years I'm ſeen 
t Bath or Tuabridge, to careen. 
Though pleas'd to ſee the dolphins play, 
mind my compaſs and ao way, 
Vith ſtore ſufficient for relief, 
ind wiſely ſtill prepar'd to reef, 
or wanting the diſperſive bowl 
f cloudy weather in the ſoul, 
make (may Heav'n propitious ſend 
uch wind and weather to the end) 
either becalny'd, nor overblown, 
ite's voyage to the Wir —— 


Ne Grotto*, Written by Mr. GREEN, 
* tie name of Peter Drake, a Fiſier man 
of Brent ford. 


Scilicet hic palſis curuo 8 redtum. 
uque inter filvas Academi guærere was © 
; OR. 
Our wits Abolls s 3 beg, | 
The Grotto makes them all with gg: 
Finding this chalkftone in my uf, 
I. train, and lay among the re 


\ DIEU a while forſaken flood, 

To ramble in the Delian wood, 

id pray the God my v ell meant ſong 
May not my ſubject's merit wrong. 
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Say, father Thames, whoſe gentle pace 


Gives leave to view what beauties grace 


| Your flow'ry banks, if you have ſeen 
| | The much-ſung Grotto of the Queen. 


Contemplative, forget a while 

Oxonion towers and Windſor's pile, 

And Wolley's + pride (his greateſt guilty 
And what great William ſince has built; 


| And flowing faſt by Richmond ſcenes 
| t (Honour'd retreat of two great queens) 


From Sion-houſe, whoſe proud ſurvey 


þ Brow -beats your flood, look croſs the w ays 
 ] And view, from higheſt ſwell of tide, _ 
| The milder ſcenes of Surrey fide. 


Though yet no palace grace the ſhore 


| | To lodge that pair you ſhould adore ; z 


| Nor abbies, great in ruin, riſe, 


Royal equivalents for vice, — 


Behold a Grott, in Delphic grove, 

The Graces and the Muſes love. 

(O., might our Laureat ſtudy here, 

How would he hail his new-born year 5 
A temple from vainglories free, | 


| Whoſe goddeſs is Philoſophy, 


Whoſe fides ſuch licenc'd idols crown 
As ſuperſtition would pull down; 


The only pilgrimage I know _ 


That men of ſenſe would chooſe to go: 


| Which ficet abode, her wiſeſt choice, 
I Urania cheers with heavenly voice, 
| While all the Virtues gather round, 


To ice her confecrate the ground. 


If thou, the God with winged feet, 


In council talk of this retreat, 


And jealous gods reſentment how 
At altars rais'd to men below; 


Tell thoſe proud lords of hear: en, *tis fig 
Their houſc our heroes ſhould admit; 
While each exiſts, as pocts ſing, 


A lazy lewd immortal thing, 
They muſt (or grow in diſrepute) 


With earth's firit commoners recruit. 
Needleſs it is, in terms unſkill'd, 

To praiſe whatever Boyle $ ſhall build; 

Needleſs it is the buſts to name 


lot men, monopoliſts of fame; 


Four chiefs adorn the modeſt ſtone ** 
For virtue as for learning known; © 
The thiaking ſculpture helps to raiſe 


Deep thoughts, the genii of the place: 


To the mind's ear, and inward ſight, 
Their ſilence {peaks and ſhade gives lights 
While inſects from the threſhold preach, 
And minds diſpos'd to muſing teach: 


Proud of ſtrong limbs and painted hues, 
They periſh by the ſlighteſt bruiſe; | 


* A building in Richmond Gardens, erected by Queen Caroline, and committed to the cuſtody of Ste- 


nen Duck. At the time this poem was written, many other verſes appeared on the ſame ſubject. 
? Hampton Court, begun by Cardinal Wolfey, and improved by K ing William III. 
+ Queen Ann, conſort of King Rizhard IT. and Queen E izabeth, — 7 died at Richmond. 


all cember 4, 1 


4 


Sion Houſe is now a ſeat belonging to the Duke of Northumberland. 
as 21 — of Burlington, a nobleman remarkable for his fine taſte in archiefiues. He 


* The author fouls have ſaid five; ; there bcing the buſts of N ewtons Locke, Wollaſton, Clarke, and 
Or 
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428 | 
Or maladies, begun within, 


Deſtroy more ſlow life's frail machine; 
From mag 
They feel like us the turns of Fate; 


Some born to creep have liv'd to fly, 
And change earth-ecells for dwellings high; 


And ſome that did their fix wings keep, 


Before they dy'd been forc'd to creep. 
They politics like ours profeſs; 
The greater prey upon the leſs : 


Some ſtrain on foot huge loads to bring; 


So ne toil inceſſant on the wing; 

And in their different ways explore 
MWiſe ſenſe of want by future ftore; 
Nor from their vigorous ſchemes deſiſt 
Till death, and then are never miſs'd. 
Some frolic, toil, marry, increaſe, 


Are ſick and well, have war and peace, 
And, broke with age, in half a day Ty 


Yield to ſucceſſors, and away. 


Let not profane this ſacred place, 
Hypocriſy with Janus' face; 
Or Pomp, mixt ſtate of pride and care; 


Court kindnels, Falſchood's poliſh'd ware; 


Scandal diſguis'd in Friendſhip's veil, 
That tells, unaſk'd, th'injurious tale; 
Or art politic, which allows 

The jeſuit-remedy for vows; 


Or prieſt, perfuming crowned head, 


Till in a fwoon Truth lies for dead ; 
Or taw dry critic, who perceives 
No grace, which plain proportion gives, 


And more than lineaments divine 


Admires the gilding of the ſhrine ; 
Or that ſelf-haunting ſpectre Spleen, 
In thickeſt fog the clcarcſt ſcen; 

Or Prophecy, which dreams a lye, 
That fools believe and knaves apply; 


Or frolic Mirth, profanely loud, 
And happy only in a crowd ; 


Or Melancholy's penſfive gloom, 


Proxy in contemplation's room. 
O Delia! when I touch this firing, 


To thee my Muſe directs her wing. 


Unſpotted fair! with downcaſt look 
Mind not fo much the murm'ring brook ; 
Nor fixt in thought, with footſteps flow 


Through cvprets alleys cherith woe: 
I fee the foul in penſive fit, 5 


And moping like ſick linner ſit; 
With dewy eyc, and moulting wing, 


Unperch'd, averſe to fly or fog; 


I fee the favourite curls begin 

(Difus'd to toilet-diſcipliue) 

To quit their peſt, loſc their ſmart air, 
And grow again like common hair; 
And tears, which frequent kerchiefs dry, 
Raiſe a red circle round the eye; | 
And by this bur about the moon, 
Conjecture more ill weather ſoon. 
Love not ſo much the doleful knell : 
And news the boding night-birds tell ; 
Nor watch the wainicot's hollow blow; 
And hens porrentous when they crow ; 


got-youth through change of ſtate, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


In taper find no winding- ſheet: 
Nor in burat coal a coffin lee, ; 
Though thrown at others, meant for thee : 
Or when the corruſcation gleams, 
Find out not firſt the bloody ſtreams; 
Nor in impreſt remembrance keep 
Grim tap'ſtry figures wrought in ſleep; 
Nor rite to fee in antique hall 


ro 


The moon-light monſters on the wall, 


And ſhadowy ſpectres darkly paſs, 


_ | Trailing their fables o'er the graſs. 


Let vice and guilt act how they pleaſe 
In ſouls, their conquer'd provinces 


| By heaven's juſt charter it appears, 


irtue's exempt from quartering fears: 
Shall then arm'd fancies fiercely dreſt, 
Live at diſcretion in your breaſt? 
Be wiſe, and panic fright diſdain, 
As notions, meteors of the brain ; 
And fights perform'd, illuſive ſcene! 
By magic lantern of the ſpleen, 
Come here, from baleful cares releas'd, 
With Virtue's ticket, to a feaſt, _ 


| Where decent mirth and wiſdom join'd 


In ſtewardſhip, regale the mind. Ae 


Call back the Cupids to your eyes; 


1 ſee the godlings with ſurpriſe. | 
Not knowing home in ſuch a plight, 
Fly to and fro, afraid to light _ 

| Far from my theme, from method far, 
Convey'd in Venus' flying car, 


I go compell'd by feather'd ſteeds, 
That ſcorn the rem when Delia leads. 


No daub of elcgiac ſtrain | 
Theſe holy wars ſhall ever tain; 
As ſpiders Iriſh wainſcot flee, 
Falſehood with them ſhall diſagree: 
This floor let not the vulgar tread, 
Who worſhip only what they dread : 


Nor bigots who but one way ſee 


Through blinkers of authority; 

| Nor they who its four ſaints 5 
By making virtue hut a name; 
Nor abſtract wit (painful regale 


To hunt the pig with ſlippery tail!) 


Artiſts, who richly chace their thought, 


5 Gaudy without, but hollow wrought; 


And beat too thin, and tool'd too much 


To bear the proof and ftandard touch : 

| Nor fops to guard this ſylvan ark 

; With necklace-bells in treble bark: 

Nor Cynics growl, and fiercely paw 

The maſtiffs of the moral law. 

Come, Nymph, with rural honours dreſt, 

Virtue's extcrior form confeſt, 

With charms untarniſh'd, innocence 

Diſplay, and Eden ſhall commence ; 

W hen thus you come in ſober fit, 
And wiſdom is preferr'd to wit; 

| And looks diviner graces tell, 


And beauty, like the ray-clipt ſun, 
With bolder eye we look upon; 


Book l. 
Nor ſleepleſs mind the death - watch beat; 


Which don't with giggling muſcles dwell; 


Learn 
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box II. DID AC TIC, 


zarning ſhall with obſequious mien 
ell all the wonders ſhe has ſeen ; 
teaſon her logic armour quit, 
aud proof to mild perſuaſion fit ; 
cigion with free thought diſpenſe, 
nd ceaſe crulading againſt feaſe; 
iloſophy and ſhe embrace, 5 
zud their firſt league again take place; 
aud morals pure, in * bound, 
ymph-like the fiſters chief ſurround; 
Nature ſhall ſmile, and round this cell 
he turf to your light preſſure ſwell, 
nd knowing beauty by her ſhoe, 
Vell air its carpet from the dew. 


ke Oak, while you his umbrage deck, 


Lets fall his acorns in your neck ; 

Lephyr his civil kiſſes gives, | 

An! plays with curls inftead of leaves: 

gd, ſeeing you, believe it ſpriog, 

and during their vacation ſing; Sh 
Wind flow'rs lean forward from their ſeats 

o traſſic in exchange of ſweets ; 

And angels bearing wreaths deſcend, 

Preferr'd as vergers to attend 

This fane, whole deity intreats 

he Fair to grace its upper ſeats. 
0 kindly view our letter'd ſtrife, 

And — us through polemie life; 

From poiſon vehicled in praiſe, 
for fatire's ſhots but ſlightly graze; 

We claim your zeal, and find within, 
Flolophy and you are kin. 

What Views is we judge by you; 
For actions right are beauteous too; 
Ir tracing the ſole female mind, 

We beſt what is true Nature find: 

Your vapours bred from fumes declare, 
How ſtcams create tempeſtuous air, 

Til 5uthing tears and haſty rain 

Make heaven and you ferene again: 
Our travels through the ſtarry ſkies | 
Were firſt ſuggeſted by your eyes; 

We, by the interpoſing fan, 

Learn how eclipſes firſt began 
The vaſt ellipſe from Scarbro's home, 
Ducribes how blazing comets roam; 
The glowing colours of the check 
Thar origin from Phœbus ſpeak; 
Our watch how Luna trays above 

Feels like the care of jealous love; 
And all things we in ſcience know 

om your known love for riddles flow, 

Father ! forgive, thus far I ſtray, 
Drawn by attraction from my way. 
Mark next with awe, the foundrefs well 
Who on thele banks delights to dwell ; 
ou on the terrace ſee her plain, 

Hove like Diana with her train. 
If you then fairly ſpeak your mind, 
N wedlock fince with Iſis join'd, 

W'll own, you never yet did fee, 

At leaſt in ſuch a high degree, 

Tatneſs delighted to undreſs ; 

dence a ſcepter'd hand careſs; 

Queen the friends of freedom prite ; 
"oman wiſe men canogize. 
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| 


$ 93. The Birth and Education of Genins. 
| | CAwWTIRHORNE. 


YES, Harriet! ſay whatc'er you can, 


'Tis education makes the man: 
Whatc'er of Genius we inherit, 


Exalted ſenſe, and lively ſpirit, 


Muſt all be diſciplin'd by rules, 


| And take their colour from the ſchools. 


*T was nature gave that cheek to glow, 
Thar breaſt to kite in hills of ſnow, 


Thoſe ſweetly-temper'd eyes to ſhine | 


Above the ſapphires of the mine. 


But all your more majeſtic charms, 


Where grace preſides, where ſpirit warms; 
That ſhape which falls by juſt degrees, 
And flows into the pomp of eaſe; 

That ſtep, whoſe motion ſeeins to ſwim, 


That melting harmony of limb, 


Were form'd by Glover's ſkillful glance, 


At Chelſea, when you learnt to dance. 


Tis fo with man.—His talents reſt 
Misſhapen embrios in his breaſt 
Till Education's eye explores 


The ſleeping intellectual pow'rs, 


Awakes the dawn of wit and ſenſe, 
And lights them into excellence. 

On this depends the 1 
The fine ingenuous feel of fame. 
The manly ſpirit, brave and bold, 


Superior to the taint of gold, 
| The dread of infamy, the zeal 
Of honour, and the public weal, 
| And all thoſe virtues which preſage 


The glories of a riſing age. | 

But, leaving all theſe graver things 
To ſtateſmen, moraliſts, and kings, | 
Whoſe buſineſs *tis fuch points to ſettle 
Ring—and bid Robin bring the kettle, 
Meanwhile the muſe, whoſe ſportive ſtrain 
Flows like her voluntary vein, 


And impudently dares aſpire 
| To ſhare the wreath with Swift and Prior, 
_ { Shall tell an allegoric tale, EO 


Where truth lies hid beneath the veil. 

One April-morn, as Phoebus played 
His carols in the Delphic ſhade, | 
A nymph, call'd Fancy, blithe and free, * 


The farrrite child of Liberty, 


Heard, as ſhe rov'd about the plain, 
The bold enthuſiaſtic ſtrain ; | 
She heard, and led by warm deſire, 


| To know the artiſt of the lyre, 


Crept ſoftly io a ſweet alcove, 


| Hid in the umbrage of the grove, 


And, peeping through the myrtle, ſay 
A handſome, young, ccleſtial beau, 
On nature's ſopha ſtrerch'd along, 
Awaking harmony and ſong. 

Struck with his fine majeſtic mien, 
As certain to be lov'd as ſeen, 


| Long ere the melting air was oer 


She cry'd, in extacy, Encore ; 
And, what a prude will think but odd, 
Popp'd out, and court'ſy'd to the God, 


— 


Phcoebus, gallant, polite, and keen as 
Each earth- born votary of Venus, 
Roſe 
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Roſe vp, and with a graceful air 

Addreſs'd the viſionary fair; 

Excus'd his morning-diſhabille, 

Complain'd of late he had been ill. 

In ſhort, he gaz'd, he bow'd, he ſigh'd, 

He ſung, he flatter'd, preſs'd, and ly'd, 

With ſuch a witchery of art, 2 

That Fancy gave him all her heart, 

Her catechiſm quite forgot, 

And waited on him to his grot. 
In length of time the bore a fon, 


A As brilliant as his fire, the Sun. 


Pure æther was the vital ray 
That lighted up his finer clay; 5 
The nymphs, the roſy-finger'd hours, 

The dryads of the woods and bow'rs, 

The graces with their looſen'd zones, 
The muſes with their harps and crowns, 
Young zephyrs of the ſofteſt wing, 

The loves that wait upon the ſpring, 
Wit with his gay aſſociate Mirth, 
Attended at the infant's birth, 

And ſaid, Let Genius be his name, 
And his the faireſt wreath of fame. 
The goſſips gone, the chriſt'ning o'er, 
And Genius now *twixt three and four, 
' Pheebus, according to the rule, | 
'Refolv'd to ſend his ſon to ſchool : 
And, knowing well the tricks of youth, 
Reſign'd him to the matron Truth, 
Whoſe hut, unknown to pride and pelt, was 
Near his own oracle at Delphos. 

The rev'rend dame, who found the child 
A little miſchievous and wild, 

Taught him at firſt to ſpell and read, 
To ſay his prayers, and get his crecd— 
Would often tell him of the ſkv, 
And what a crime it is to lye. 

She chid him when he did amiſs, 
When well, ſhe bleſs'd him with a kiſs, 
Her ſtter Temp'rance, ſage and quict, 
Prefided at his meals and diet: 

She watch'd him with religious care, 
And fed him with the ſimpleſt fare; 

Would never let the urchin eat 
Of pickled pork, or buteher's meat; 

But what of aliment carth yields 
Ian gardens, orchards, woods, and ſields 1 
W. ̃hateꝰer of vegetable wealth 5 
Was cultur'd by the hand of Health, 


She cropp'd and dreſs'd it, as ſhe knew well, 


In many a meſs of ſoup and gruel; 
And now and then, to cheer his heart, 
Indulg'd him with a Sunday's tart, 

A lufty peaſant chanc'd to dwell 
Hard by the ſolitary cell: — 5 
His name was Labour. —Ere the daun 
Had broke upon the upland-lawn, 

He hicd him to his daily toil, 

To turn the glebe, or mend the foil, 
With him young Genius oft wou'd go 
O'er dreary waſtes of ice and ſnow 
Wich rapture climb the cloud-topt hill, 
Or wade acroſs the ſhallow rill; | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| Or thro? tlentangled wood purſue 


| The vigour of au eaglet's wing. 


_ Our hero thro! his ſeventh year. 


—__— 0 


| | The buſy imp had thought and read: 


| Could ſing with ſpirit, warmth, and grace, 
The woetul hunt of Chevy Chace; 


And cunning ſneaks into a fox. 


| Ripe for the culture of the arts, 


| But had a world of pains to find 


_ | Old Liliy's elements of ſpeech; 


8 


And Criticiſm was his name. 


tl 


| Young Genius trod the path of knowledge, 


| | Old authors were his boſom friends 


—_———— 


_ | Diſplay'd in every juſt remark 
I The ſtrong ſagacity of Clark; 


And, Bentley-like, would write epiſtles . 


Book 1 


The footſteps of a ſtraggling ewe. 
By thefe fatigues he got at length 

| Robuſtneſs and athletic ſtrength, 

| dpirirs as light as flies the gale 


Along the lily-ſilver'd vale. 


| The cherub health, of dimple ſleck, 
Sat radiant on his roſy check, | 
And gave cach nerve's elaſtic ſpring 


Time now had roll'd, with ſmooth career, 
_ Tho! in a ruſtic cottage bred, 5 


He knew th' adventures, one by one, 
Of Robin Hood and Little John; 


And how St. George, his fiery nag on, 
Deſtroy'd the vaſt Egyptian dragon. 
Chief he admir'd that learned piece 
Wrote by the fabuliſt of Greece, 


Where wiſdom ſpeaks in crows and cocks, 


_— ah 


In ſhort, as nov his op'ning parts, 


| Became in ev'ry hour acuter, 
Apollo look'd out for a tutor; 


This artiſt of the human mind. | 
For, in good truth, full many an aſs was 
Among the doctors of Parnaſſus, _ 
Who ſcarce had {kill enough to teach 


And knew as much of men and morals 
As doctor Rock of ores and corals. 

Ar length, with much of thought and care, 
He found a maſter for his heir; 1 
A learned man, adroit to ſpeak 

Pure Latin, and your attic Greek; 

Well known in all the courts of fame, 


Beneath a tutor keen and fine as 
Or Ariſtotle or Longinus, 
Beneath a lynx's eye that ſaw 
The ſlighteſt literary flaw, 


And grew the wonder of the college. 


He had them at his fingers ends 
Became an acc'rate imitator | 
Of truth, propriety, and nature 


— 


Aud pointed out the falſe and true, 
Wich all the ſun-beams of Boſſu. 
But though this critic-ſage refin'd 
His pupil's intellectual mind, 
| And gave him all that keea diſcerning 
Which marks the character of learning 
| Vet, as he read with much of glee _ 
The triftes of antiquity, 


About the origin of whililes ! 
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DIDACTIC, 
he ſcholar took his maſter's trim, 
And grew identically him ; 5 
Employ'd a world of pains to teach us 
What nation firſt invented breeches; 
Aferted that the Roman ſocks 
Were broider'd with a pair of clocks; 
hat Capua ſerv'd up with her victuals 
An olio of Venafran pickles ; 
That Siſygambis dreſs'd in blue, 
And wore her treſſes in a queue. 5 
ju ſhort, he knew what Paulus Jovius, 
dalmaſius, Grævius, and Gronovius 
Hare ſaid in fifty folio volumes, 
printed by Elzevir in columns. 
Apollo ſaw, with pride and joy, 
The vaſt improvement of his 1075 bo 
But yet had more than flight ſuſpicion, 
That all this load of erudition : 
Migh overlay his parts at once, 
And turn him out a letter'd dunce. 
He {aw the lad had fill'd his ſenſe 
With things of little conſequence ; 
That tho” he read, with application, 
he wits of every age and nation, 
And could, with nice preciſion, reach 
The boldeſt metaphors of ſpeech; _ 
Yet warp'd too much, in truth's defiance, 
From real to fictitious ſcience, | 
He was, with all his pride and parts, - 
A mere mechanic in the arts, 
That meaſures with a rule and line 
Nhat nature meant for great and fine, 
Phoebus, who ſaw it right and wife was 
To counteract this fatal bias, 
Took home his fon with mighty haſte, 
And ſent him to the ſchool of Taſte. 
This ſchool was built by wealth and peace, 
dome ages fince, in Elder Greece, 
Jut'when the Stagyrite had writ 
His lectures on the pow'rs of wit. 
Here, fluſh'd in all the bloom of youth, 
dat Beauty in the ſhrine of truth. | 
Here, all the finer arts were ſeen 
Allembl'd round their virgin- queen. 
Here ſculpture, on a bolder plan 
Ennobled marble into man. 
Here, muſic, with a ſoul on fire, 
Impaffion'd, breath'd along the lyre; 
And here, the painter-muſe diſplay'd 
viner forms of light and ſhade. | 
But ſuch the fate, as Heſiod ſings, 
dall our ſublunary things, | 
hen now the Turk, with ſword and halters, 
ad drove religion from her altars, 
ind delug'd with a ſea of blood 
he academic dome and wood; | 
lrightcd Taſte, with wings unfurl'd 
ook refuge in the weſtern world; 
ind ſettled on the Tuſcan main, 
ich all the mules in his train. 
In this calm fcene, where Taſte withdrew, 
nd Science trimm'd her lamp anew ; 
ung Genius rag'd in every pat 
© viſionary worlds of art, 
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| 
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Soft · wrrathing ſmiles, and young deſires: 
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And from their finiſh'd forms refin dd | 
His own congenial warmth of mind, 
And learn'd with happy ſkill to trace 
The magic pow'rs of caſe and grace: 


| His ſtyle grew delicately fine, 


His numbers flow'd along his line; 
His periods manly, full, and ſtrong, 
Had all the harmony of ſong. 935 


{| Whenc'er his images betray'd . 
Too ſtrong a light, too weak a ſhade, 


Or in the graceful and the grand 
Confeſs'd inelegance of hand, 

His noble maſter, who could ſpy 
The ſlighteſt fault with half an eye 
Set right by one cthereal touch, 
What ſcem'd too little or too much; 


Till ev'ry attitude and air 


Aroſe ſupremely full and fair. 
| GeENIvus was now among his betten 


Diſtinguiſh'd as a man of letters. 


There wanted ſtill, to make him pleale, 
The ſplendor of addreſs and eaſe, | 
The foul-cnchanting mien and air, 

Such as we ſee in Groſvenor-Square, 


| When Lady Charlotte ſpeaks and move 
I Attended by a {warm of loves. 1 


GEN lIUs had got, to ſay the truth, 


A manner aukward and uncouth; 
, 
In wifdom's ſolitary cell: 

| So much a clown in gait and laugh, 


Sure fate of all who love to dwell. 


He wanted but a ſcrip and ſtaff; 


| And ſuch a beard as hung in candles 


Down to Diogenes's fandals, 
And planted all his chin ſo thick, 
To be like him a dirty cynic. 
Apollo, who to do him right, 
Was always perfectly polite, 


{ Chagrin'd to tee his fon and heir 


Dithonour'd by his gape and ſtare, 
Reſolv'd to ſend him to Verſailles, 
To learn a minuet of Marſeilies : 


But Venus, who had deeper reading 
In all the myſteries of breeding, 


Obtery'd to Phoebus, that the name 
Of Fop and Frenchman was the ſame. 


| French manners were, the ſaid, a thing which 
| Thole grave miſguided fools, the Enghth, 
| Had, in defpite of common ſenſe, : 


Miſtook for manly excellence; 


| By which their nation ſtrangely ſunk is, 


And half their nobles turn'd to monk ics. 
She thought it better, as the caſe was, 
To ſend young Genius to the graces : 
Thoſe ſweet divinities, ſhe (aid, 
Would form him in the myrtle ſhade; 
And teach him more, in half an hour, 
Than Lewis or his Pompadovr. 

Phcebus agreed—the Graces took 


| Their noble pupil from his book, 


Allow'd him at their fide to rove ef. 
Along their own domeſtic grove, 
Amidſt the ſound of melting lyres, 


* +» 


— 


And 
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And when confin'd by winds or ſhow'rs, 
Within their amaranthine bow'rs, | 

They taught him with addreſs and kill 
To thine at ombre and quadrille; 
Or let him read an ode or play, 
To wing the gloomy hour away, 
Gios was charm'd—divincly plac'd 
VMidſt beauty, wit, politeneſs, taſte; 
And, having every hour before hun 
The fineſt models of decorum, | 
His manners took a fatier ply, 
Expreſſion kindled in his eye; 
His geſture diſengag'd, and cican, 
Set off a fine majeſtic uien ; 
And gave his happy pow'r to 
The nobleſt elegance of caſc. 
Thus, by the diſcipline of art, 
Genius ſhone out in head and heart. 
Form'd from his firſt fair bloom of youth, 
By Temp'rance and her filter Truth, 
He knew the ſcientific page 
Of every clime and every age; 
Had learnt with critic-ſkill to rein 
The wildneſs of his native vein; 
That critic-{kill, tho“ cool and chaſte, 
Refin'd beneath the eye of Taſte; 
His unforbidding mien and air, 
His aukw ard gait, his hauglity ſtare, 
And every ftain that wit debaſes, 
Were melted off among the graces; 
And Genius roſe, in form and mind, 


Tue firſt, the greateſt of mankind. 


pleaſe 5 


$ 94. The Enthuſiaſt. An Ode. WHITEHEAD. 


5 ONCE, I remember well the day, 
VU uas ere the blooming ſweets of May 
Had loſt their freſheſt hues, 
When every flower on every hill, 
In every vale had drank its fill 
Of ſunſhine and of dews. _ 
n ſhort, *rwas that ſweer ſeaſon's prime, 
Vhen Spring gives up the reins of Time 
To Summer's glowing hand, 
And doubting mortals hardly know, 
By whoſe command the breezes blow 
"Which fan the finiling land. 
Tas then, beſide a green- wood ſhade, 
Which cloath'd a lawa's aſpiring head, 
I urg'd my devious way. | 
With loit'ring ſteps regardleſs where, 
So ſoft, ſo genial was the air, 2 
So wond'rous bright the day. | 
And now my cyes with tranſport rove 
O' er all the blue expanſe above, 
| Unbroken by a cloud ! 
And now beneath delighted paſs, 
Where winding thro' the decp green graſs | 
A full-brim'd river flow'd. 
I ſtop, I gaze; in accents rude, = 
To thee, ſereneſt ſolitude, 
Burſt forth thꝰunbidden lay; 
2 Begone, vile werld, the learn'd, the wilt, 
The great, the buſy, I deſpiſe, 5 
And pity e'en the gay. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


ö 


| When lo! a voice, a voice I hear! 
| * Twas Reaſon whiſper'd in my ear 


— 


The ſame Almighty Power unſeen, 


= 5 Boox If Book 1 
Theſe, theſe are joys alone, I cry, .) 


_ | ?Tis here, divine Philoſophy, 997. F 

Thou deign'ſt to fix thy throne! TE gay 

| Here Contemplation points the road N Ne ar 

Thro' Nature's charms to Nature's God! Ne cok 
Theſe, theſe are joys alone! | Beftow?d 

Adieu, ye vain low-thoughted cares, Ne pow'r 

Ye human hopes and human fears, Sweet Ap 

3.00 pleaſures and ye pains!” _ Let me n. 

| While thus I ſpake, o'er all my foul Ne more 1 

A philoſophic calmneſs ſtole, | The worl 

| A ſtoic ſtilneſs reigns. Corruptic 

The tyrant patſions all ſubſide, Bat not tl 

| Fear, anger, pity, ſhame and pride Gainft th 

No more my boſom move; | But ſuch 7 

Vet ſtill I felt, or {cem'd to feel, And oft, 

A kind of viſionary zeal N Then caſt 


Of univerſal love. | And blels 
From all 1 
From wan 
The grave 
On! bani 
Right wel 


Minc hout 


Theſe monitory ſtrains: | 
«© What mcan'ſt thou man? would'ſ thou unbin 
The ties which conftitute thy kind, 
The pleaſures and the pains > 


Who = the gay or folemn ſcene 498. $9 
To Contemplation's ye, faorue 7 
IH Fix'd every movement of the ſoul, TON, x, 
Taught every wiſh its deſtin'd goal, H thou 
Aud quicken'd every joy. 0 Ella 
He bids the tyrant patſions rage, Lett thys 
| He bids them war eternal wage, As ever 
And combat each his foe : Whanne I 
Till from diſſenſions concords riſe, Liche k r 
Aud beauties from deformities, F 
And happineſs from woc. Upponn 
Art thou not man, and dar'ſt thou find redde fa 
A bliſs which leans not to mankind > Than d: 
Preſumptuous thought and vain ! And bie 
Each bliſs unſhar'd is uncnjoy'd, | Felprenge 
Each power is weak, unleſs employ'd hs 
| Some ſocial good to gain. Drawne 
- | Shall light and Made, and warmch and air, - Wi Done 
| With thole exalted joys compare Thouſar 
| Which active Virtue feels! Broſtow: 
When on the drags as lawful prize, Adar: 
Contempt, and Indolence, and Vice, And act 
At her triumphant wheels. Ch thou 
As reſt to labour ſtill ſucceeds Thy: 8 N 
To man, whilſt Virtuc's glorious deeds Wieherr 
| Employ his toilſome day; | Or whar 
This fair variety of things, | he dyf 
Are merely Life's refreſhing ſprings, Orr ſceſt 1 

| To ſooth him on his way. 0 
Enthuſiaſt go, unſtring thy lyre, been 
In vain thou ſing'ſt if none admire, An Mara 
How {ſweet ſoe'er the ſtrain. N JE2g 
And is not thy o'erflowing mind, Fer, Fun 
| Unleſs thou mixeſt with thy Kind, 1 
Bencrolent in vain? 8 glowe 
Unthuliaſt go, try every ſenſe, _ r fierve 
If not thy Pike, thy — neg Let Bryf 
Thou yet haſt learn'd to ſcan; nde ytt 
At leaſt thy wants, thy weakneſs know, iche A 
And ſce them all uniting ſhow, + qi lette 
That man was made for man.“ Jo le ynne 


Book II. 
997. Father Francis's Prayer, in a Hermitage. 
NEs gay attire, ne marblc hall, 
Ne arched roof, ne pictur'd wall, 

Ne cok of Fraunce ne dainty board, 
peſtow'd with pyes of perigord, 
Ne pow'r, ne ſuch like idle fancies, 
gweet Agnes! giant to Father Francis: 
Let me ne more myſelf deceive, 
Ne more regret the toys I de; ; 
The world 1 quit, the proud the vain, 
Corruption's and Ambition's train, 
Bat not the good perdie! nor fair; 
Gainft them I make ne vow, ne * 
But ſuch aye welcome to my cell, 

And oft, not alwavs, with me dwell: 
Then caſt, {wect Saint! a circle round, 
And bleis from fools this holy ground, 

From all the foes to worth and truth, 
From wanton old and homely youth, 
The gravely dull and pertly gay: 
on! baniſh theſe; and by my fay 
Right well I ween, that in this age 
4 houſe ſhall prove an hermitage. 


bird 


(9%. Songe to Alla, Lorde of the Caſtel of Bry- 
fare ynne daies of yore. From CHAT TER- 
TAN, #nder the name of ROWLEY. 
OH t thou, orr what remaynes of thee, 
Ella, the darlynge of futurity, 
Lat thys mie ſonge bolde as thie courage be, 
As everlaſtynge to poſteritve. 


Licie kynge-cuppes braſty nge wythe the morn- 
Arraung'd ynne dreare arraie, 
Upponne the lethalec daie, 

predde farre and wyde onne Watchet's ſhave ; ; 
Than dyddft thou furiouſe ſtande, 

And biè thie valyante hande 
deelprengedd all the mees wythe gore. 


Drawne bie thyne anlace felle, 
Downe to the depthe of helle 
Thouſandes of Dacyannes went; 
Bryſtowannes, menne of myghte, 
Y dar'd the bloudie iyghte, 

And actedd decds full quent. 


Ch chou, whercer (thic bones att reſte) 
Thy: Spryte to haunte delyghteth beſte, 


Or whare thou kennft from farre 
The Ava crye of warre, 
Orr ſeeſt ſomme mountayne made of corſe of 


Orr ſeeſt the hatchedd ſtede, 

Prauncey nge o'er the mede, 
nd neighe to beamenged the poynctedd ſpeeres; 
Orr ynne blacke armoure ſtaulke arounde, 
Embattel'd Bryſtowe, once thie grounde 
ad glowe ardurous onn the Caſtle ftceres ; F 
Or herve round the: mynſterr glare; 3 

et Bryſtowe ſtylle be made thie care; [fyre; |. 
rde ytt fromme focmenne and conſum vnge 
Iche Avones ſtreme enſyrke ytte rounde, 

e lette a flame enharme the grounde, [pyre. 


[pleyne, 


Tell 


* lm 


[redde hue. 
Whanne Dacya's ſonnes, whoſe hayres of bloude- | 


[ing due, | 


Wherhierr upponne the bloude - 1 : 


eue; 
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9 99. Briftove Tragedie : , 
Or, the Dethe of Svr Charles Burudin, 
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| CHATTERTON, under the name of ROWLEY* Y“ 


* THE feather'd ſongſter chaunticlecr 
Head wounde vs buzle horne, 


And told the carlie villager 


The commynge of the morne 3 


I E'ynge Edwarde lawe the ru. lie ſtreakes 


Ok lyghte eclypſe the greie; 


And herde the raven's crokynge throte 


Proclayme the fated daie. 


|< Thou'rt rvght,” quod hee, e for, by the 


6 « That ſytts enthron'd on Itvghe! [ Gove 
Charles Bawdin, and hvs feſlowes twame, 
46 To-daie tall . die.“ 


Then wythe a jugge of nappy ale 

Hys Knyghtes dudd onne hymm waite ; 
& Goe, tell thc traytour, thatt to-daie 

& Hee leaves thys mortal! tate.“ 


Syr Canter lone theane bendedd lowe, 


Wytne hart bryma-rulle of woe; 
Hee journey'd to the caſtle- gate, 
And to Syr Charles dydd goe: 


| But whenne hee came, his children tx aine, 


And eke hys lovvnge wy, 


| Wythe brinie tears dydd wett the ſloore, 


For goode Syr Charleses ly fe. 


OO goode Syr Charles!“ fad Canterlone, 
« Baddc tvdyngs | doe brynge. “ 

© Speke boldlic, manne,” ſayd brave Syr Charles, 
« Whatte favs thie traytor kyuge ? 


« T preeve to telle. before vonne ſonne 
« Does fromme the welkinne flyc, 

«& Hee hath uponne hys honour ſworne, 
« Thatt thou fhalt ſurelie dic. 


© Wee all muſt die,” que! brave Syr Charles 'S 
Of thatte I'm not affearde ; 


{| © What bootes to lyve a little ſpace ? 
1 


* Thanke Jeſu, I'm prepar'd : 


Butt telle thve kynge, for myne hec's not, 
6 | B's: — ſooner die om -= Gale 


j.* Thanne lyve hys ſlave, as manic 11 


T ho' I thould ly ve for ae.” 


i henne Cante:lone hee dydd gue out, 
To telle the major ſtraite 

To gett all thynges ynne reddyneſs 

For goode Syr Charleses fate. 


Thenne Maifterr Canv nge ſaughte the kynge, 
And felle down cnne hy $ Wu 

I'm come,” quod hee, © unto your grace 
«© To move your clemencye.“ 


Thenne quod the Kynge, * Your tale ſpeke out, 
« You have been much oure friende; 
Whatever youre requeſt may bee, 
Wee wylle to ytte attende.” 


; be 


lle ynne one flame all the whole worlde ex- 


'«« My nobile liege! all mv requeſt ; . 


Vs for a nobile knyghte, 
«© Who, tho' mavhap he has donne v:ronpe, . 


6 Hee thoyghte res ſtylle was Tyghte ; 
F 


«6 Hee 
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4 Hee his a ſpouſe and children evaine, 


« Alle rewyn'd are for aie; 
« Yff thatt you are reſoly'd to lett 
„Charles Bawdin die to daie.” 


_ © Speke nott of ſuch a traytour vile, 
dy i kynge \ ynne fury ſayde; 
© Before the ev'ning ſtarre doth ſheene, 
© Bawdin ſhall looſe hys hedde : 


3 Juſtice does loudlie for hym calle, 
And hee ſhall have hys meede : 


4 Speke, Maiſter Canynge! Whatte thynge elſe 


Att preſent doe you neede?“ 
4 My nobile liege! goode Canynge ſayde, 


Leave juſtice to our Godde, 
6 And laye the yronne rule aſyde; 
« Be thyne the oly ve rodde. 


% Was Godde to ſerche our hertes and reines, 


| «© The beſt were ſynners grete; 
« Chriſt's vycarr only knowes ne ſynne, 
 « Ynne alle thys mortall ſtate, 


Leit mercie rule thyne infante reigne, 
Tuyle faſte thye crowne fulle ſure; 
« From race to race thy familie 
« Alle ſov'reigns ſhall endure: 


« But yff wythe bloode ann ſlaughter thou 
"WM Beginne thy infante reigne, 


« Thy crowne uponne thy childrennes brows 


« Wylle never lonng remaync.“ 


Canynge, awaie! thys traytour vile 
as ſcorn'd my power and mec; 

Howe canſt thou thenne for ſuch a manne 
0 en my clemencye ?? 


nobile liege! the truly brave 

| ylle val'rous actions prize; 
6s Reſpect a brave and nobile mynde, 

„ Altho' ynne enemies.“ 


Canynge, awaie! By Godde ynne Heav'n, 
© That dydd mee beinge gyve, | 
I wylle not taſte a bitt of breade 

© Whilſt thys Syr Charles dothe lyve. 


© By Maric, and all Seinctes ynne Heav'n, 
Thys ſunne ſhall be hys laſte.“ 
Thenne Canynge dropt a brinie teare, 
And from the preſence paſte. 


With herte brymm-fulle of gnawynge grief, : 


| Hee to Syr Charles dydd goe, 
Add ſatt hrmm downe uponne a ſtoole, 
And teares beganne to flowe. 


Wee all muſt die,” quod brave Syr Charles; 


_ © Whatte bootes ytte howe or whenne ! 
© Dethe ys the ſure, the certaine fate 
Of all wee mortal] mennc. 


« Saye why, my friende, thic honeſt ſoul 
Runns overr at thyne eye; 
© Is ytte for my moſt welcome doome 


© Thatt thou doſt child-lyke crye ?* 


Quod godlie Canynge, “ I doe weepe, 

„ 'Thatt thou ſoe ſoone muſt dye, 
% And leave thy ſonnes and helpleſs wyfe; 
1 'Tis thys that wettes Myne eye.“ 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 
| 


| © Dethe I deſpiſe, and alle the pow'r 


© Thenne drie the teares thatt out thyne eye 
From godlie fountaines ſprynge; 


Of Edwarde, traytor kynge. 


+ Whan throgh the tyrant's welcom means | 


J ſhall reſigne my Iyfe, 


1 © The Godde I ſerve wylle ſoon provyde 


For bothe mye ſonnes and wyfe. 


I. Before I fawe the lyghtſome ſunne/, 


« Thys was appointed mee. 


© Shall inortal manne repyne or grudge 


« Whatt Godde ordeynes to bee? 


| © Howe oft ynne battaile have I ſtoode, 


* Whan thouſands dy'd arounde ; 


|< Whan ſmokynge ſtreems of crimſon bloode. 


© Imbrew'd the fatten'd grounde : 


© How dydd I knowe that ev'ry darte, 
That cutte the airic waie, 

8 My ghte nott finde paſſage toe my harte, 
And cloſe myne eyes for aie? 


„And ſhall I now, for feere of dethe, 


Looke wanne and bee dyſmayde ? 


- | © Ne! fromm my herte flic childyſhe feere, 


| © Bee alle the manne difplay'd. 


L Ah, goddclyke Henrie! Godde forefende, 
And guarde thee and thye ſonne, 
{ © Yf 'tis hys wylle; but yil 'tis nott, 
* Why thenne hys wylle be donne. 


My honeſte friende, my faulte has beene 
| © Toferve Godde and mye prynce z 


And that I no tyme-ſerver am, 


| My dethe wylle ſoone convynce. 


[Inne Londonne citye was I borne, 


Of parents of grete note; 
My fadyre dydd a nobile arms 
1 Emblazon onne hys cote: 

| 


I make ne doubte butt hee ys gone 


Where ſoone I hope to goe; 


| © Where wee for ever ſhall bee bleſt, 


1 From oute the reech of woe: 


Hee taught mee juſtice and the laws 


{ © YI defyl'd her bedde? 


| | . To leave thys worlde of payne? 


© And eke hee taughte mee howe to knows 
The wronge cauſe fromm the ryghte : 


© Hee taughte mee wythe a prudent hande 
| © To fecde the hungrie poore, 
Ne lette mye ſervants drive awaie 


[ « Wyth pitie to unite; 
' 
| The hungrie fromme my doore: 


And none can laye, butt all mye lyfe 


- | I have hys wordyes aye kept; 
And ſumm'd the aCtionns of the daie 


Eche nyghte before I ſlept. 


I have a ſpouſe, goe aſke of her, 


* I have a kynge, and none can laie 


. Blacke trealon onne my hedde. 


Inne Lent, and onne the holie eve, 
Fromm fleſhe I dydd refrayne; 
Whie ſhould I thenne appeare diſmayd 
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Ne! hapleſs Henrie! I rejoyce, 
« I ſhalle ne ſee thye dethe; 
Moſt willynglie in thye juſt cauſe 
Doe I reſign my brethe. 5 
Oh, fickle 4 rewyn'd londe ! 
Thou wylt kenne peace ne moe; 
Whyle Richard's ſonnes exalt themſelves, 
Thye brookes wythe bloude wylle flowe. 
tSaie were ye tyr'd of godlie peace, 
« And 9 BEES 
Thatt you dydd choppe youre eaſie daies 
For thoſe of bloude and peyne? 
(Whatte tho' I onne a ſledde bee drawne, 
And mangled by a hynde, . 
] do defye the traytor's pow'r, 
Hee can ne harm my mynde; 


What tho', uphoiſted onne a pole, 
Mye lymbes ſhall rotte ynn ayre, 
And ne ryche monument of braſſe 
Charles Bawdin's name ſhall bear; 
Mett ynne the holie booke above, 
Whyche tyme can't eat awai, | 
There, wythe the ſervants of the Lorde, 
My name ſhall lyve for aie. 
Thenne welcome dethe ! for lyfe eterne 
© I leve thys mortall lyfe: 8 
Farewell, vayne worlde, and all that's deare, 
* Mye ſonnes and lovynge wyfe ! 
Nowe dethe as welcome to mee comes 
As cer the monthe of Maie; 
Nor woulde I even wyſhe to lyve, 
*Wyth my dere wyfe to ſtaie.“ | 
Quod Canynge, *Tys a goodlie thynge 
To dis prepar'd 5 die; et | 
And from thys worlde of peyne and grefe 
To Godde ynne Heav'n to flie. “! 
And nowe the bell beganne to tolle, 
And claryonnes to ſounde; 
yr Charles he herde the horſes feete 
A prauncyng on the grounde : 


Aud, juſte before the officers, 
His lovynge wyfe came ynne, 
Weepynge unfeigned teeres of woe, 


Wythe loude and dyſmalle dynne. 


Sweet Florence! nowe J praie forbere, 
Vnne quiet lett mee die; 

'Praie Godde, that ev ry Chriſtian ſoule 
* Maye looke onne dethe as I. 


Sweet Florence! why theſe brinie teeres ? 
* Theye waſhe my ſoule awaie, 

And almoſt make mee wyſhe for lyfe, 
*Wyth thee, ſweete dame, to ſtaie. 

Tys but a journie I ſhalle goe 

* Untoe the lande of blyſle ; 
owe, as a proofe of huſbande's love, 
Receive thys holie kyſſe. 

Thenne Florence, fault'ring ynne her ſaie, 

„ Tremblynge, theſe wordyes thee ſpoke, 


Ah, cruele Edwarde ! bloudie kynge | 
My herte ys well nyghe broke: 


N 
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cet. 


| Whoe turnedd toe his lovynge w 


Alle cladd ynne homelie ru 


| Behynde thevre backes 


412 
« Ah, ſweete Syr Charles! why wylt thou goes, 
«© Wythoute thye lovynge wyfe ! | 
The cruelle axe thatt cuttes thye necke, 
« Ytt eke ſhall ende mye lyfe.” | 


And nowe the officers came ynne 


To brynge Syr Charles awaie, i 
Yte, 
And thus toe her dydd ſaiee 


4 1 goe to lyfe, and nott to dethe; 


Truſte thou ynne Godde above, 


And teache thye ſonnes to feare the Lorde, 


And ynne theyre hertes hym love: 


I | © Teache them to runne the nobile race 5 


Thatt I theyre fader runne: | 


| © Florence ! ſhou'd dethe thee take adieu! 


© Yee officers, lead onne.” 


4 Thenne Florence rav'd as anie madde, 


And dydd her treſſes tere; | ; 
« Oh! ſtaie, my huſbande! lerde | and lyfe l“ 
Syr Charles thenne dropt a teare. . 


Tyll tyredd oute wythe ravynge loud, 


| Shce fellen onne the flore; 
| Syr Charles exerted alle hys myghte, 


And march'd fromm oute the dore. 


| Uponne a fledde he mounted thenne, 


Wythe lookes fulle brave and ſweteg 


Lookes, thatt enſhoone ne moe concern 


Thanne anie ynne the ſtrete. 


Before hym went the council - menne, 
Vnne ſcarlette robes and golde, 


And taffils ſpanglynge ynne the ſunne, 


Muche glorious to beholde : 
The Freers of Seincte Auguſtyne næat 
Appeared to the ſyghte, | | 
ſſett weedes, 


Of godlie monkyſh plyghte: 


| Ynne diffraunt partes a godlie pſaume 


Moſte ſweetlie theye dydd chaunt ; 
| ; ſyx mynſtrelles came, 
ho tun'd the ſtrunge bataunt. Fi 
Thenne fyve-and-twentye archers came; 
Echone the bowe dydd bende, Th 


| | From reſcue of kynge Henrie's friends 
| 


| | Bold as a lyon came Syr Charles, 


Syr Charles forr to defende, 


Drawne onne a clothe-layde ſledde, 5 


Bye two blacke ſtedes ynne trappynges white, 


Wyth plumes uponne theyre hedde: 


Behynde hym five-and-twentye moe 
Of archers ſtronge and ſtoute, 
Wyth bended bowe echone ynne hande, 
Marched ynne goodlie route : 


Seinfte Jameses Freers marched next, 
Echone hys parte dydd chaunt ; 
Behynde theyre backes ſyx mynſtrelles came, 
ho tun'd the ſtrunge bataunt: 


Thenne came the maior and eldermenne, 
Ynne clothe of ſcarlett deckt; 
And theyre attendynge menne echone, 
Lyke * princes trickt : 
2 : 


And after them a multitude 

Of citizens dydd thronge; | 
The wyndowes were all full of in 

As hee dydd paſſe alonge. | 


And whenne hee came to the hyghe croſſe, 


Syr Charles dydd turne and ſac; -- 
© © Thou, thatt ſaveſt manne fromme ſynne, 
« Waſhe mye ſoule clean thys daie.“ 


Att the grete mynſter windowe ſat 

The kynge yune myele ſtate, 

Jo fee Charles Bawdin goc alonge 
To hys moſt weleom fate. 


S. on as the ſledde drewe n 7ghe enowe, 95 


That Edwarde hee myghte heare, 


The brave Syr Charles hee dydd ſtande uppe, 


And thus hys wordes declare: 


Thou ſceſt mee, Edwarde ! traytour vile! 
© Expos'd to infamie; 


ut be aſſur d diſloyall manne ! 
I'm greaterr nowe thanne thee. 


Bye foule proceedyngs, murdre, bloude, 


Thou weæreſt nuwe a crowne; 
© And haſt appoyrited mee to dye; . 
By power nott thyne owne; 


© Thou thynkeſt I ſhall dye to-daie; 
© I have beene dede tille nowe, 


And ſoone ſhall lyve to weare a cFowne | 


For aie uponne my browe, 


cWhylſt thou, perhapps for ſome few yeares, 


_ © Shalt rate thys ſickle lande, 


© To lett them knowe howe wyde'the rule 


« >Twixt kynge and tyrant hande: 


© Thve pow'r unjuſt, thou traytour ſlave? 
© Shall falle onne thy owne hedde.— 


Fromm out the hearyng of the kynge 
Departed thenne the 1 ſledde. 


Kvynge Edwarde's ſoule ruſh'd to hys facez 5 5 


| "Hee turn'd his head awaie, 
And to hys broder Glouceſter 


Hee thus dydd ſpeke and ſaie: 


te To hym that ſoe-much- dreaded dethe 


Ne ghaſtlie terrors brynge: 


% Behol.le the manne! hee ſpake the truthe; | 


« Hee's greater than a kynge! * 
So lett hym die!” Duke Richard ſay de; 8 


* And maye echonc our foes 
© Bende downe theyr neckes to bloudie exe, 
And ſcede the carryon crowes,” 


And now the horſes gentlie drewe 
Syr Charles uppe the hyghe hvlle! 


The exe dydd glyſterr ynne the ſunne, 


Hys pretrous bloode to ſpylle. 


| Syr Charles dydd uppe the ſcaffold goe, 


As uppe a gilded carre 


Of victorye, by vab'rous chiefs 
Sey Am the. bloudic warre: 


* 
** 


1 bene, 
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| 


And to the people hee dydd faie, Mi 


* Beholde you ſee mee dye, 


For N loyally mye kynge, Al 
| © Mye kynge moſt rightfullie. : — hys 
4. As longe as Edwarde rules thys lande, Wehe yi 
No quiet you wylle knowe; | * { 
46 Your fonnes and huſbandes fhalle be flayne, 0: hee y 
And brookes wyth bloude ſhalle flowe. Mi. 
Lou leave youre goode and lawfulle kynge, Al 
| * Whenne ynne adverſitye; . 
Luke mee, untoe the true cauſe ſtycke, nuke ! th 
1-- * And for the true cauſe dye.” [1 the brie! 
| | Thenne hee, wyth preſtes, uponne hys know, Hake! th 
| A pray to Godde dy dd make, To the nyt 
Beſeechynge hym unto kymſctfs 7. 
Hys partynge ſoule to take, | -. Wal 
Then, kneelynge downe, he layd hys hcede | Al 
Moſt ſeemlie onne the blocke ; | | dee! the v 
| Whyche fromme hys bodie fayre at once V. H terre 
The able heddes-manne ſtroke! | Whyterre 
And oute the bloude beganne to flowe, Whyterr I 
And rounde tlie Icaffolde n; _— 
And teares, enoëẽ to waſhe't awaie, , = 
| Dydd flowe fromme each mann's eyne. . 
{ The bloudie exe hys bodie fayre Fo Heere, upo 
Vnnto foure parties cutte Schalle the 
And ev Tye parte, and eke hys hedde, | Nec one ha 
VU ponne a pole was putte. Al the celr 
one parte dydd rotte on Kymeulph-bylle, Mit 
One onne the mynſter- tower, | .-- _ 
And one fiom off the caſtle-gate All 


The crowen dydd devoure : w ythe mie 


t The other onne Seyncte Powle's yoode 2 gate Rounde hy 


2 Hair, 3 Complexion. 


A dreery ſpectacle; OCuphante f 
Hys hedde was plac'd onne the hyghe croſſe, Heere mie 
| Yune hyghe-ſtreete moſt nobile. Mie 
| Thus was the end of Bawdin's fate: 5 „ 
|| Godde proſper long our kynge, a 

| And grant hee may; wyth Bawdin's ſoule, Com 
| Yune heav'n Godd's mercie iynge | D: my 
ayne mie 
| — — —-—. Lyfe & all 
3 - e i» Daunce bie 
| $ 2006, The Mynftretles 5 in Alla; Mi 
| a Tag cal Enter ludo. Gon 
CHATTERTON, &. Al 
| O Synge untoe my roundelaie, Later wyt 
0 droppe the brynie teare wythe mee 4. vo t 
Daunce ne moe atte hallie daie, | * & en 
Ly cke a reynynge 1 ryver bee; | 5 tne d 
Mie love ys dedde, Mi 
Gone to hys death -bedde, 55 
| Al under the wyllowe tree. | Al 

| Blacke hys cryne 2 as the wyntere nyght, 

_ | Whyte hys rode 3 as the ſommer ſnowe, 1 Water: 
 ] Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, | Frounh 0 
Cale he lyes yrne 1 the grave below: e; 1j — e 
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Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Swote hys tongue as the throſtle's note, 


Qu 
Dc 


uycke ynne daunce as thought can bee, 
fi ys taboure, codgelle ſtote, 


0! hee lys bie the wyllowe tree: 


Mie love ys dedde, 
Sonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Alle underre the wyllowe tree: 


Harke! the ravenne flappes hys wynge, 
I the briered dell belowe;  _ 
Harke! the dethe-owle loude dothe ſynge 
To the nyghte-mares as heie goe 


Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hs deathe-bedde, 
55 Al under the wyllowe tree: 


dee! the whyte moone ſheenes onne hie; 


*. 


terre ys nue tive love's ſhroude; 


Whyterre yanne the mornynge ſkie, 
Whyterre yanne the evenynge cloude; 


Mie love ys dedde, 
Sonne to hys deathe-hedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Heere, upon mie true love's grave, 
Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 
Yee one hallie ſeyncte to fave 

Al the celneſs of a mayde. 


Mic love ys dedde, | 
Gonne to hys death-bedde, 
Alle under the wyllowe tree. 


Vythe mie hondes I'll dent the brieres 
Rounde hys hallie corſe to gre; 
Vuphante fairie, lyghte your fyres, 
Heere mie boddie ſtylle ſchalle bee. 


Mie love ys dedd e, 
Gonne to hys death-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Comme, wythe acorne-coppe & thorne, 
Drayne mie hartys blodde awaic; . 


Lyfe & all 


es goode I ſeorne, 


Daunce bie nete, or feaſte by daie. 


Mie love ys dedde, _ 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Water wytches, crownede wythe reytes 1, 
*rc mee to yer leathalle tyde. c 


die; I comme; mie true love waytes. 


Thos the damſelle ſpake, and dyed: 


Mie love ys dedde, 


8 
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n 


While the yellow linnet ſings, 
Or the tuneful nightingale y 


CHA1TERTON, &c. 


HAN Freedom, drefte yn blodde-ſt-yned 


veſte, | | 5 
Io everie knyghte her warre- ſonge ſuage, 
Upon her hedde wylde wedes were ſpredde; 
A goric anlace by her honge. 8 
She daunced onne the heathe; 
She hearde the voice of deathe ; 


] Pale-eyned affryghte, hys harte of ſylver hue, 
| In vayne affayled 2 her boſome to acale 3 
She hearde onflemed 4 the ſhrickynge voice of 


woe, : | 
And ſadneſſe ynne the owlet ſhake the dale. 
SGhe ſhooke the burled 5 ſpeere, 
On hie ſhe jeſte 6 her ſheelde, 
Her focmen 7 all appere, 
And flizze 8 along the feelde. 


Power, wythe his heafod 9 ſtraughit 10 ynto 
8 : [ſtarre, | 
| Hys ſpecre a ſonne-beame, and his ſhcelue a 
Alyche 11 twaie 12 brendeyng 13 gonfyres 14 


the ſkyes, 


rolls hys eyes, war. 


Chaftes 15 with hys yronne feete and ſoundes to 


- She ſyttes upon a rocke, 
She bendes before hys ſpeere, 

She ryſes from the ſhocke, 
Wieldyng her own yn ayre, 


Harde as the thunder dothe ſhe drive ytte on, 
| Whrte ſcillye 16 wympled 17 gies 18 tte to hys 


| crowne,: 1 85 *_ __ "['vs gon, 
Hys longe ſharpe ſpeere, his ſpreddyng ſheride 
He falles, and fallynge rolleth thouſandes down. 


ariſt 20, | 


| Hys feerie heaulme 21 noddynge to the ayre. 


Tenne bloddie arrowes -ynne hys ſtreynynge 
Rs * 
1 * * * 2 


— - 


—— — —_ .—_ 


: 9 103 | Grongar Hill. Dyk. g 


| QILENT Nyinph! with curious ge, 


Who the purple ev'ning lie 


On the mountain's lonely van, 
| | Beyond the noiſe of buſy man, 


Painting fair the form of things, : 


Charms the foreſt with her tale; 
Come, with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy ſiſter Mufe. 


| Now, while Phoebus riding high, 


Gives luſtre to the land and ſky, © 
Grongar Hill invite my —_— 
Draw the landſcape bright and ftrong; 


Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, | Grongar ! in whoſe moſly cells, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. Sweetly muſing Quiet dwells; 

I Water- flags. 2 Endeavoured. 3 Freeze. 4 Undiſmayed. 5 Armed, pointed. 
b Hoilted on high, raiſed, 2 Foes, enemies. 8 Fly. _ g Head. + | _ | 3o Sombes. 
1 Like. 12 Two, 13 Flaming. 14 Meteors. 15 Beats, ſtamps. 16 Cloſely. 
7 Mantled, covered. 18 Guides 19 Armed. 20 Aroſe. 21 Helmet. _ 

3 3238 2 SGrongar 
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Grongar! in whoſe ſilent ſhade, 
For the modeſt Muſes made, 
So oft I have, the ev'ning ſtill, 
At the fountain of a rill oy 
Sat upon a flow'ry bed, _ 
Wich my hand beneath my head, 
While ſtray'd my eyes o'er Towy's flood 
Over mead and over wood, ns 
From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 
Till Contemplation had her fill, 
About his chequer'd ſides I wind, 
And leave his brooks and meeds behind; 
And groves and grottoes, where I lay, 
And viſtoes ſhooting beams of day. 
Wide and wider ſpreads the vale, 
As circles on a ſmooth canal: 
The mountains round, unhappy fate! 
Sooner or larer of all height, | 


| Withdraw their ſummits from the ſkies, 


And leſſen as the others riſe. | 
Still the proſpect wider ſpreads, 
Adds a thouſand woods and meads ; 
Still it widens, widens ftill, 
And finks the newly-riſen hill. 
Nou I gain the mountain's brow, 
What a landſcape lies below! _ 
No clouds, no vapours, intervene; 
But the gay, the open ſcene 
Does the face of Nature ſhew 
In all the hues of heaven's bow, 
And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 
Spreads around beneath the fight. 
Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 
Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies; 
Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 
Scem from hence aſcending fires ; 
Half his beams Apollo ſheds 
On the yellow mountain heads, 
 Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 
And glitters on the broken rocks. 
Below me trees unnumber'd riſe, 
Beautiful in various dies: | 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The vellow beech, the ſable yew; 
The ſlender fir, that taper grows, 
The ſturdy oak, with broad-ſpread boughs ; 
And, beyond the purple grove, | 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of love! 
Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 
Lies a long and level lawn, _ 
Pn which a dark hill, ſteep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye. 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood; 
His fides are cloth'd with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 
That caſt an awful look below; 
| Whoſe ragged walls the ivy creeps, 
And with FS. arms from falling keeps : 
So both a ſafety from the wind 
On murual dependence find. 

Tis now the raven's bleak abode, 
Tis now th*apartment of the toad; 
And there the fox ſecurely feeds, 

And there the pois'nous adder breeds, 
ꝛonceal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds; . 
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While ever and anon there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walls. 
Yet time has ſcen, that lifts the low, 
And level lays the lofty brow, 


Big with the vanity of fate : 


Has ſeen this broken pile complete, 


But tranſient is the ſmile of Fate! 


| A little rule, a little ſway, 


_ | So we miſtake the future's face, 


| While the waters murmur deep; 


j 


| | As pearls upon an Ethiap's arm. 
| Sce, on the mountain's ſouthern fide, © 


| Where the ev'ning gilds the tide, 


| What ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye! 
A ſtep, methinks, may paſs the ſtream, 


| Tae preſent's ſtill a cloudy day, 


| Content me with an humble ſhade, 
| My paſſions tam'd, my wiſhes laid; 


We baniſh quiet from the ſoul : 


IA ſun- beam in a winter's day, 
IIs all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave. 


And ſee the rivers, how they run 


| Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and ſun! 
|] Sometimes {wift, ſometimes flow, 


Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 


| Like human life to endleſs ſleep ! 
Thus is Nature's veſture wrought, 


To inſtruct our wand'ring thought; 


| Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 


To diſperſe our cares away. 


Ever charming, ever new, 
When will the landſcape tire the view! 


| The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 


The woody vallies, warm and low; 


| The windy ſummit, wild and high, 


Roughly ruſhing on the ſky! 
The pleaſant ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 


| The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r ; - 


The town and village, dome and farm; 
Each yive cach a double charm, 


| 
) 
Where the proſpect opens wide, 


How cloſe and ſmall the hedges lie! 


So little diſtant dangers ſeem ! 


| Ey'd thro? Hope's deluding glats. 
As yon ſummit's ſoft and fair, 

Clad in colours cf the air, 
Which, to thoſe who journey near, 
Barren, brown, and rough appear; 
Still we tread the ſame coarſe way; 


O may I with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what I ſce: 


| For, while our wiſhes 2 roll, 


Tis thus the buſy beat the air, 
And miſers gather wealth and caro. 
Now, e'en now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain turf I lie; 
While the wanton zephyr ſings, 
And in the vale perfumes his wings; 


While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep; 
While the birds unbounded fly, 
And with muſic fill the ſ&y, 


| Now, c'en now, my joys run high. 
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Book IT. DI DAC TIC, 
Be full, 2 e courts! be great who will; 4 
Search for Peace with all your kill; 


deck her on the marble floor: 

In vain ye ſearch, ſhe is not there; 
In vain ye ſearch the domes of Care! | 
Graſs and flowers Quiet treads, | I 
0n the meads and mountain heads, = 
Along with Pleaſure cloſe ally'd, Ml 
Ever by each other's fide ; ; | 3 4 
And often, by the murm'ring n e | 
Hears the thruſh, while all is till, | 
Within ms groves of Grongar nil. 


1 | 


r 
* — 


(103. 4 Monody on the Death of his Lady. 


By GEORGE Lord LYTTLETON. 


* Ihſe cava folons ægrum teftitudine amorem, 


Je dulris conjur, te ſolo in liticre ſecum, | | Wich N © Dy God, 
I 1th Nature there retir'd, an ature's 


Je veniente di e, te decedente c anebat.” 


AT length efcap'd from ev'ry human eve, 25 


From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, 


or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry; 

Bencath the gloom of this embow'ring ſhade, 

This lone retreat for tender ſorrow made, 

I now may give my burthen'd heart relief,” 1 
And pour forth all my ſtores of grief; 

Of grief ſurpailing ev'ry other woe, 

Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 


Can on th'ennobled mind bettow, 4+ 


Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
Our groſs deſires, inelegant and'low. 


Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 
Ye high o'crſhadowing hills, | 

Ve lawns, gay-fmiling with eternal green, | 
Oft have you my Lucy ſeen! 

But never ſhall you now bchold her more : 
Nor will the now, with fond delight, 


Clos'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
Thoſe beauteous eyes, where beaming us'dtoſhine 
Reaſon's pure light and Virtue's ſpark divine. 


Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods n 
To hear her heavenly voice; | 

For her deſpiſing, when ſhe deign'd to fing, 
The ſweeteſt ſongſters of the | ſpring : 


The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more; 


The nightingale was mute, 
And ev'ry ſhepherd's flute 
Was caſt in filent ſcorn away, 

While all attended to her ſweeter lay. 

Ye larks and linnets, now reſume your ſong: 
And thou, melodious Philomel, 
Again thy plaintive ſtory tell ; 

For death has ſtopp'd that tuneful tongue, 

Whoſe muſic could alone your war bling notes 
excel. 


In vain I look around 


{Uh 


DE SCRIPTFIVE; &c. 


Open wide the lofty door; | * 
1 ſummer ſun go Jown the iy; | 


7 | 5 | 
Along the valley, can ſhe now be found : | 
In all the wide-ftretch'd proſpect's ample bound, | 
* | 


| 5 | 
Where female vanity might with to thine, 


| 


And taſte refin'd, your rural charms explore. B 


O'er all the well-known ground, 


* Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſcry; 
Where oft we us'd to walk; 8 
Where oft, in tender talk, 


Nor by yon fountain's fide, 
Nor where its waters glide 


No more my mournful eye 
Can avghrt of her efpy, 


But the ſad ſacred carth where her dear alles le 8 
O ſhades of Hagley, where is now your boaſt? 


Your bright inhabitant is loft. 
You the preferr'd to all the gay reſorts 


The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts, 
Her moteft beauties ſhunn'd the public eye: 
To your ſequeſter'd dales 

And flow er-embroider'd wales | 
From an admiring world ſne chofe to ty. 


The ſilent paths of wiſdom trod 


8 And baniſh'd ev'ry paſſion from der dreaſt 
(ſhare, | 
That in my mournful thoughts might claim a | 


But thoſe, the genticf and the 
Whole holy flames with energy 40455 | 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 

The conjugal and the maternal love. 


Sweet babes! who, like the little play ful | 


fawns, Cla-uns, 


By your delighted mother's ſide, 
Who now your infant ſteps ſhall vaide 2 


To ev'ry virtue would have form'd your 
'outh, [truth ? 


O loſs beyond repair! 
O wretched father! left alone 


To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs' d with 


| woe, 
And drooping o'er thy Lucy? s grave, 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe ! 
Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 


Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 


From theſe fond arms your fair difciple tore; 
From theſe fond arms that vainly Rrove 
With haplefs ineffectual love, 

To guard her boſom from the morral blow 3 2 

Could not your favouring pow'r, Aönian 

maids, 

Could not, alas! your power prolong er 

For whom fo off, in theſe inſpiring thades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 

You open'd all vour ſacred ſtore; 

Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 

Vour ancient bards ſublimely thought, 

And bade her raptur'd breaſt with all yur ſpi- 


rit glow? 


Nor then did Pindus or Caſtalia's plain, 
Or 5 fount your ſteps detain, 
Ff4 | 
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Were wont to trip along theſe verdant | 
Ah! where is now the hand, whoſe tender care 


And ſtrew'd with flowers the my os of 


| f fave. 
From folly and from vice their helplefs age ro 
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— . * "Ar Re” 8 
= —— — —— ww ER Fs Ig Pr_ . 
9 1 
— - = * 5 — 


f 


7 1 
449: 
F ; , 
| 1 
1 
| | 
. ( 
1 | 
- 
4 ' 4 | 
i 
| 
+Þ 1 
4 
8 f . 
11 
8 
2 : 
£0 1 
1 4 
þ ' 
L þ 
N 
'S N 
bt 
* 
A 0 
7 


— — — 


1 N — 
= PR ty it af SW <: 


Nor ii in the 1 vallies did you play; | 


Nor then on Mincio's bank * 
Beſet with oſiers dank; | 


Nor where Cu + rolls his gentle 


ſtream z 
Nor where, thro? hanging 3 
Steep Anio + pours his floods; 
Nor yet where Meles or Iliſſus 9 ſtray. | 
Ill does it now beſcem, 
That, of your guardian care bereft, 


| To dire e and death . — ſhould ; 


be left. 


Now what avails it, that in v early bloom, 
When light fantaſtic toys 

Are all her ſex's joys, 

With you ſhe ſearch'd the wit of Greece 

and Rome; | 

And all that in her latter days, 
To emulate her ancient praile, 

Ttalia's happy genius could produce; 
Or what the Gallic fire 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 


| By all the Graces temper'd and refin d; 1 


Or what, in Britain's iſle, 
Moft favour'd with your ſmile, 
The pow'rs of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 


To full perfection have conlpir'd to raile? _ | 


Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 


T o black Oblivian's gloom for ever now con- 


ſign'd! | 
- Atleaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 


?Tis yours from death to fave, 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 


With golden characters her worth engrave. | 


Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 


And ſtrew with choiceſt flowers her hal- | 


| low'd tomb ; 
But 1 thou, in ſable veſtment clad, 
With accents {ſweet and fad, 


Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn ; 
O O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impaſſion'd tear, a more pathetic lay! 


Tell how each beauty of her mind and face | 


Was brighten'd by fome ſweet peculiar 


How eloquent in ev'ry look F[ſgrace!| 
Thr? her expreſſive eyes her ſoul diſtiactly 
ſpoke! [ fin'd, | 


Tell how her manners, by the world re- 
Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts 
With candid Truth's ſimplicity, [agree 
And uncorrupted Innocence! | 
Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 
She join'd the ſoft ning influence 


The Mincio runs by Mantua, the birth-place of Virgil. 

The Clitumuus is a river of Umbria, the reſidence of Fropertius. 

The Anio runs thro* Tibut or Tivoli, where Horace had a villa. | 
The Meles is a river in  Irnily from whence — ſuppoſed to be born 


ki 


Meliifgenes. 
F The Iliſſus is a river at Athens, 
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[ra's urn | 
Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Lau- 


ih 


Book III Boos: II. 
Of more than female tenderneſs: Ariſe, 
How, in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy, "TW 
Which oft the care of others good — To th 
Her kindly melting heart, W1 
To cvery want and every woe, Was | 
To guilt itſelf when in diſtreſs, To 
The balm of pity would impart, An 
And all relief that bounty could beſtow ! "FH 
| Fen for the kid or lamb, that pour'd its life As 
Beneath the bloody knife, LSE Rough mo 
Her gentle tears would fall; [all Wh 
| Tears from ſweet Virtue's ſource, benevolent to e 
Not only good and kind, To tt 
Aut ſtrong and elevated was her mind: Of 
A ſpirit that, with noble pride, The 
Could look ſuperior down _ In 
On Fortune's {mile or frown; Shi 
That could, without regret or pain, Na 
To Virtue's loweſt duty ſacrifice ä 
Or Int' reſt or Ambition's higheſt prize; Of ev 
That, injur'd or offended, never try'd Nor 
Its dignity, by vengeance, to maintain, Oft fk 
But by magnanimous diſdain. Wh 
A wit, that remperately bright, At 
With inoffenſive light Ne 
All pleaſing ſhone; nor ever paſt Chand, Wich pled 
The decent bounds that Wiſdom's ſober 
And ſweet Beneyolence's mild command, O beſt « 
And baſhful Modeſty, before it caſt. Tha. 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, Wer 
That nor too little nor too much believ'd; How * 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fear, How in 
And, without weakneſs, knew to be ſincere, Aba 
Such Lucy was, when, i in her faireſt days, Witho! 
Amidſt th'acclaim of univerſal praiſe, Witt 
In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, The de 
Death came remorſeleſs on, and ſunk her to the Whar | 
RY Een th 
So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris BYE et 
n the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, ” 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, Fe 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, NV 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head; On wh 
From ev'ry branch the balmy flow'rets riſe Supf 
On ev'ry bough the golden * are ſeen; Fou 
With odours ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſkies; To be⸗ 
The wood- ny ymphs tend it, and th'1daliaq | Ala; 
| queen : My de 
But, in the midſt of all its blooming pride, Thar r 
A ſudden blaſt from Apenninus blows, My 
Cold with perpetual ſnows; [and dies. In e 
The tender-blighted plant ſhrinks up its leavcs, an nc 
Ariſe, O Petrarch! from th Elyſian bow'rs, 1 
With never-fading myrtles twin'd, | 
And fragrant with ambroſial flowers, 
Whew to thy Laura thou again art join'd; We w 
The re 
Anc 
Anoth 
| And 4. 
on its banks, is called Still 


land, 
ſober 
nd, 


0 ; 
fear, 
CENT, 


ays, 


Book II. 


Ariſe, a and hither bring the ſilver lyre, 
Tun'd by thy ſkilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of elegant deſire, 
Wich which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love; 
To me reſigu the vocal ſhell, 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale fo well, 
As mas een things inanimate, {| move. 
Rough mountain oaks and delart rocks, to pity 


What were, alas thy woes, — Fake $3: 


mine ? 


To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band 0 


Of Hymen never gave her hand; 


The joys of wedded love were never thine, | 


In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art 
___ Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that foſter'd there: 
Nor did her fond affeftion on the bed 


Oft ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head | 


Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 


With pledges dear,andw itha father's tender name. | 


O beſt of wives! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms ; 
How can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee? 
How in the world (to me a deſart grown, 
Abandon'd and alone) 
Without my ſweet companion can J live ? 
Without thy lovely ſmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, 


What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give! 2 


E'en the delightful ſenſe of well-earn'd praiſe, 


Fnſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts | 
| | JT was a winter's evening, and faſt came down 


could raiſe. 


For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find ? 
On whom for conſolation ſhall 1 call? 
Support me, ev'ry friend; 
Your kind affiſtance lend, 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe. 
Alas! each friend of mine, 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books, the heſt relief 
In every other grief, 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Each favourite author we together read, 
y tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of 
Lucy dead. 


We were the happieſt pair of human kind: | 
The rolling year its various courſe pan, 
And back return'd again: 
nother, and another, ſmiling came, 


„ 


Still in her golden chain 
Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind; 


Our ſtudics, pleaſures, taſte, the ſame, 


— 
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| | But eruelier than all, the lad that le 
Huſh, huſh, my lovely baby, and warm thee in 


And ſaw our happineſs unchang'd remain. 
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O fatal, fatal ſtroke! p 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love had rais'd 
Of rare felicity, 


On which ev'n wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, : 
And ev'ry ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form'd, 


Wich ſoothing hope for many a furure day, 


In one ſad moment broke 


Vet, O my ſoul! thy riſing murmurs ftay; | 
Nor dare th/all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arragn, 
Or againſt his ſupreme decree 85 
With impious grief complain. 
That allthy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 
Was his moſt righteous — be that will : 
—_— . | 
Would thy fond love his grace to her controulʒ 
And, in theſe low abodes of fin and * = 
Her pure exalted ſoul, 
Unjuſtly, for thy partial good, detain ? | 
No—rather ftrive thy grovelling mind to raiſe ; 
Up to that unclouded blaze, N 
That heavenly radiance of eternal light, | 
In which enthron'd, the now with pity ſees 
How frail, how inſecure, how ſlight, 
Is ev'ry mortal bliſs; 
Ev'n Love itſelf, if riſing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfect ſtate, 
Whole fleeting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 
It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend. 
Riſe then, my ſcul, with hope elate, 


And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 


Whoſe peaceful path, and ever open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs: 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore; 


There yield up all his power, ne'er to divide * 


more. 
— . 


$ 104. A Winter Picce. Axov. 5 


the ſnow, | [did blow, 
And keenly o'er the wide heath the bitter blaſt 


| When a damſel all-forlorn, quite bewilder'd in 


her way, ſay: 


Preſt her baby to her boſom, and ſadly thus did 
| *" Oh! cruel was my father, chat ſhut his door : 


on mez [ſec; 


And cruel was my mother, that ſucha fight could 
And cruel is the wint'ry wind, that chills my 


heart with cold; [fo or gold! 


my love 


my breaſt; {rreſt; 1 
Ah ! little thinks thy father how ſadly we're dis. 


| For cruel as he is, did he know but how we fare, 


He'd ſhield us in his arms from this bitter = 
ing air. 


Cold, cold, my deareſt jewel] thy little life is gone: 
Oh! let my tears revive thee, ſo warm that trickle 
down: [they fall : 
My tears that guſh ſo warm, oh they freeze before 
Ah, wretched, wretched mother ! thou'rt now 
bereft of all.” 
Thea 
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fnow, [her woe: 


And, wrung with killing anguiſh, lamented loud | 
She 4 ber baby's pale lips, and laid it by her | 


[ head, and died. 
Then'e calt her n to n then | bow'd her 


3 10 5 Nee ee Miſtreſs. In Bee of 93 5 
| SHENSTONE. | 


Aire vocer, „ vagitrs „ 
aun auimæ lentes i in limine prims. 
VIRG. 


me! full forely is my heart forlorn, | 


H 
A To think how modeſt worth neglected 1 | 


While partial Fame doth with her blaſts adorn 


Such deeds alone as pride and pompdiſguiſe; 


Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, Goddeſs! let me try 

To ſound the praiſe of merit ere it dies; 8 
Such as J oft have chanced to eſpy, 

| Loſt 1 in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity, - 


In ev'ry village, mark'd with little ſpire, 


Fame, 
There dwells, i in lowly ſhade and mean attire, 


A matron old, whom we School Miſtrets | 


name; 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame: 
They, grieven ſore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentles dame, 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 


| * unkempt hair, or talk unconn'd, are e forely | 


ſhent. 


And all in fight doth riſe a YIFES tree, 
Which Learning near her little dome did 
Whilome a twig of {mall regard to fee, | ſtow, 
Tho? now ſo wide its waving branches flow, 
And work the ſimple vaſſals mickle woe 


For not a wind might curl the leaves that | 


blew, - low; 


But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat 


And as they look'd they found their horror | 


grew, 1 
| And ſhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. «| | 
So have I ſeen (who has not, may conceive) | 7 


A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd; 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave 

Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt : 
They ſtart, A 2 they wheel, they look 


Sad S ſuch comfortleſs annoy 
Ma ay no bold Britons riper age e'er taſte ! 
e ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne viſion empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


Near to this dome is found a patch ſo green, 


On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay; 


And at the door impris'ning board is ſeen, 


Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller ſize ſhould 


ſtray, 


® The ſouth-weſt wind, ſouth, &c. 


| | 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly knawn to 5 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| Then downſheſunk, deſpairing, upon the drifted | 


* 


| 


| 


Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day! | 
he noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 
Do Learning's little tenement betray ; 
Where fits the dame, dſguis'd 1 in look pro- 
found, [ around, 


And eyes her Fairy throng, and turns her wheel 


Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does vield; 
Her apron, dy'd in grain, as blue, I trowe, 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 
| Andi in her hand, for ſceptre, ſhe does wield 
Tway birchen ſprays, with anxious fear 
entwin'd, 


| With dark diſtruſt, and ſad repentance fill'd; 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp affliftion join'd; g 


And fury uncontroul'd, and — un. 
kind. 


Few but have Oe? in aa meet 
pourtray'd, 

The childiſh faces of old ol's train, 

Libs, Notus, Aufter*: theſe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare orearth,orſky,or main, 

Were the ſtern god to give his ſlaves the rein! 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 

And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 


The cot no more, I Ween, were deem'd the 
cell [ dwell, 


| | Where comely peace of mind and decent order 
A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders thrown; 


A rvſſer kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 
T was ſimple ruffet, but it was her own : 
T was her own country bred the flock ſo fair; 
Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare; 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, 
Thro' pious awe, did term it paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, the been the greateſt wight 
on ground, 


Albeit, ne flatt'ry did coprupt her truth; | 
| Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good-woman, goſſip, n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 
Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held right 
dear : 
Ne would eſtcem him 48 as mought behore, 
Who ſhould not honor'd eld with theſe revere 
For never time yet ſo mean could prove, 
But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame, 


Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 


Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame5 
For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could ex- 
und, 


| What fn ie were to waſte the fnllſt crumb 


found. 
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Herbs, too, ſhe knew, and well of each could | The matron fate : and ſome with rank ſhe 


ſpeak, 7 | 1 | pride!) 
* That in her garden ſipp'd the filv'ry dew; | ( The ſource of childrens and of courtiers 
ro- Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaudy ſtreak, | Redreſs'd affronts (for vile affronts there . 
nd. But herbs for uſe and phyſic, not a few, | paſs'd;) | : 
al Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew; | And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 
he tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, | But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue, | Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſery; , 
ld; The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; | Tothe art the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe; | 
| And more I fain would ling, diſdaining here to] some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
14 5 _— I And ſome entice with pittance {mall of praiſe; 
> Yet euphraſy may not be left unſung, And other ſome with baleful ſprig ſhe *frays : 


That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around, | F'en abſent, the the reins of pow'r doth hold, 
4. And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue, While with quaint arts the giddy crowd the 


q. And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's | ſways ; | | | 
ah | —_— | | 8 if little bird their pranks behold, 
9 And marj ram ſweet, in ſhepherd's poſie found; Twill whiſper in her ear, and all the fene un- 
And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom | fold. es ; | 
nee! Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound, | 8 3 1 
To lurk amidf the labours of her loom Lo! now with ſtate ſhe utters the command! 
And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare Þ ESSE 8 3 4. 
Yd, 3 3 . Which with pellucid horn ſecured are, 8 
an, And here trim roſemarine, that whilom crown'd To ſave from finger wet the letters fair. ; 
ein! The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer, | The work fo gay, that on their back is ſeen, 
xl, Ere, driven from its envy'd fite, it found St. George's high atchievements does declare, 
, A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here; oa which thilk wight that has ygazing 
| * Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts been, | [ween! | 
veil, appear. 2 5 ” OO forth-c 3 | | thr I 
der O waſſel days! O cuſtoms meet and well! un | men .. 
DO Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere; Ah! luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 
? Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, Of cvil ſtar! it irks me whilſt I write! 
Nor ever would ſhe more with thane and lord- | As erſt the bard ®, by Mulla's filver ftream, 
er | ling dwell. | Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
175 | Ke? Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite; 
art; Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, Por, brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 
und, a ſuch pſalms as Sternhold forth did | To looſe the brogues, the ſtripling's late de - 
; mete z | | light! . | 
d, If winter *twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave; | And —= they drop; appears his dainty 
vight BY But in her garden found a ſummer-ſeat: Pair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. (in, 


Sweet melody! to hear her then re ES | £ 
How Iſract's ſons, beneath a —— king, | O ruthful ſcene! when from a nook obſcure __ 

While taunting foc-men did a ſong entreat, | His little fiſter doth his peril ſee; . 
All for the nonce untuning ev'ry ſtring, | All playful as ſhe fat, ſhe grows demure 1 
Up-hung their uſeleſs lyres—ſmall heart had they She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee 5 
to ſing, e She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free; 


; ; 
For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 1] 


| Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed; Ef gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
And in thoſe elfins ears would oft deplore 


To her fad grief that ſwells in either eye, 
The times when Truth by Popiſh rage did And wrings her ſo, that all for pity ſhe could die. 


e, 

love. bleed, No longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command; 

| And tortious death was true Devotion's meed; | And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awful fear, 

, And fimple Faith in iron chains did mourn, | To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 
©, That nould on wooden image place her creed ; To ag harſh juſtice in its mid career. 

a And lawny ſaints in ſmould'ring flames did | On thee ſhe calls, on thee, her parent dear! 
came) burn: | | Ahl too remote to ward the ſhameful blow!) 
e Ah, deareſt Lord! forefend thilk days ſhould eier She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 

— - ">" oot_—_ | And ſoon a flood of tears begin to flow, 

* une bei r that of Scouith frm, And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


By the ſharp tooth of cank' ring Eld defac'd, | But ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
In which, when he receives his diadem, Or what device his loud laments explain? 
Our ſovereign prince and liefeſt liege is | The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 

plac'd, E | The pallid hue that dyes kis looks amain? 


: G Spenſer, 


The 


. — OT Co Oo_ — — — 
— a . - 


Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 


- 


Or when from high ſhe levels well her aiin, 


proclaim. | 


The other tribe, aghaſt, with ſore diſmay | 
Attend, and con their taſks with mickle| 


By turns, aftony'd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, [ care; 
And from their fellow's hateful wounds be- 

% AY 3 
Knowing, I wift, how each the i»me may 
Till fear has taught them a performance 
w 


And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair, 
Whence oft with ſugai d cates ue doth em 


greet, [ ſweet ! 


See, to their ſcats they hye with merry glee, 
And in beſeemly order ſitten there. 

All but the wight of bum v-galled; he { chair 
Abhorreth bench, and ſtocl, and fourm, and 
(This hand in mouth y- fix'd, — that rends 

| his hair) | 5 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving 
Convulſions intermitting! does declare 

His grievous wrong, his dame's unjuſt 

: .---- *. bebe, | | 

And ſcorns her offcr'd love, and ſhuns to be 


His face beſprent, with liquid cryſtal ſhines; * 


His blooming face, that ſeems a purple flow 'r, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
All imear'd and ſully'd by a vernal ſhiow'r. 
O the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r ! 
All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame; 
All, all but ſhe, regret this mournful hour: 


Vet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r,, 


ſhall claim, 


Behind ſome door in melancholy thought, 
Mindlets of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines; 
Ne for his fellows joyaunce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment reſigns, 
And deems it ſhame if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a ſullen look # cnn is ſent, 


Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns ; | 
| And ſtill the more to pleaſurc him ſhe's bent, 
The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour paſt | 


reſent. | 
Ah, me! how much I fear left pride it be ! 


But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, |. 


Beware ye dames! with nice diſcernment, ſee 
Ye quench not too the ſparks of noblcr fires : 
Ah ! better far than all the Muſes lyres 


(All cowaid arts) is valour's gen'rous heat; | 
The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right re- | 


quires, 
Like Vernon's patriot ſoul, more juſtly great 


[ſharc; 
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The plenteous ſhow'r that does his check 
diſtain ? | | | | * 

When he in abjeſt wiſe implores the dame, 


f And thro” the thatch his cries each falling ſtroke 


And gingerbread y-rare, — now, certes, doubly | 


{ breaſi, | 


[careſs'd. ] ./ 


| 


If fo I deem aright, tranſcending worth and fame. [ 


Book II. 


Let, nurs'd with ſkill, what dazzling fruits 
appear 5 
Eben no ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow 
A little bench of heedleſs biſhops here, 
And there a chancellor in embryo, 
Or bard ſublime, if bard may cer be ſo; 
As Milton, Shakeſpcare, names that nee 
all die! 9 | | 
Tho'now he crawls along the ground fo low; 
Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhould ſoar on 
8 „ - (ty 
Wiſheth, puor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite ma 


J 
And this, perhaps, who cens'ring the deſign, 
| Low lays the houſe which that of cards 
.. Goth build,” . 
Shall Dennis be! if rigid Fates incline ; 
And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield, 
And many a poet qui: th' Aonian feld: 

And four'dby age, profound he tial! appear, 
As he who now, with '{dainfv! fury thrill'd, 
Surveys mine wet k, and Jeveis many a { cer, 
And furls- his wrinkly frovt, and cric*, © What 

„ ſu where ?* g | 


But now Dan Phcebus gains the middle ſky, 
And Liberty unbare h priſon door; 
And, like a ruſhing torreni, out they fly, 

And now the gratly cirque han cover d o'er 

With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar, 
A thouſand wavs in wanton rings they run; 
Hear'n ſhield their thort-liv'd paſtimes, I im- 
plore ! | Vo | 
For welt may Freedom erſt {> dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf n.ore gladſome than theſun. 


Enjoy poor 1mps ! enjoy your ſportive trade, 
And chace gay flics, and cull the faireſt 

r e | 

For when my bones in graſs-grcen fods are laid; 

For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 

In knightly caſtles or in ladies bow'rs, 

O vain to feek delight in earth!y things? 

But moft in courts, where proud Ambition 

nel [ ſpring 

Daluded wight! who weens fair peace can 


| Beneath the poiapous dome of kefar or of king. 


See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 
_ Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green with jocund leer, 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way: 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake — bend, 
With | pebbles ſmooth, at duck and drake to 
| ay; We | | 
Thilk to the huxter's ſav'ry cottage tend, 
In paſtry kings and queens th'allotted mite to 
ſpend, | 
Here, as each ſeaſon yields a different ſtore, 


Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage - net y-caver'd oer, [ ſcen: 


Than craft that pumps for ill, or flow'ry falſe deceit. 


Galling full fore th'unmoyey*d wight, are 
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ruits And gooſeb'rie, clad in liv'ry red or green : | © The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplics 
Ard here of lovely dye the Cath'rine pear; b Fach gentler ray, delicious to your eyes; in 
how Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice Iween; For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow; 


O may no wight eer penuyleſs corae there, And yours the love that kings delight to know; 


nit with ardent love, he pine with hopcieſs * Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are 
Leſt _ OT TOY WT POP * © The beſt kind bleſſings Heav'n can grant the 


acer 8. "WM 5 n * Wao truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, ¶ fair: 
| Sce cherries here, ere cherries vet abound, „ | © Boaſt but the worth Baltora's + pearls diſplay] 

2 With thread fo white in tempting pohes ty d, Drawn from the deep, we own the ſurface 
ow; Scatt'ring, like blooming maid, their glances | © ET : Fe 
ron BY round | : Ts F 
(fy, Wich pamper 4 look d line. eyes afide, | But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 


Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they 


__ And muit be bought, tho? penury betide ! By ſenſe unaidcd, or to virtue loſt. {boaſty 


The plumb all azure, and the nut all brown; 


gn, , 2 5 « Self-flatt'ring ſex ! your hearts believe, in vain, 
ards Ard here, each ſeaſon, do thoic cakes abide, |, Th. love ihall blind, when once ke 6c a ha ; 


Whoſe honour'd names the 1 ny Or hope a lover by your faults to win, I ſwain; 
as. WL I U ow 105 As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſkin: . 
eld, WM Rend'ring thre” Britain's iſle Salopia's praiſes | . Wund ſeeks ſecure to rule; be feſt her ears 


Admir'd Salopia! that with venial pride wave, ¶ Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 


car, Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient | © Each tender paſſion man delights to find | 
d, Fam'd for her loyal cores in perils try*d;[ brave: | © The lov'd perfection of a female mind. [ reign, 
cer, Her daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings „ Bleſs'd were the days when wiſdom held her 


lat Ah! midſt th: reſt, may flow'rs adorn his grave [+ And ſhepherds {ought her on the filent ptain 3 | 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay! | « With Truth ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove ; 


A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave, Immortal Truth ! and daughters blets'd their 
„ Who cheerteſs o'er her darkling region ſtray, 6 love. © © | | 5 
| Till Reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their | O haſte, fair maids ! ye Virtues come away! 
way. | | | © Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
o'er + 3 © The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
a, . | | „ By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more. | 
ran 6 106. Oriental Eclogues. By Mr. COLL is. + Loſt to our fields, tor fo the fates ordain, 
m- | | TE | © The dear deferters ſhall return again. 
| ECLOGUE I. Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings 
* Selim; or, the Shepherd's Moral. TRE 8 clear; 3 | : 
un, | EY. 6 To! the train, {weet Modeſty, appear: 
3 dene, @ Valley near Bogdat. — Time, the | « Here make thy court amidſt — 
4 | | Morning. ; And ſhepherd girls ſhall own thee for their 
, YE Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lays, * With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, [queen. | 
laid; MW © 1 And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden | © Diſtruſting all, a wile ſuſpicious maid ; 
cars 4 davs. (a [tains | © But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 


(Not all are bleſs'd whom Fortune's hand ſuf- | © Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe. [dew; 
is — ra hoc „Cold is her breaſt, like flow'rs that drink the 
0 77 _ Ng rota 7 A filken veil conceals her from the view. * 
ring Wl © Well may your hearts believe the truths tell; — 5 8 3 be wn, 2 
can Tis virtue makes the bliſs where'er we dwell.” ; — 2 * ee * her NE a | 
ne: 2 (ung, 18 8 . = ot . And friendly Pity full of tender ſighs; [eyes, 
or praiſe, but ſuch as Truth beſtow'd, deſir'd: . 1 18 Suge ee eee 
ar ! Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey'd, | . r laſt. By thele your hearts ap- 
e „ A Co 
ce Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, — Na- Ae 
M hat groves nor ſtreams beſtow _ virtuous. Thus ſung the ſwain; and ancientlegends tay, 


| mind. | | The maids of Bagdat verify'd the lay: 
end, Wer et and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, | Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along; 
e 10 Tune br OT Hor evieus oo by * | The hephrren Jon's, and Tamum en is long, 
F — wanton gales along the vallies play, . — 1 5 
** r N ; : R 
e 10 * n n their nen, „ Oriental Echyaes. d M,/Couuts: 
By Tygris' wand'ring ways he fat, and ſung W 

e, This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young: | Hun; or the Camel- Driver. 
ny © Ye Perſian dames, he ſaid, ro you belong | — | . — 
den; (Well may they pleaſe) the morals of my ſong: | Scene, the Deſar . — Time, Mid-D.y. > 

are No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, | ba filent horror,-o'er the boundleſs waſte, 
ö * Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs'd : 
And 55 * Shrewſbury cakes. + The Gulf of that name, famous for the pearly- fiſbery:; dhe 


One 


145 
One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore: 
A fan of painted bee in his hand, : 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand; 
The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 1 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh : 
The beaſts with pain their duſty way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With deſp'rate ſorrow, wild, th'affrighted man 
Thrice ſigh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus 
Sad — hour, and luckleſs was the day, 


When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my | 


way! 8 | | 
Ah!] little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
© The thirſt, or pinching hunger that I find! 


£ Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſſwage, | 


When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage; 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine? 
Ve mute companions of my toils, that bear 
© Inall my griefs a more than equal ſhare! _ 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
© Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
© In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more bleſs'd, or verdant vales 
„ 0 | EN 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl 
Ie, around. | | | 
£ Sad was the hour, and luekleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
_ 6 way! | | | 
© Curſt be the gold and ſilver which perſuade 
s Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade! | 
The lily Peace outſhines the filver ſtore; | 
And lie is dearer than the golden ore: 
© Yet money tempts us o'er the deſart brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea; 
* And are we only yet repaid by thee ? : 
Ah 1 why this ruin fo attractive made? 
Or why, fond man, fo caſily betray'd? _ 
Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleaſure's ſong ? 
© Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's fide, 
© The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's 
Fon THE nd 3 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 
Than dreary deſarts, if they lead to gold? 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
way! 
O ceaſe my fears! — all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of 
What if the Lion in his rage I mect! [ woe. 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
And, fearful ! oft, whenday's declining light 
« Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
By hunger rouz'd, he (cours the groaning plain, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
Before them Death, with ſhrieks, directs their 


* s mind. 


O hapleſs youth! 


oy Book It, 


© way! 


« Fills the wild yell, and leads them to theirprey, 


Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 

When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my 

„ Lo Pi | 
At that dead hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
If aught of reſt I find upon my ſleep: 
© Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound, 
© Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented poor; 
© From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure! 


Peace rules the day where Reaſon rules the 


© Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my 


„ Way! 
The tender Zara ſhall be moſt undone ! 


© Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful 
* maid, | | 


© detain; © | | 


« Weak and unfelt as thefe rejected fighs ! 


«© No 


O let me ſafely to the fair return, me!“ 


O let me teach my heart to Joſe its fears, 
He ſaid; and call'd on Heaven to bleſs the 


day | . | way, 
| When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his 


I 8 108. Oriental Eclogues. By Mr. COLLINS» | 


ECLOGUE III. 
Abra; or the Georgian Sultana. 
Scene, a Foreſt —= Time, the Evening. 
IN Georgia's land, where Tefflis' tow'rs 2 
In diſtant view along tlie level green; [ſeen 
While evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade : 
| What time tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtrays 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day; 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra ſung the plcafing cares of love. 

Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, _ 
Who led her vouth with flocks upon the plain 
At morn ſne came, thoſe willing flocks to lead 
Where lilies rear them in the wat'ry mead : 
From early dawn the live- long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at filent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 
A various wreath of od'rous flowers ſhe made. 


* Gaunt wolves and ſullen Tygers in his train: 


That theſe flowers are found in very great abundance in ſome of the provinccs of Perſia, ſee the Mode 


Hiſtory of the ingenious Mr. Salmon. 


| The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows 


They _—_ no deſarts, and no griefs they find; 
es 


for he thy love hath won, 


| | [ faid:] 
© When faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus ſhe} 
„ Farewell the youth, whom fighs could not 


« Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vainz 
Vet as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe, 


Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ſt thou fee; } 
iefs endure, nor weep, falſe youth, like 


Say, with a kiſs, ſhe muſt nor, ſhall not mourn! } 


© Recall'd by wildom's voice and Zara's tears!“ 


Gay motley'd pinks and ſweet jonquils the choſe 4 
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All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 
Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, 
By love conducted from the chace away: 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 
And ſought the vales and echoing groves among. 
At length he found and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
ge ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abraloy'd!” 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 


And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 

Fair happy maid | to other ſcenes remove; 

To richer icenes of goiden pow'r and love! 

Go leave the ſimple pipe and ſhepherd's ſtrain; 

Wirth love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
© Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 


Vet, midſt the blaze of courts ſhe fix'd her love 
On the cool fountain or the ſhady grove; _ 
Still, with the ſhepherd's innocence her mind 
To the ſweet vale and flow'ry mead inclin'd : 


Breath*'d his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant 
— 5 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains and the foreſts green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a dutcous band ! 
Exch bore a crook ail rural in her hand: 
dome fimple lay of flocks and herds they ſung ; 
With joy the mountain aud rhe foreſt rung. 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And cry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 
And tt the royal lover left the care | 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; 
Oft io the ſhades and low roof'd cots retir'd, 
Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir'd: 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, 
And thought of crowns and buty courts no more, 
Be err youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 


And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra loy'd!” 


Bleſs'd was the life that royal Abbas led: 
cet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
Mat if in wea!th the noble maid excel; 
The ſimple ſnepherd-girl can love as well. 

Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewelPd throne 
be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone; 
Or wreathe, like Abbas full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown, 
happy deys!” the maids around her ſay: 
0 haſte, profulc of bleſſings, haſte away! 

* ze cv'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

* Andev'ry Georgian maid like Abra loy*d!” 


— ũ — — 


09. Oriental Eclogues. By Mr. CoLLIxs. 
ECLOGUE IV. 
Agib and Secander; or, the Fugitives. 
kene, a Mountain In Circafſia. — Time, 
Midnight, 
IK fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 


vet ſill her crook and bleating flock remain: 1 
Oft as ſhe went ſhe backward turn'd her view, 


And oft a Spring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
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At that ſtill hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high; 
| And paſs'd in radiance thro? the cloudleſs fky : 
Sad o'er the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, 
Where anon, fear and deſp'rate ſorrow led. 


Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fide they ran 3 
| Till faint and weak, Secander thus began: 


RR. 
O ſtay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
| No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 


And firſt review that long-extended plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain! 


ö -  AGIB, 

| Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe! 

Still as J haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 


{ In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaſts our harveſts and deforms our land. 


| | Yon citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 


Drops its fair honors to the conqu”ring flame; 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy Care, 


mens, 
| Unhappy land! whoſe bleſſings tempt the 


ſword; 


I In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perfian lord 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 


To ſhield the ſhepherd and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign'd, 


Mid fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, | 
No wars alarm him, and no fears aunoy. 

| AGIB. | | 
Vet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. | 
Sweet to the fight is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 
And once by maids and ſhepherdslov'd in vaint 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rore 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's thady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
| Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow'ry vale; 


——_— 


With eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleſs'd, _ 
No more the ſhepherd's whit'ning tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year ; 

No more the date, with ſnowy bloffoms crown'd; 
| But ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 


SECANDER. 


In rain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 


| 
| 


Lach ſwain was bleſs'd, for ev'ry maid was kind; Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hair. 


Thie 


Faſt as they preſs'd their flight, behind them lay 


} Friend of my heart, O turn thee and ſurrey 
Trace our ſad flight thro? all its length of way! 


Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dang'rouspath we try'dl_ 
And ev'ry Georgian maidlike Abra lov'd!” | And laſt, this lofty mountain's weary fide! 


And ſhrieks and ſorrows load thefadd'ning wind; 


Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his ming: 


Fair ſcenes! but ah | nomore with peace poſſeſos d, 


By luſt incited, or by malice led, 
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Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſend; 
Thole hairs the Tartars crucl hand ſhall rend. | 
3 AGIB. . | 
Ye Georgian ſwains, that piteous leath fron 


_ Circaſtia's ruin, and the waſte of war; [far 
Some weightier arms than crooks and ſtaffs pre- 
SO 1, RE | 5 
To ſhield your harveſt, and defend your fair: 

IThe Turk and Tartar like defrgns purſue, 

Fix d to deſtroy, and ſtedfaſt to undo. » 


Wild as his land, in native deſatts bred 


* 


The villain Arab, as he prowls for prev, 

Oft marks with blood and waſting flames the way; 

| Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar fo, ; 

To death inur'd and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 

| He faid; when loud along the vale was heard 
A thriller ſhriek, and nearer fires appear'd : | 
Th'affrighted ſhepherds, thro'the des of night, | 
Wide oer the moon-light hills renew'd their 

light, © | 


Fro. The Splendid Shilling, J. PHILLIPS. 


„ Siag, heavenly | Mufe ! | 


ugs unottempted yet, in praſe or thyme,” 
A Shilling, Breeches, and Chimeras dire. 


| HAPPY the man, who, void of care and ſtrife, 
In filken or in leathern purſe retains 

A Splendid Shilling. He nor hcars with pain 
New oyſters cry'd, nor ſighs for chcerful ale: 
But with his friends, when nightly miſts ariſe, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town Hall repairs; 
Where, mindful of thenymph, whote wanton eye 
TFransfx'd his foul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Chloe, or Phillis, he each circling glaſs 
Wiſheth her health and joy, and equal love. 
| Meanwhile he ſmokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 
But I, whom griping penury ſurrounds, 
And hunger, ſure attendant upon want, 
_ With ſcanty offals, and {mall acid tiff | 
( Wretched repaſt !) my mcagre courſe ſuſtain; 
Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home es 
In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill fingers; or, from tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 
Exhale Mundungus, ill-perfuming ſcent ; 
Not black er tube, nor of a thorter fize, 
Smokes Cambro-Britain (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cad wallader and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he | 
O'er many a craggy hill and barten cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceſtrian cheeſe, 
High over-ſhadowing rides, with a deſign 
To vend his wares, or at th'Arvonian mart, 
Or Maridunum, or the ancient town | 
Yclep'd Brechinia ; or where Vaga's ſtream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil, | 
Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may vie 
With Maſſic, Setin, or renown'd Falern. 

Thus, while my joyleſs minutes tedious flow, 
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To my acrial citadel aſcends: _ 

With vocal heel thrice thund'ring at my gates, 
With hideous accent thrice he calls; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the ſolemn found. 
What ſhould I do? or whether turn? Amaz'd, 
Confounded, to the dark receſs I fly _ 

Of wood-hole; ſtraight my briftling hairs erc& 
Thro? ſudden fear; a chilly ſweat bedews 

My ſhudd'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell!) 


My tongue forgets her faculty of ſpeceh; 


So horrible he ſeems! His faded brow [ beard, 
Entrench'd with many a frown, and conick 
And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern ſaints, 
Diſaſt'rous ads forebode; in his right hand 

| Long ſcrolls of paper ſolemaly he waves, 
With characters and figures dire infcrib'd, 


| Grizvous to mortal eves ; (ye gods, avert 


Such plagues from righteous men !) Behind him 
Another monſter, not unlike himſelf, | ſtalls 
Sullen of aſpect, by the vulgar call'd 

A Catchpole, whole polluted hands the gods 


With force incredible, and magic charms, 


{ Erſt have endu'd. If he his ample palm 


Should haply on ill-fated ſhoulder lay 


| Of debtor, ſtraight his body, to the touch 
| Obſequious (as whilom knights were wont) 


To ſome inchanted caſtle is convey'd, 

Where gates impregaable, and coercive chaing, 

In durance ftrict detain him, till, in form 

Of money, Pallas ſets the captive free. 
Beware, ye debtors! when ye walk beware, 


| Be circumſ ect; oft with infidious ken 
This caitifl eyes your ſteps aloof and oft, 


Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant ſome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow'd touch. So (poets ſing) 


| Grimalkin, to domeſtic vermin ſworn 


An everlaſting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooking o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtleſs mice 
| So her diſembowell'd web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies; ſhe ſecret ſtands 
Within her woven cell! the humming prey, 
egardleſs of their fate, ruſh on the toils _ 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail _ 
Their arts, or arms, or ſhapes of lovely hue ! 


| 


| The waſp inſidious, and the buzzing drone, 
iA 


nd butterfly proud of expanded wings , 


Diſtinct with gold, entangled in her ſnares, 


| Uſeleſs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 
| She tow'ring flies to her expected ſpoils; 

| Then with envenom'd jaws the vital blood 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcaſes triumphant drags. 

So paſs my days. But when nocturnal ſhaces 
| This world r and th'inclement air 
Perſuades men to repel benumbing froſts wood; 
With pleaſant wines, and crackling blaze © 
Me lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights; diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 


Wich looks demurs and filent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monſter ! hated by gods and men, 


{ Amidſt the horrors of the tedious night, 
| Darkling I ſigh, and feed with diſmal thoughts 


ris 
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| jndite, and ſing of groves and myrtle ſhades, | And half the thought content may gain, | 
tes, Or deſp'rate lady near a purling ſtream, | Which ſpleen employs to purchaie pain. 
* Or lover pendent on a willow tree. Trace not the fair domeſtic plan . 
. Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, — From what you would, but what you can! 
12d And reſtleſs wiſh and rave; my parched throat | Nor, peeviſh, ſpurn the ſcanty ſtore, 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repoſe : . | Becauſe you think you merit more! 
ere But if a ſlumber haply does invade Blits ever differs in degree; 
My weary limbs, my fancy's ſtill awake, | Thy ſhare alone is meant for thee; 5 
I ) Thought | of drink, and eager, in a dream, 1 And thou ſhouldſt think, however ſmall, | 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale, ws That ſhare enough, for 'tis thy all; _ 
eard in vain — awake, I find the ſettled thirſt Vain ſcorn will aggravate diſtreſs, _ 
nick Ml Still gnawing, and the pleaſant phantom curſe, | And only make that little leſs, 
ints Thus do I live from pleaſure quite debarr'd, | Admit whatever trifles come 
St Nor taſte the fruits that the ſun's genial rays Units compoſe the largeſt ſum; 
Mature john-apple, nor the downy peach, O! tell them o'er, and fay how vain 
Nor walnut in rough-furrow'd coat ſecure, Are thoſe who form Ambition's train; 
Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay. Which {well the Monarch's gorgeous ſtate, 
I ink ANiftions = yet greater ſtill remain; And bribe to ill the guilty great 5 
talks u, galligaſkins, that have long withſtood But thou, more bleſt, more wiſe than theſe, 
he winter's fury and encroaching froſts, Shall build up happineſs on eaſe. 
ds y time ſubdu'd (what will not time ſubdue!) | Hail, ſweet Content! where joy ſerene 
| An horrid chaſm diſcloſe, with orifice | Gilds the mild fouls unruffl'd ſcene; 
Wide, diſcontinuous ; at which the winds, And, with blith Fancy's pencil wrought, 8 
Furus and Auſter, and the dreadful force | Spreads the white web of flowing thought ; 
Or Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, Shines lovely in the cheerful face, | 
) Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſts, And clothes each charm with native grace; 
portending agues. Thus a well-fraught.ſhip, | Effuſion pure of bliſs ſincere, TY 
ains, Long fail'd ſecure, or thro' th Ægean deep, A xeſtment for a god to wear. 
| Or the Tonian, till cruiing near es Far other ornaments compoſe _ | 
The Lilybean ſhore, with hideous cruſh The garb that ſhrouds diſſembled woes, 
are, On Scylla, or Charybdis (dang'rous rocks) Pierc'd out with motley dies and ſorts, 
She ſtrikes rebounding ; whence the ſhatter'd oak, Freaks, whimſies, feſtivals, and ſports; 
do fierce a ſhock unable to withſtand, | The troubled mind's fantaſtic dreſs, 
| Admits the ſea ; in at the gaping fide [Which macnels titles Happineſs : 
h The crowding waves guſh with impetuous rage, V hile the gay wretch to revels bears 
ng) Neſiſtleis, overwhelming ! Horrors ſeize he pale remains of ſighs and tears; 
The mariners; death in their eyes appears; And ſceks in crowds, like her undoae, 
They ſtare, they lave, they pump, they ſwear, What only can be found in one. | 
they pray: I But chief, my gentle friend! remove 
mice (Vain efforts ) till the batt'ring waves ruſh in, Far from thy couch ſeducing Love. 
Implacable; till, delug'd by the foam, 1! ſun the falle magician's art, 
The ſhip finks found'cing in the vaſt abyſs, = Nor truſt thy yet unguarded heart! 
„35 NY __ | Charm'd by his ſpells fair honor flies 
ey „ : And thouſand treach'rous phantoms riſe 
1 $ 111. An Ehiſtle to a Lady. NUGENT. Where Guilt, in Beauty's ray beguiles, 
| | | 3 | And Ruin lurks in Friendſhip's imiles. 
ue ! (CLARINDA, dearly lov'd, attend Lo where th'inchanted captive dreams 
8 | — The counſels of a faithful friend; ' | Of warbling groves and purling flreams ; 
; Who, with the warmeſt wiſhes fraught, I Of painted meads, of flow'rs that ſhed 
. Feels all, at leaſt, that friendſhip ought! [Their odours round her fragrant bed. 
* But ſince by ruling Heav'n's deſign, | Quick ſhifts the ſcene, the charm is loſt, 
8 Another's fate ſhall influence thine; She wakes upon a defart coaft ; hb 
4 e may theſe lines for him prepare No friendly hand to lend its aid, 
| A bliſs, which I would die to ſhare! - - | No guardian bow”r to ſpread its ſhade 
Man may for wealth or glory roam ; | Expos'd to ev'ry chilling blaſt, 
But woman muſt be bleſt at home; She treads th'mmhoſpitable waſte ; 
To this ſhould all her ſtudies tend, And down the drear decline of life, 
This her great object and her end. Sinks a forlorn, diſhunour'd wife. 
Diſtaſte unmingled pleaſures bring, Neglect not thou the voice of Fame, 
And uſe can blunt Affliction's ſting : But, clear from crime, be free from blame! 
Hence perfect bliſs no mortals know, Tho” all were innocence within, | 
And few are plung'd in utter woe; I Tis guilt to wear the garb of fin ; 
While Nature, arm'd againſt Deſpair, Virtue rejects the foul diſguiſe : 
Gives pow'r to mend, or ſtrength to bear; | age — praiſe who praiſe deſpiſe, 


Slight 
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Slight not, in ſupercilious ſtrain, 


Lt g practis'd modes as low or vain ! 

The world will vindicate their cauſe, 

And claim blind faith in Cuſtom's laws. 

Safer with multitudes 10 ſtræy, 

Than tread, alone, a fairer way: 

To mingle with the erring throng, 

Than boldly ſpeak ten millions wrong, 
Beware of thc relentleſs train 


w hom forms *dore, whom forms maintain | 


Lf prudes demure, or coxcombs loud, 


| Accule thee to the partial crowd; 


Foes who the laws of honor ſlight, 

A judge who meaſures yuilt by ſpite, 
kehold the ſage Aurclia ſtand, | 

Diſgrace and fame at her command; 3 

As if Heav'n's delegate deſign'd 

Sole arbiter of all her Kind. 


_ Whethe: ſlie try ſome fav our'd piece, 


By rules devis'd in ancient Greece 
Or whether, modern in her flight, 


She tells what Paris thinks polite : 


For, much her talents to advance, | 
She ſtudy's Greece, and travell'd France; 
There lcarn'd the happy art to pleaſe, 
With all the charms of labour'd caſe; 
Thro? looks and nods with meaning fr aught, 


Jo teach what ſhe was never taught. 


By her cach latent ſpring is ſeen; 
The workings foul of ſecret ſpleen; 


The guilt that ſkulks in fair pretence, 


Or folly, veil'd in ſpecious ſenſe. 
And much her righteous ſpirit grieves 


When worthleſſneſs the world decei eives; 


Vhether the erring crowd commends 
Some patriot ſway'd by private ends; 
Or huthand truſt a faithleſs wife, 
Sccure. in ignorance from ſtrife. 
Averlic ſire brings their deeds to view, 
But juſtice claims the rig*rous due; 
Humanely anxious to produce, 

At lcaft, tome pollible excuſe. 

O ne'cr may virtue's dire diſgrace 


| Prepare a triumph for the baſe ! 


Mere forms the fool implicit fway, 


Which witlings with contempt ſurvey z ; 


Blind folly no defect can fee ; 
Half wiſdom views but one degree. 
The wile remoter uſes reach, 


Which judgment and experience teach, 


Whowurer would be pleas'd and pleate, 
Muſt do what cthers do with eaſe. 
Great precept undefin'd by rule, 

And only learn'd in Cuſtom's ſchool; 
To no peculiar form confin'd, 

It ipreads thro? all the human kind; 
Beauty, and wit, and worth ſupplies, 
Yer graceful in the good and wiſe. 
Rich with this gift, and none beſide, 


In Fathion's ſtream how many glide ! 


Sccure from ev*ry mental woe, 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; 
From ſo-1al ſympathy, that ſhares 
Tic public loſs or private cares; 


| Whether the barb'rous foc invade, 
Or Merit pine in Fortune's ſhade. 
| Hence gentle Anna, ever Say, | 
The ſame to-morrow as to-day, 
Save where, perchance, when others Wb: 
Her check the decent forrow ſteep : 
Save w hen, perhaps, a melting tale 


O'er er'ry tender breaſt prevail. 
The good, tlie bad, the great, the 121 


| She likes, ſhe loves, ſhe honors all. 


| And yet, if fland'rous malice blame, 


Patient ſhe yields a fiſter's fame; 


Alike if fatire or if praiſe, 

She ſays whate'er the circle ſays; 

| Implicit does whate'er they do, 

| Without ore point in w iſh or view. 


| Sure teſt of others, faithful glaſs 


Thro! which the various phantoms paſs. 
Wide blank, unfecling when alone; 
No care, n joy, no thought her own. 
Not thus ſucceeds the pcerleſs dame 
Who looks, and talks, and acts for fame; 
Intent ſo wide her cares extend, 
To make the univerſe her friend. 
Now with the gay, in frolics ſhines ; 
No reaſons deep with deep divines ; 
With courtiers now extols the great; 
With patriots fighs o'er Britain's fate; 
Now breathes with zealots holv fires 3 
Now melts in leſs refin'd deſires. 


{| Doom'd to exceed in each degree, 


Joo wile, too weak, too proud, too free; 


15 Too various for one ſingle word, 
The high ſublime of deep abſurd. 


While ev'ry talent nature grants 


| Juſt ſerves to ſhew how much ſhe wants. 


Altho' in combine 
The virtues of our ſex and thine: 
Her hand reſtrains the widow's tears; 


Her ſenſe informs, and ſoothes, and cheers: 


Vet. like an angel in diſguiſe, 
She ſhines but to ſome favour'd eyes; 
Nor is the diſtant herd allow d 


To view the radiance thro? the cloud. 


But thine is ev'ry winning art; 
Thine is the friendly honeſt heart; 
| And ſhould the gen'rous ſpirit low | 
Beyond where prudence fears to goz 
Such ſallies are of nobler kind 
Than virtues of a narrow mind. 


C 112. Ara -b or the Power of MH. 
An Ode on Si. Cecilia's Day. DRYDES. 


! wpPWAS at the royal feaſt, for Perſia won, 
| By Philip's warlike fon ; 
Aloft in awful ſtate 
The godlike hero fate 
On his imperial throne : 


„ 


His valiant peers were plac'd around, 


Their brows with rotes and with myrtle bound 
Ss Would deſert in arms be crow n'd. 
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The lovely Thats by his ſide 
Sat, like a blooming eaftern bride, 
In — * and beauty's pride, 
appy, happy, ha r 
"Now Vat 9 * , 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerves FE fair. 


T imotheus plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
Wich flying fingers touch'd the hre: 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſcy, 
And heav'nly joys inſpire. 
The ſong began from Jove; 
Who le his bliſsful feats above, 
Such is the pow'r of mighty love ! 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd the god : 
Sublime on radiant ſpheres he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia preſs'd, 
And ſtamp'd an image of himſelf, a ſov'reign of 
the world. 
The liſt'ning crowd admire the lofty ſound; 
A preſent deity, the vaulted roofs rebound. 
With raviſh'd cars 
The monarch hears, 
Aſſumes the god, 
Affects to nod, | 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres, 


The praiſe of Bacchus then, the ſweet muſician | 


ſung : 


Of Bacchus ever fair, aud ever young; | 


The jolly god, in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace ; 
He ſhews his honeſt face. : 
Now give the — breath; he comes, hs 


Bacchus, ever fair and young, [comes ! | 


Drinking joys did firſt ordain: 
Bacchus? bleſſings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure; 
Rich the treaſure, 
| Sweet the pleaſure; 
Sweet is the pleaſure after pain. 


ooth'd with the ſound, the king grew vain; ; 
Fouyht all his battles o'er again; 


And thrice he routed all his foes ; and thrice ne : 


flew the ſlain. 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs . 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And while he heav' n and earth def: y'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride, 
He choſe a mournful muſe 
Soft pity to infuſe : 
He ſung Darius great and good, 
By too ſevere a fate, 
Fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, 
all'n from his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood; 
Deſerted at his utmoſt need, 
Ly thoſe his former bounty fed, 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
ith not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 


With down-caſt look the joyleſs victor (ate, 


| 


- 


| | Theſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were | 
And unburied remain, [ ſlain, 5 
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5 Revolving in his alter'd ſoul 
The various turns of fate below; 
20 now and then a ſigh he tols; 3 


nd tears began to flow. 
The miguty maſter {mil'd, to ſee | 


That love was in the next degree : 
| *T'was but a kindred found to move; 


For pity melts the mind to love ! 
Softly ſweet, in Lydian meatures, 

Soon he ſooth'd his ſoul to pieaſures. 
War, he ſung, is toil and trouble; 


Honor but an empty bubble; 


Never ending, 1ti;| beginning, 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroying: 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O, think it worth enjoying! 
Lovely Thais ſits beſide thee, ; 
T ake the good the gods provide thee, —- 


The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 

Who caus'd his care, 

And ſigh'd and look'd, Geh'd and look d, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and ſig hd again: 


At length, with love and wine at once * d, | 
The vanquiſh'd viftor ſunk upon her breaft. 


Now ſtrike the goldetx|vre again; 
And louder yet, Fund you louder ſtrain. 
Break his bands of ſleep aſunder, 
And rouſe him like a rattling peal of changes 
Hark, hark the horrid found dg 
Has rais'd up his head ; 
As awak'd from the dead 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around. 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus crics, 
See the furies ariſe, 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in the air, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes! 
Behold a ghaſtly band, 
Each a torch in his hand, 


Ingnglorious on the plain; 
| Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew: 


5 Behold how they toſs their werkes « on bick, 


And the King ſciz d a flambeau, with zeal to 


How they point to the Perſian abedes, 
And glitt'ring temples of their hoſtile gods! —- 
The princes applaud with a furious joy; 


Thais led the way 8 [deſtroy z 


& To light him to his prey, 


And, Uke another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 


Thus, long ago, 
Ere heaving byllows learn'd to blow, 
| While organs yet were mute, 
Timotheus to his breathing flute 
And ſounding lyre 
Could ſwell the foul to rage, or kindle ſoft deſire. 


At laſt divine Cecilia came, 


Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 3 


The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe 
| So love was crown'd, but muſic won the cauſe. | 
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Reality remains | 
Deſpair has feiz'd my captive ſaul, 


And horror drives without controul, 


And flackens ftill the reins. 
Ten thouſand beauties round me throng : 
What beauties, ſay, ye nymphs belong 
To the diſtemper'd foul > UE . 
I (ce the lawn of hideous dve, 
The tow'ring elm nods miſery; 
Wich groans the waters roll. 


Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 
Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, _ 

Ye were for miſery made, — _ 
'Twas thus the Man of Sorrow ſpoke ; 
His wayward ſtep then penſive took 
Along th'unhallow'd ſhade, 
$115. Monody to the Memory of a Young Lady. 
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VET do I live ! O how ſhall I ſuſtain 

This vaſt unutterable weight of woe? 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, 
Or all the complicated ilis below — 


She, in whole life my hopes were treaſur'd all, | 


Is gone —for ever fled— 
My deareſt Emma's dead; 
Theſe eyes, theſe tcar-{woln eyes beheld her fall : 
Ah no — the lives on ſome far happier ſhore, 
She lives — bat (cruel thought!) ſhe lives forme 
no more. | | | 
I, who the tedious abſence of a day [ſight ; 
Remoy'd, would languiſh for my charmer's 
Would chide the ling'ring moments for delay, 
And fondly blame the {low return of night; 
How, how ſhall I endure _ 
(O milery paſt a cure!) | 
Hours, days, and years, ſucceſſively to roll, 
Nor ever more behold the comfort of my foul ? 


Was ſhe not all my fondeſt wiſh could frame ? 
Did ever mind fo much of heav'n partake ? 
Did ſhe not love me with the pureſt flame? 
And give up friends and fortune for my take ? 
Though mild as ev'ning ſkies, 
With downcaſt, ſtreaming eyes, 
Ftood the tern frawn of ſupereilious brows, | 
Deaf to their brutal threats, and faithful to her 
vows. e | 
Come then, ſome Muſe, the ſaddeſt of the train 
(No more your bard ſhall dwell on idle lays) 
Teach me each moving melancholy ftrain, 
and O diſcard the pagcantry of phraſe: 
Iii ſuit the flower of ſpeech with woes like mine! 
Thus, haply, as I paint 
The ſource of my complaint, 
My ſoul may own tifunpathon'd line; 
A flood of tears may guth to mv relief, [of grief. 
And from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load 


Forbear, my fond officious friends, forbear 

o wound my cars with the ſad tales you tell; 
„How good the was, how gentle, and how fair!” 
In pity ceaſe—alas! I know too well: 
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How in her ſweet expreſſive face 


Beam'd forth the beauties or her mind, 
Yet heighten'd by exterior grace, 
Of manners moſt engaging, molt reſin'd. 
No piteous object could ſhe ſee, 

But her ſoft boſom thar'd the woe, 
While ſmiles of aZability | 
Endear'd whatever boon ſhe might beſtow. 


| Whate'er themotions of ker heart, 


Still ſhone conſpicuous in her eyes, 


Stranger to every female art, 


Alike to feign or ta diſguiſe : Ol 
And O the boaſt how rare d 


| The ſeeret in her faithful breaſt repos'd, 


She ne'er with lawleſs tongue dilclos'd, 
In ſecret ſilence lody'd inviolate there. 
Of feeble words — unable to expreſs 


Her matchleſs virtues, or my own diſtreſs! 


Relentleſs death ! that, ſtcel'd zo human woe, 
With murd'rous hands deals havoc on man— 

Why (cruel! )ſtrike this deprecated bow, Rind, 
Aud leate ſuch wretched multitudes behind? 


I Hark! Groans come wing'd on ev'ry breeze ? 


The ſons of grief prefer their ardent vow ; 
Oppreſs'd with ſorrow, want, or dire diſcaſe, 
And ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now: 


'Tis thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed 
Hope's infant bloſſoms to deftrov, 
And drench in tears the face of joy. 


But oh ! fell tyrant! yet expect the hour 
| 


When Virtue ſhall renounce thy power; 
When thou no more fhalt blot the face of day, 
Nor mortals tremble at thy rigid ſway. 
Alas the day — wherc'er I-turn my eyes, 
Some ſad memento of my lofs appears; 
I ly the fatal houſe — ſuppreſs my ſigglis, 
| Reloly'd to dry my unavailing tears: | 
But, ah! in vain — no change of time 
The memory can eſſace [or place 


Of all that ſweetneſs, that enchanting air, ¶Ipair. 


Now loſt; and nought remains but anguiſh and de 


Where were the delegates of Hcav'n, oh, where! 
Appointed Virtue's children fafe to Keep ! 
Had Innocence or Virtuc been their care, 
She had not dy'd, nor had I liv'd to weep : 


 Mov'd by my tcars, and by her paticuce mov'd, 


To ſce her force th'endearing ſmile, 
My ſorrows to beguile, | 
When Torture's keeneſt rage the prov'd ; 
Sure they had warded that untimely dart, 
Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſ- 
band's heart. 
How ſhall I &er forget that dreadful hour, 
When, feeling Death's reſiſtleſs pow'r, 


And thus, in fault'ring accents, ſpoke her fears: 
'* Ah, my lov'd lord, the tranſient ſcene is oer, 
« And we muſt part (alas!) to meet no more! 
« But oh! if e'er thy Emma's name was dear, 
« It e'er thy vows have charm'd my raviſh'd 
* ear; 
« If, 
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In vain — Perverſe, ſtill on the unweeting head 


My hand the preſs'd, wet with her falling tears, 
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To the dear lovely babe I leave behind. 
When time my once lov'd mem'ry ſhall eſface, 
„Some happicr maid may take thy Emma's | 


„With envious eyes thy partial fondneſs ſee, 
And hate it for the love thou bore to me — 
„My deareſt Shaw, forgive a woman's fears; 
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« If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, | 


„ Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune 


„ ſmil'd in vain; | 
« Tf it has been my fole endeavour ſtill 
« To act in all, obſequious to thy will; 
% To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, 


Fhen only truly bleſt when thou wert ſo; _ 


« Tf I have doated with that fond exceſs, 
« Nor love could add, nor Fortune make it leſs; 
& If this I've done, and more —oh then be kind 


„ place; | 


© But one word more (I cannot bear thy tcars) 


„„ Promiſe — and I vill truſt thy faithful vo 


(Oft hare 1 try'd, and ever found thee true) 


That to ſome diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 


This fatal pledge of haplefs Emma's love, 
Where ſafe, thy blandiſhments it may partake: 
4% And oh! be tender for its mother's ſake. 


« Wilt thou; — 


« I k-ow thou wilt — fad ſilence ſpeaks aſſent; 


And in that pleaſing hope thy Emma dies 


6© content.” | 


I, who with more than manly ftrength have bore 


The various ills impos'd by cruel Fate, 
Suſtain the firmneſs of my foul no more, 
Bur fink bencath the weight; [day 
Juſt Heav'n! (I cry'd ) from Mem'ry's earlieſt 
No comfort has thy wretches ſuppliant known ; 
Niisfortune ſtill, with unrelenting ſway, 
Has claim'd me for her own. 
But O!—in pity to my grief. reſtore 


This only ſource of bliſs ; I aſk, I aſk no more 


Vain hope — th'irrevocable doom is paſt ; 

Ev'n now ſhe looks — the ſighs her laſt — 
Vainly I ftrive to ſtay her flecting breath, death. 
And, with rebellious hcart, preteſt agaiuſt Her 


When the ſtern tyrant clos'd her lovely eyes, 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow ! 
Wich impious wiſh to tear her from rhe ſkies ; 
How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woc! 
But whither would this dreadful frenzy lead : 
hs Fond man, forbear ; © | 
Thy fruitleſs forrow ſpare ; 


In humble rev'rence kiſs th'afſlictive rod, 


And proftraze bow to an offended God. 


Perhaps kind Heaven in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some ſaving truth thy roving ſoul to teach; 
To weau thy heart from groveimg views below, 

And point out blitz - kevond Misfortunc's 
| reach : LES 
To ſhew that all the flatt'ring ſchemes of joy, 
Which tow'ring hope ſo fondly builds in air, 
One fatal moment can deſtrov, | 


And plunge th'exulting Maniac in deſpair. 


; I Laudanum. 


| [creed ; 
Dare not to taſk what Heav'n's high will de- 
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Then O! with pious fortitude ſuſtain 
Thy preſent loſs — haply thy future gain; 

| Nor let thy Emma die in vain 

Time ſhall adminiſter its wonted balm, calm. 
And huſh this ſtorm of grief to no unpleaſing 
Thus the poor bird, by ſome difaſt'rous fate, 
Caught and impriſon'd in a lonely cage, 


| Torn from its native fields, and dearer mate, 


Flutters a while, and ſpends its little rage: 
But finding all its efforts weak and vain, 


| | No more it pants and rages for the plain 


Mopiag a while, in ſullen mood | 
Droops the ſweet mourner — but cre long 


Prunes its light wings, and pecks its food, 


And meditates the fong: : | 
Sercnely forrowing, breathes its pitcous caſe, 
And with its plaintive warblings ſaddens all 
| the place. 7 | [ flow, 
Forgive me, Heaven! — yet— yet the tears will 
To think how ſoon my ſcene of bliſs is paſt ! 
i My budding joys, juſt promifing to blow, 
All nipt and wither'd by one envious blaſt ! 
My hours, that laughing wont to fleet away, 
Move heavily along; [ jocund ſong ? 
: Where's now the ſprightly jeſt, the 
; Time creeps unconſcious of delight: _ 
| How fall I cheat the tedious day! _ 

And O—the jovleſs night! 
Where ſhall 1 reſt my weary head? 
How thall I fiad repoſe on a ſad widow'd bed? 


| Come, Theban drug +, the wretch's only aid, 


To my torn heart its former peace reſtore : 
Thy votarv, wrap'd in thy Lethean ſhade, 

A while ſhall ceaſe his ſorrows to deplore: 
Haply when lock'd in ſleep's embrace, | 
Again I ſhall behold my Emma's face; 

Again with tranſport hear . 

Her voice oft whiſpering in my ear; 
May ſteal once more a balmy kiſs, 

And taſte at leaft of viſionary bliſs. 


But, ah ! th'unwelcome morn's obtruding light 
Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs depol. ; 

| Will tear the dear illuſion from my fight, 

And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes 
If to the verdant fields I ftray, 

| Alas ! what pleaſures now can theſe convey ? 

| Her lovely form purſues where'er I go, 

And darkens all the ſcene with woe. 

By Nature's laviſh beautics chcer'd no more, 

Sorrowing I rove _ 

Through valley, grot, and grove; 
Naught can their beauties or my loſs reſtore ; 
No herb, no plant can med'cine my diſeaſe, 
And my fad ſighs are borne on ev*rypalling breeze: 
Sickneſs and forrow hov'ring round my bed, 

Who now with anxious haſte ſhall briug relief, 
With lenient hand ſupport my drooping head, 
Allwage my pains, and mitigate my grief! 
| Should worldly buſineſs call away, | 
Who now ſhall in my abſence ſondiy mourn, 
Co int ev'ry minute of the loit'ring day, 
| Impatient for my quick return: 
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should aught my boſom diſcompoſe, 


Who now, with feet complacent air, 
Shall ſmooth the rugged brow of Care, 
| And ſoften all my woes? 


Too faithful Memory — Ceaſe, O ceaſe — | | 
{| In all tlie pride of youthful charms, 


How ſhall I &er regain my peace ? | 
(O to forget her!) — but how vain each art, 


Whilſt ev'ry virtue lives imprinted on my heart! 


7 


To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woes, 


And thou, my little cherub, left behind, 


When Reaſon's dawn informs thy iniaut mind, 


And thy ſweet liſping tongue ſhall afk the cauſe, 


How oft with ſorrow thall mine eyes run o'er, 
When, twining round my knees, I trace 
Thy mother's ſmile upon thy face! 

How oft to my full heart ſhalt thou reftore 

Sad mem'ry of my joys —ab, now no more! 

By bletfings once enjoyed now more qutreſt, 

More beggar by the riches <©uce poſtcit, | 


My little darling—dearer to me grown; [hear!) | 
By all the tears thou'ſt caus -O ſtrange to 


Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own, 


Who now ſhall feek with fond delight 
Thy infant ſteps to guide aright ? | 


She, who with doating eyes would gaze . | 


On all thy little artleſs ways, 
By all thy ſoft endearments uleft, 


And clatp thee oft with tranſport to her breaft, | 


Alas! is gone — Yet ſhalt thou prove 

A father's deareſt, tendereſt love; DE 
And, O ſweet ſenſeleſs ſmiler (envy'd ſtate!) 
As yet unconſcious of thy hapleſs fate, 

When years thy judgment ſhall mature, 
And Reaſon thows thoſe ills it cannot cure, 

Wilt thou a father's grief Valwage, 

For virtue prove the Phcenix of the earth 
(Like her, thy mother dy'd to give thee birth) 

And be the comfort of my age? 
When fick and languiſhing I lie, 

Wilt thou my Emma's wonted care ſupply ? 

And oft as to thy liſt'ning ear, | 
Thy mother's virtues and her fate I tell, 

Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear, 
Whilft on the mournful theme I dwell? 
Then fondly ftealing to thy father's ſide, 

' Whene'er thou ſceſt the ſoft diſtreſs, 
Which I would vainly ſeek to hide, 

Say, wilt thou ſtrive to make it leſs? 
To ſooth my ſorrows all thy cares employ, 
And in my cup of grief infuſe one drop of joy? 


S 1 16. At Evening Addreſs io a Nightingale, 


SHAW, 


SWEET bird ! that kindly perching ncar, 
Poureft thy plaints melodious in my car, 
Not, like baſe worldlings, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of woc; 
Thanks for thy forrow-foothing ſtrain ; — 
For, ſurely thou haſt known to prove, = 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love 
Elie why fo feclingly complain, 


[ grove ? 
Aud with thy pitcous notes thus ſadden ail the 
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Say, doſt thou mourn my raviſh'd mate, 

That oft enamour'd on thy ſtrains has hung? 
Or has the cruel hand of Fate 

Berett thee of thy darling vouny ? 


Alas, for both I weep ! — 


A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms 
A lovely babe, that ſhould have hiv? to blets 


And fill my doating eyes with frequent 
_ tears, . . 


At once the ſource of rapture and diſtreſs, 
The #arreriny prop of my dacliming years! 
In voin fron death ro reſcio left: '4, 
By ery art that ſeience could deviſe; 
Alas it lat vuiſh, d for a mother's aid, 
And wind its flight tr ſeek her in the 
Thea O our comtorts be the fame, ſkies. — 
Ad evning's peaceful hour, Y 
To ſhun he nuity paths of wealth and ſame; 
And breathe our forrows ia this loncly 
| bow r. 


: - ut why, alas! to thee complain L 
Thy cradle purchas'd with thy motker”s bier: oh P 


To the: —unconlc;vus of my pain! | 
Soon ſhalt thou ceaſe to mourn chy lot ſevere, 


| And hai! the dawiing of a happier vear : 


— genial warn.:h of renewing ipring 
; | on S 
Again ſhall plume thy thatter'd vg; 


Again ſhall f ow thy notes refponfive to thy 


But Oi for me in vain may leafons roll, 1. 


Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears; 
Deploring :till the comfort of my foul, | 
I count my ſorrows by increating years. 


Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, fay, 


Where is the promis'd period of my woes? 
Full three long lingering years have roll'd away, 
And yet 1 weep, a ſtranger to repoſt : | 

« O what deluſion did thy tongue employ ! 


* 


% That Emma's fatal pledge of love, 


© The bitterneſs of ſorrow ſhould remove, 
1 Yofteu the horrors of deſpair, _ 
And cheer a heart long loſt to joy!” 


How oft, when fondling in mine arms, 
Gazing enraptur'd on its angel-face, 


My foul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 


And burn with all a father's fond alarms 


5 And O what flatt'ring ſcenes had fancy feiga'd! 


| How did I rave of bleſſings vet in ſtors 
Till ev'ry aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 
And my full heart could bear, nor tongue 
| could utter more, — _ | 
„ Juſt Heav'n,” I cry'd —— with recent hopes 
„ clatcy | dead 
„Jet will I ive — will live though Emma's 


« fate, | | 
Vet will I raiſe mv woe-Cejectcd head 


„My little Emma, now my all, 


« Will want a father's care; 
„Her looks, her wants, my raſh reſolves recall, 
% And for her fake the illz ef life I'l! bar 
+ X « And 


Again thy little heart Mall rranfport m ., 


Her laſt bequeſt—with all a mother's care, 


80 long bow'd down beneath the ftorms of 


„ . oe Bogner: 


48 6 | 
& And oft together we'll complain, know. 

„Complaint, the only bliſs my ſoul can 

& From me my child ſhall learn the mournful 

„ And prattle tales of woe. [ ſtrain, 


« And O! in that auſpicious hour, [ pow'r, | 


When Fate reſigns her perſecuting 
46 With duteous zeal her hand hall cloſe, 
© No more to weep — my ſorrow-ſtreaming 
„ When death gives miſery repoſe, [eyes, 
And opes a glorious paſſage to the ſkies.” 


Vain thought! it muſt not be. — 
The flatt'ring ſcene is o'er, [dead 
My hopes for ever ever led= 
And vengeance can no more — _ 
Cruſh'd by misfortune—blaſted by diſeaſe— 
And none—none left to bear a friendly part ! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or eaſe, | 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy icene, till welcome Death, 
With lenient hand (O falſely deem'd ſevere) 
Shall kindly ſtop my grief-exhauſted breath, 
And dry up ev'ry tcar, 0 
Perhaps, obſequious to my will. | 
But ah! from my affections far remov'd! 
The laſt ſad office ſtrangers may fulfil, 
As if I ne'er had been beluv'd; 
As if, unconſcious of poctic fire, 
I neꝰer had touck'd the trembling lyre; 
As if my niggard hand nc'er dealt relief, 
Nor my heart meited at another's gricf, 


Yet——while this weary life ſhall laſt, 
While yet my tongue cau form th'impaſ- 
ſion'd ſtrain, . 
In pitcous accents thall the Muſe complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on bleiiings paſt : 
For Oh! how grateful to a wounded heart 
The tale of mijery to 1mpart ! : 
From others evcs bid artleſs ſorrows flow, 
And raiſe eſteem upon the baſe of woe! 
 Ev'n he *, the nobleſt of the tuncful throng, 
Shall deign my love-lorn tale to hear, | 
Shall catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, | tear, 
And pay my penſive Muſe the tribute of a 


8 117. Au Ode io Narciſa. SMOLLET, 
TH fatal ſhafts unerring more 5 
I bow before thinc altar, Love! 
I feel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 
Glide ſwift thro! all my vital frame! 


For while I gaze my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, fear, and joy alternare roll, | 
And floods of tranſports whelm my ſoul! 


My faulr'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In ſoothing murmurs to complain; 
Ny tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken highs! 


Lord Lyttktune 


She too is | 
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| 


f WHERE now are all my ſlatt'ring dreams of 


4 


| Put Winter, a-m'd with terrors here unknoun, 


Book II. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent ter, 
Unheard I mourn, unknown I ſigh, 
Unfriended live, unpity'd die! 


—— 
———————— — 


§ 118, Elegy in Imitation of Tibullus, 
x SMOLLET, 


2 SR RY | 
Monimia, give my ſoul her wonted reſt: 
Since ſirſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt! 


| Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, 


With feſtive ſouls beguile the fleeting hour, 
Lead beauty thro? the mazes of the ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in love's roſcate bow'r. 
For me, no more I'll range th'empurpled mead, 
Where ihepherds pipe, and virgins dance around, 
Nor wander thro' the woodbine's frag rant ſhade 
To hear the muſic of the grove refound. 


| PII feek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, 
| Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue, 


Where damps hang mould”ring on the 1vy'd wall 


| And ſheeted ghoſts drink up the midnight dew; 

There, leagu'd with hopleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
IA whilenn klence o'er my fate repine: | 

Then, with a long farewell to love and care, 


To Kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 


Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my forrows reſt; 
Strew vernal flow'rs, applaud my love ſincere, 
And bid the turf lie ealy on my breaſt ? 


$ 119. The Propagation of the Goſpel in Green! and 
| 5 I . Cow?tER 
| AND {111 it ſpreads. See Germany ſend forty 
Her þ tons to pour it on the fartheſt north: 
Fir'd with a zeal peculiar, they defy 
The rage and rigour of a polar ſky, 0 
And plant ſuccelsfully ſweet Sharon's roſe 
On icy plains, and in eternal ſnows, | 
Oh! bleſt within th'incloſure of your rocks, 
Nor herds have ye to boaſt, nor bleating flocks, 
No fertilizing ſtreams your fields divide, | 
That ſhew revers'd the villas on their fide; 
No groves have ye; no cheerful ſound of bird, 
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard: 
Nor grateful eglantine regales the ſmell 
Of thoſe that walk ar ev'ning, where ye dw! 


j 


Sits abſolute on his unſhaken throne. 

Piles up his ſtores amidſt the frozen waſte, 
And bids the mountains he has built ſtand fa; 
Beckons the legions of his ſtorms away 

From happier ſcents, to make your land a previ 
Proclaims the fo1l a conqueſt he has won, 


1 The Moravian Mifoaatics in Greenland. Vide Krantz. 


And ſcorns to ſhare it wuh the diſtant ſun. 


——_ 
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et Truth is yours, remote, unenvy'd iſle, 
And peace, the genuine offspring of her ſmile: 
The pride of letter'd ignorance, thatbinds 

In chains of error our accompliſh'd minds; 
That decks, with all the ſplendour of the true, 
A talſe religion, is unknown to you. | 
Nature indeed vouchſafes for our delight 

The ſweet viciſſitudes of day and night; 
Soft airs and genial moiſture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow'r, and ev'ry creature here; 


| 


But brighter beams than his who fires the ſkies * 


Have ris'n at length on your admiring eyes, 

That ſhoot into your darkeſt caves the day, 

From which our nicer opt:cs turn away. 

| $ 120. On Slavery, and the Slave Trade. 
8 „ CowPeER. 


ed ah! what wiſh can proſper, or what. 


- pray, » „ 
For merchants rich in cargoes of deſpair, 
Vino drive a loathſome traffic, gage ahd ſpan, 
A 4 buy the muſcles and the bones man? 
The tender tics of father, huſband, friend, 
All bonds of nature in that moment end, 5 
And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 
A froke as fatal as the ſcythe of death. 
The fable warrior, frantic with regret 
Or her he loves, and never can forget, 
Lofes in tears the far-receding ſhore, 


. But not the thought that they muſt meet no 


more! | 
Depriv'd of her and freedom at a blow, 
What has he left that he can yet forego ? 
Ves, to deep ſadneſs ſullenly reſign'd, 
He feels his body's bondage in his mind; 
Puts of his gen'rous nature, and to ſuir | 
His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 
Oh moſt degrading of all ills that wait 
On man, a mourner in his beſt eſtate! 
All other ſorrows virtue may endure, 
And find ſubmiſſion more than half a cure; 
Grief is itſelf a med'cine, and beſtow'd | 
T*improve the fortitude that bears the load 
To teach the wand'rer, as his wocs increaſe. 
The path of wiſdom, all whoſe paths are pcece. 
But flav'ry !—YVirtue dreads it as her grave; 
Patience itſelf is meanneſs in a ſlave: 
Or, if the will and fovereignty of God 
Bid ſutfer it a while and kid the rod, 
Wait for the dawning of à brighter day, 
Nature imprints upon whate'er we ſee 
That has a heart and life in it, Be free! 
The beaſts are charter'd ;—ncither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horſe: 
He breaks the cord that held him ar the rack, 
And, conſcious of an unincumber'd back, 
Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein, 
Looſe fly his foreloeK and his ample maae ; 
Reſponſive to the diftant neigh he neighs, 
Nor ſtops till, overleaping all delays, [ 
He finds the paſture Where his fellows graze. 


= 
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Thy rights have ſuffer'd, and our land, too 


I may alarm thee, but I fear the ſhame 


And ſnap the chain the moment when you may. 
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| 5 121. On Liberty, and in Praiſe of Mr. Hyward, 


Cowpkx. 


H, could I worſhip aught beneath the ſkies 
That earth hath ſeen, or fancy could deviſe, 
Thie altar, ſacred Liberty, ſhould ſtand . 


| Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 


Vith fragrant turf, and flow'rs as wild and fair 
As ever dreſs'd a bank, or ſcented ſummer air, 
Duly as ever on the mountain's height | 
The peep of morning ſhed a dawning light; 
Again, when Evening in her ſober veſt _ 
Drew the grey curtain of the fading Weſt, 


raiſe 


My foul ſhould yield the willing thanks and 
For the chief bleſſings of my faireſt days : 3 


But that were ſacrilege— praiſe is not thine, 


| But his who gave thee, and preſerves thee mine: 


Elſe I would fav, and as I ſpake bid fly _ 
A captive bird into the boundleſs ſky, 

This triple realm adores thee: thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home; 
We feel thy force ſtill active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from prieſtly pow'r, 

While Conſcience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns ao {uperior but the God ſhe fears. 
Propitious ſpirit ! vet expunge a wrong 


| long; 
Teach mercy to ten thouſand hearts that ſhare 


| The fears and hopes of a commercial care: 
| Priſons expect the wicked, and were built 


To bind the lawleſs, and to puniſh guilt; 
But ſhipwreck, carthquake, battle, fire, and 
flood | 


Are mighty miſchiefs not to be withſtood; 
And honeſt merit ſtands on ſlipp'ry ground, 


Where covert guile and artifice abound : 


Let juſt reſtraint, for public peace defign'd, 


Chain up the wolves and tigers of maukind, 
The foe of virtue has no claim to thee, 
But let infolvent innocence go free. 
Patron of elſe the moſt deſpis'd of men, 
Accept the tribute of a ſtranger's pen; 
Verſe, like the laurel, its immortal meed, 
zhould be the guerdon of a noble dced: 


(Charity choſen as my theme and aim) Þ 
[I muſt incur, forgetting Howard's name. JJ 
Bleſt with all wealth can give thee, to reſign 
| Joys doubly ſweet to feclings quick as thine, 
To quit the bliſs thy rural ſcenes beſtow, 
To ſcek a nobler amidſt ſcenes of woe; [home, 
Jo traverſe ſeas, range kingdoms, and bring 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge—ſuch as only dungeons teach 
And only ſympathy like thine could reach ! 
That grief, ſequeſter'd from the public ſtage, 
Might ſmooth her feathers and enjoy her cage, 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal 
The boldeſt patriut might be proud to feel. 
On that the voice of clamour and debate, 
That pleads for peace till it diſturbs the ſtate, 
Were huſh'd in favour of thy gen'rous plea, 


| | The poor thy clients, and Leav'n's ſmile thy fee? 
| | On 
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 )OMESTIC happineſs, thou only bliſs 


Tho' few now taſte thee unimpair'd and pure, 
Or, taſting, long enjoy thee; too infirm, 
Or too incautious, to preſerve thy ſweets 
VUnmixt with drops of 
Or temper ſheds into thy cryſtal cup, wy 
In thine arms | 
She ſmiles, appearing, as in truth ſhe is, 
Hcaven-born, and deſtin'd to the ſkies again. 
Thou art not known where Pleaſure is ador'd, 
That reeling goddeſs, with the zoneleſs waiſt 
And wand'ring eyes, ſtill leaning on the arm 


ill proſtitution clbows us aſide 


| Next to be paſs'd; and ſhe that had renounc'd 


By all that priz'd it; not for Prudery's ſake, 


Alen too were nice of honour in thoſe davs, 


And pocketed a prize by fraud ohtain'd, [fold 
Was mark'd and ſhunn'd as odious, 


. His ev'rv nerve in action and at ſtretch, : 
Paid with the blood that he had baſely ſpar'd 


Tranſgreſs what laws they may. Well dreſs'd, 
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8 122. On Domeſlic Happineſs as the Friend of 
Virtue, and of the falſe Good-nature of the Age. 
| „ ons CoWPER. 


Of Paradiſe that has ſurviv'd the fall! 


bitter, which neglect 


Thou art the nurſe of virtue. 


Of novelty, her fickle, frail ſupport: 


For thou art meek and conſtant, hating change, 
And lindiny in the calm of truth-ty'd love 
Iors that her ſtormy raptures never yield. 


Forſaking thee, what ſhipwreck have we made 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown, | 


Ji all our crowded ſtreets, and ſenates ſeem 


That feels for injur'd love ! but I diſdain 


The nauſeous taſk to paint her as the is, 
Cruel, abandon'd, glorving in her ſhame. 


No. Let her pals, and, chariotted along 
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Is but a loan to be repaid with uſe, 


| Conven'd for purpotes of empire leſs, ( When he ſhall call his debtors to account, 

© ; 

Tan to reteaſe th'adultreſs from her hond! 
Th'adultreſs! what a theme for angry verſe, 
hat provocation to th'indignant heart 


| 


In guilty ſplendour, ſhake the public ways; 


The frequency of crimes has walli d them white; | 


And verte of mine {hall never brand the wretch, 
Whom matrons now of character uatourclhd 


Virtue and Vice had bound'ries in old time 
Her fex's honour, was renounc'd herſelf 


Bu Dignity's, reſentful of the wrong, 3 
Twas hard, perhaps, on here and there a waif 
Deſirous to return, and not receiv'd; 
But was an wholeſome rigour in the main, 


That purity, whoſe lo!s was loſs of all. 
And judg'd offenders well; and he that tharp'd 


He that 
His country, or was ſlack when the requir'd 


The price of his default. But now, yes, now, 
We are become ſo candid and ſo fair, 

So lib'ral in conſtruction, and fo rich _ 

In Chriſtian charity, a good-natur'd age! 
That they are ſafe; ſinners of either ſex 


well bred, 
Well equipag'd, is ticket good enough 
To paſs us readily thro cv‘ry door. 


” 


| A ſocial, not a diſſipated life, | 
. ; 1 11. 16 n > _ — v3; Yate hiov 
And chafte themſelves, are not aſham'd to own. las bus'neſs: feels himſelf engag'd t'atchieve 


He that is ever cccupy'd in ſtorms, = 
Or dives not for it, or brings up inſtead, 
| Vainly induſtrious, a diſgraceful prize. 
And taught th'unblemilh'd to preſerve with care | 


1 11 1 The Poft comes in—The News-paper il 


| That with its weariſome but needful length 


| News from all nations lumb'ring at his back. 


Hy pocriſy, deteſt her as we may, 


— m_——_—_ 


He comes, the herald of a noiſy world, [ locks, 
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(And no man's hatred ever wrong'd her yet) 
May claim this merit till, that ſhe admits 
The worth of what ſhe mimics with ſuch care, 


And thus gives virtue indirect applauſe ; 


But ſhe has burnt her maſks not needed here, 


| Where Vice has ſuch allowance, that her thifts 
And ſpecious ſemblances have lott their uſe. 


„ 0 


9 12 3. On the Employments of hat is called 
an Idle Life, CowreR. 


pow various his employments whom the world 
Calls idle, and who juſtly in return 
Eſteems that buſy world an idler too! _ 
Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 
Delightful induftry enjoy'd at home, 
And nature in her cultivated trim | 
Dreis'd to his taſte, inviting him abroad 
Can he want occupation who has theſe ? 


| Will he be idle who has much rYenjoy ? 


Me rherefore, ſtudious of laborious caſe, 
Not ilothful; happy to deceive the time, 
Not waſp it; and aware that human life 


From whom are all our bleſſings, bus'neſs find; 
Ev'n here. While ſedulous I ſeek t'improve, 
At leaſt neglect not, or leave unemploy'd 
The mind he gave me; driving it, tho” flack 
Too oft, and much impeded in its work 

Ry cauſes not to be divulg'd in vain, 

To its juſt point—the ſervice of mankind. 

He that attends to his interior ſelf, 

That has a heart and keeps it; has a mind 
Thar hungers, and fopplies it; and who ſceks 


No unimportant, tho? a filent taſk. 

A life ail turbulence and noiſe may ſeem 

To him that leads it wiſe, and to be prais'd; 
But witdom is a pearl with moſt ſucceſs 
Sought in ſtill water, and beneat! clear ſkies. 


read—The World contemplated at a diſtance. 
| Cow. 


H ARK ' *tis the twanging horn! o'er youder 
bridge = 


Beſtrides the wint'ry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright; 


With ſpatter'd bcots, ſtrapp'd waiſt, and fro/® 


True to his charye, the cloſe pack'd load behind, 

Vet careleſs what he brings, his one concern 

Is to condudt it to the deſtin'd inn; | 

And having dropt th'cxpected bag—paſs on. 

He whiſtles as he gocs, light-hearted N 1 
| | Y! 
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Book II. 


cold and yet cheerful: meſſenger of grief 
perhaps to thouſands, and of joy to ſome; 
To him indiff' rent whether grief or joy. 
Houſes in aſhes, and the fall of ſtocks, 
Births, deaths, and marriages, epiſtles wet 
With tears that trickled down the writer's checks 
Faſt as the periods from his fluent quill, g 

Or charg'd with am'rous ſighs of abſent ſwains, 
or nymphs reſponſive, equally affect 

His horſe and him, unconſcious of them all. 
But oh tk' important budget! uſher'd in 

With ſuch heart-ſhaking muſic, who can ſay 
What are its tidings? have our troops awak'd! 
Or do they ſtill, as if with opium drugg'd, 
Cnore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic wave? 

Is India free? and docs ſhe wear her plum'd 
And jewell'd turban with a ſmile of peace, 

Or do we grind her ſtill? the grand debate, 
The popular harangue, the tart reply, 0 
The logic, and the wiſdom, and the wit, 
Ard the loud laugh lang to know them all; 
burn to ſet th*impriſon'd wranglers free, 
And give them voice and utt'rance once again. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 
; 


_ | Heav'n, carth, and ocean, plunder'd of their 


To peep at ſuch a world; to ſee the ſtir 


At a ſafe diſtance, where the dying found 
Falls a foft murmur on th'uninjur'd ear. 
| Thus ſitting, and ſurveying thus at eaſe 


| With all its generations; I behold 


Now ſtir the fire, and cloſe the ſhutters faſt, 


Let fall the curtains, wheel the ſofa round, 
And while the bubbling and loud hiffing urn 
Thzows up a ſteamy column, and the cups, 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on cach, 

do {et us welcome peaceful evining in. 
Not ſuch his ev'ning who, with ſhining face, 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and, ſqueez d 


And bor'd with elbow-points thro? both his ſides, 


Outſcolds the ranting actor on the ſtage : 
Nor his, who patient ſtands till his feet throb 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriots burſting with heroic rage; 
Or placemen, all tranquillity and ſmiles, 
This folio of four pages, happy work ! 
Which not ev*n critics criticiſe, that holds 
Inquiſitive attention, while I read, h 
Faſt bound in chains of ſilence, which the fair, 
Tho? eloquent themſelves, yet fear to break, 
What is it but a map of buſy life, | 
Its fluctuations, and its vaſt concerns? 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the ſummit, ſce, 
The ſeals of office glitter in his eyes; 
He climbs, he pants, he graſps them. 
Cloſe at his heels, a demagogue aſcends, 
And with a dext'rous jerk ſoon twiſts him down, 
And wins them—burt to looſe them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily eloquence in ſoft | 
Meanders lubricate the courſe they take : 
The modeſt ſpeaker is aſham'd and griev'd 

'engroſs a moment's notice, and yet begs, 

23 a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conccives. 
diveet baſhfulneſs! it claims at leaſt this praiſe, 
The dearth of information and good-ſenſe 
That it foretells us, always comes to pals. 
Cataracts of declamation thunder here: 

here foreſts of no meaning ſpread the page 

u which all comprehenſion wanders loft ; 

Vile fields of pleaſantry amuſe us there, 

With merry defcauts on a nation's woes, 


|| heels, 


At his 


| Grieves, but not alarms me. I mourn the pride 
| And av'rice that makes man a wolf to man; 


| He travels and expatiates ; as the bee 


| He ſucks intelligence in ev'ry clime, 


1 FAIR morn aſcends : freſh zephyrs breath 


| Aſcend his topmaſt, thro? his peering eyes 


Runs the great circuit, and is ſtill at home. 


The fov'reign friend in joy or woe. 


439 
The reſt appears a wilderneſs of ſtrange Bp 
But gay confuſion—roſes for the cheeks | 4 
And lilies for the brows of faded age, 

Tecth for the toothleſs, ringlets tor the bald, 


2 —— — — 


nm 1 4 


Nectareous effences, Olympian dews, { fweets, 

Sermons and city feaſts, and favy'rite airs, 

Ethereal journies, ſubmarine exploits, 

And Katterfelto, with his hair on end | 

At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread, 
'Tis pleaſant thro” the loop-holes of retreat 


— — — mn >. 3 
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WR 


Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ; 
To hear the roar ſhe ſends thro' all her gates 


. 
BB ů —- >, 


The globe and its concerns, I ſeem advanc'd 
To ſome ſecure and more than mortal height, 
That lib'rates and exempts me from them all. 

It turns ſubmitted to my view, turns round 


The tumult, and am till. The found of war 
Has loſt its terrors ere it reaches me; 


| Hear the faint echo of theſe brazen throats 

By which he ſpeaks the language of his heart, 
And ſigh, but never tremble at the ſound. 
From flow'r to flow'r, ſo he from land to 
The manners, cuſtoms, policy of all 
Pay contribution to the ſtore he gleans; 


land; 


And ſpreads the honey of his deep reſearch 
At his return, a rich repaſt for me, 
He travels and I too. I tread his deck, 


Diſcover countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his woes, and ſhare in his eſcapes ; 
| While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 


$ 125, A Fragment, MALLET. 


Blows lib'ral o'er yon bloomy heat; 
Where ſown'profuſely, herb and flow'r, 
Of balmy ſmell, of healing pow'r, 
Their fouls in fragrant dews exhale, 
And breathe freſh life in ev'ry gale. 
Here ſpreads a green expanſe of plains, 
Where, ſweetly penſive, Silence reigns ; 109 
And there, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye, 1 |; 
A mountain fades into the ſky; 17 
While, winding round, diffus'd and deep, il 
A river rolls with ſounding ſweep. FY 
Of human art no traces near, 
I ſeem alone with nature here! 
Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health! 
The Monarch's blits, the Beggar's wealth; 
The ſcas'uing of all good below, 


O Thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis'd: | 6 
And but in abſence duly priz'd . i . | 


Teuer i 


Lights up and cheers our various day, 


bo 


Pow'r of the ſoft and roſy face ! 
The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 
The ſpirits, when they gayeſt ſhine, 
Youth, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine! 
O ſun of life { whoſe heav*nly ray 


The turbulence of hopes and fears, 
The ſtorm of fate, the cloud of years, 
Till nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſes late in Death's calm night: 
Fled from the trophy'd roofs of fate, 

Abodes of ſplendid pain and hate; 

Fled from the couch, where, in ſweet deen, | 
Hot Riot would his anguith ſteep, 
But toſſes thro! the midnight ſhade, 

Of death, of life, alike afraid; 

For ever fled to ſhady cell. | 
Where Temp'rance, where the Mules dw ell; 
Thou oft art ſeen, at early dawn, | 
Slow-pacing o'er the breezy lawn: 

Or on the brow of mountain high, 

In filence feaſting ear and eye, 

With ſong and proſpect which abound 
From birds, and woods, and waters round. 
But when the ſun, with noon-tide ray, 

Flames forth intdlerable day; | 
While Heat fits fervent on the plain, | 
With Thirſt and Languor in his train 
(All nature fick'ning in the blaze) 
Thou, in the wild and woody maze 
That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 
Impendeat from the neighb'ring Keep, 
Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 

_ Where breathing Coolneſs has her ſeat. 
There, plung'd amid the ſhadows brow Ny 

Imagination lays him down; 

Attentive, in his airy mood, 

Jo ev'ry murmur of the wood : 

The bee in yonder flow'ry nook, 
The chidings of the hcadioug brook, 

The green leaf quir'ring in the gale, 
The warbling hill, the lowing vale, 

The diſtant woodman's echoing ſtroke, 

The thunder of the falling oak. _ 
From thought to thought in viſion led, 
He holds high converſe with the dead; 
Sages or poets. See, they riſe ! 

And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 
Hark 83 ſtrikes the lyre again, | 
That ſoften'd ſavages to men: 

Lo! Socrates, the Sent of Heay” a, 
To whom its moral will was giv'n. 
Fathers and Friends of human kind ! 
They form'd the nations, or refin'd, 
With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight” ning truth, adorning art, 
Thus muſing in the ſolemn ſhade, 
At once the ſounding brceze was laid: 
And nature, by the unknown law, 
Shook deep with reverential awe; 
Dumb ſilence grew upon the hour; 
A browner night involv'd the bow'r: 
When, iſſuing from the inmoſt wood, 
Appear'd fair Freedom's Genius good, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| 


| You lightly o'er the miſty mcadows walk, 


The panting Dryads, that in day's fierce heat, 
To inmuſt bow'rs and cooling caverns ran, 


| 


| 


O modeſt Evening! oft let me appear 
| A wand'ring vot'ry in thy penſive train; 


1.5 hat fills with 18 ell ſweet thy * plain. 


| you N * George, I'm none of thoſe 


Which public taſte can ne'cr coanive at, 


§ 126. Ode to Evening. 


| Light ſkims the ſwallow o'er the wat'ry ſcene; 
And from the ſheep-cote and freſh furrow'd field, 


| Wirhour a jingling rhyme or two. 
| Befides, I always rook delight 1 in 


O Freedom! ſov'reign boon of Heav'n : 
Great Charter with our being giv'n; 
For which the patriot and the lage 
Have plann'd, have bled thro' ev'ry _ 
High privilege ot human race, 


Beyond a mortal mouarch's grace: 


Who could not give, who cannot claim, 
What but from God immediate came! 
| * * © ** 


Dr. Jos. Wan rox. 
HW meek-ey'd maiden, clad in ſober grey, 
Whoſe ſoft approach the weary wood man 
loves; 
As home ward bent, to kiſs his prattling babes, 
Jocund, he whiſtles thro? the twilight groves, 


When Phœbus ſinks behind the gilded hills, 


The drooping daiſies bathe in dulcet dews, 
And nurſe the nodding violet's tender ſtalk. 


Return to trip in wanton ev'ning dance; 
Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan, 


To the deep wood the clam'rous rooks repair, 


Stout plowmen meet to wreſtle on the green. 


The ſwain that artleſs fings on yonder rock, 
Hi: ſupping ſheep and length'ning ſhadow ſpies, 
Plcas'd with the cool, the calm refreſhing hour, 
And with hoarſe humming of unnumber'd flies. 


Now ev'ry paſſion ſleeps: deſponding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever-reftleſs Pride; 

And holy Calm creeps o'er my peacefui foul, 
Anger aud mad Ambition's ſtorms ſubſide. 


iſt'ning to ev'ry wildly-warbling note 


Epitotary Fer or to George Colman, Ef 
 epritten in the Year 1756. 
| Rogtrr LLOYD. 


T 27. 


That condeſcend to write in proſe: 
Inſpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
I always foar—in doggrel rhyme, 
And ſcarce can aſk you how you do, 


What bears the name of eaty writing : 
Perhaps the reaſon makes it plcale 
Is, that I find its writ with eaſe. 

I vent a notion here in private, 


Which thinks no wit or judgment greatcr 


Than Aidion and his Spectator 3 3 Wh 


| Book Il 


Book 


Who ſa 
But tha 
With e: 
zecauſe 
Where: 
The gr 
Of whie 
Take t! 
The fa 
Oft bit 
And cb 
Becauſ 
To ma 
In ſhor 
And ye 
His pot 
have 

is ver 
Which 


Imitatt 
Tale, ] 
We tr: 
The p 
Fil did 
The oi 
I5, tha 
7 Ere M 
Tre P. 
Ere C. 
Or the 
Ere I 

Proud 
Aud h 
Teacgi 
80 (th 
Ther 


zoos II. DID AC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &. 461 


Who ſays (it is no matter where, The bard indeed full oft complains, 
But that = ſays it I can fweach I That rhymes are fetters, links, and chains; 14 
With ea iy verſe moſt bards are ſmitten, | And, when he wants to leap the fence, i 
Becauſe they think 'tis eaſy written; ll keeps him pris'ner to the ſenſe. l 
Whereas the eaſier it appears, Howe'er in common-place he rage, + 
The greater marks of care it wears _ | Rhyme's like your fetters on the tage, + 
Or which, to give an explanation, I Which when the player once hath wore, ES q 
Take this b way of illuſtration: It makes him only ſtrut the more, | i! 
The fam'd Mat. Prior, it is ſaid, | While, raving in pathetic train, 8 _ | g 
Oft bit his nails and ſcratch'd his head, He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains. | | 
And chang'd a thought a hundred times, From rhyme, as from a handſome face, Ts | 10 
Becauſe he did not like the rhymes: _ | Nonſenſe acquires a kind of grace, | I} 
To make my meaning clear, and pleaſe ye, ;— therefore give it all its ſcope, : | | g 
In ſhort, he labour'd to write eaſy; I That ſenſe may unperceiv'd elope: Re 
And yet, no Critic e'er defines Iso NM rs of baſeſt tricks 1 
His poems into labour'd lines. (love a fling at politics) | q 
have a fimile will hit him; I ͤAmuſe the nation, court, and king, 'Þ 
lis verſe, like clothes, was made to fit him, With breaking F—kes, and hanging By ng; Y 
Which (as no taylor cer deny'd) And make cach puny rogue a prey, 1 
The better fit the more they're try'd. I While they, the greater, flink away. 17 
Tho' I have mention'd Prior's name, This ſimile perhaps would ſtrike, 18 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame: _ | Hf match'd with ſomething more alike; = 
'Tis the reſult of admiration, | Then take it, dreſs'd a ſecond time, 1 
T o ſpend itſelf in imitation ; _ In Prior's Eaſe, and my Sublime. py 
If! Imitation may be ſaid, | | Say, did vou nev er chance to meet 44 
Which is in me by nature bred, | "TM mob of people 1 in the ſtreet, 1 
And you have better proofs than theſe, | | Ready to give the robb'd relief, 41 
That I'm idolater of Eaſe. I And all in haſte to catch a thief, | 11 
Who but a madman would engage While the fly rogue, who fich the prey, 18 
A Poet in the preſent age? | | Too cloſe beſet to run away, 44 
Write what we will, our works beſpeak us, Stop thief! ſtop thief! exclaims aloud, 1138 
Initatores, ſeruum pecis. {| And ſo eſcapes among the crowd ? 1 
Talc, Elegy, or lofty Ode, So Miniſters, &c. 3 
We travel in the beaten road, | © England, how I mourn thy fate! l [| 
The proverb ſtill ſticks cloſely by us, | For ſure thy loſſes now are great; 145 | 
Fil dictum, quod non dictum privs. Tw» ſuch what Briton can endure, 1138 
The only comfort that I know {| Minorca and the Connoifſeur ! 1 1 | 
. chat was faid an age ago, | To-day *, or ere the ſun goes down, 114 
foul, Ere Milton ſoar'd in thought ſublime, | Will die the Cez/r, Mr. Town! 1 | 
*. Tre Pope refin'd the chink of rhyme, He dies, whoc'er takes pains to con him, | | 
Ere Coleman wrote in ſtyle fo pure, | With bluſhing honours thick upon him; „ 
Or the great Two the Connoiſſcur; IO may his name theſe verſes ſave, oF 
l Ere I burleſqu'd the rural cit, Be theſe inſcrib'd upon his grave | if f 
1g plain. Proud to hedge 1 in my ſcraps of wit, © Know, Reader, that on Tay ore. Fs 
| Aud happy in the cloſe connection, 2 The Connoifteur, a Suicide ! Fr By 
* acquire {ſome name from their — | [ © Tet think not that his ſoul is fled, 
an, E. So (the ſimilitude is trite) | © Nor rank him mongſt the vulgar dead; 
| The moon ſtill ſhines with borrow'd light, | « Howe'er defunct you fer him down, 
Loy. fd, like the race of modern beaux, [He's s only going out of Town. 
node Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd clothes. 
thole 3 there is no Xa time 1 = | 5 | 5 
o ſhew the uſe I make of rhyme 7 . 3 rr | 18 
Than now, when I, who, from beginning, ee [ $ 128, Ode tmn 2 75 5 1 
Was always fond of couplet-fhnning, _ 1 18 goodly frame what virtue fo approves, | 18 
Preſuming on good- nature s ſcore, 5 And teſtifics the pure ethereal ipirit, 1 
Thus lay my bantling at your door. As mild Benevolence? * 
The firſt advantage which I fee 8 She, with her ſiſter Mercy, ſtill awaits 
I, that I ramble looſe and free : | Beſide th'cternal throne of Jove, 


September 3oth, 1756, when Mr. Town, author of the Connoiſſeur, a periodical Ef iy (fince publithed 
b four volumes, printed for R. Baldwin, London) took leave of his readers wich an humorous accuunt of 
:mſelf. 

+ This elegant Poem was written by a gentleman well known in the l-arned world, as a token of grat:- 
tude for tavours conferred on his father — the laſt wats whoſe character he has there.n vm d, 4 
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And mcaſures forth with unwithdrawinghand, 
The bleſſings of the various year, = 
Sunſhine or thow'r, and chides the madding 
5 tempeſt. . | 
With her the heav*n-bred nymph 


And with recording care [claims. 
Weave the freſh wreath that flow'ring Virtue 
But oh, what Muſe ſhall join the band? 

He long has ſojourn'd in the ſacred haunts, 

And knows each Mhiſp'ring grot and 


„„ ns 
Trod by and the light- foot Graces. 


Apollo 
Hou then ſhall aukward gratitude 
And the preſumption of untutor'd duty 
Attune my numbers, all too rude ? 
Little he recks the mecd of ſuch a ſong ; 
Yet will I ſtretch aloof, | 
And when Itell of Courteſy, 
| Of well-attcmper*d Zeal, 55 
Of awful Prudence foothing fell Contention, 
Where ſhall the lineaments agree 
But in thee, Onflow ? You your wonted leave 
Indulge me, nor miſdeem a foldier's bold em- 
| rize; | | 
Who 4 diſſonance of harb'rous war, 
Long-train'd, reviſits oft the ſacred treaſures 
Of antique memory; | 
Or where ſage Pindar reins his fiery car, 
Thro' the vaſt vaults of heav'n, ſecure; 
Or what the Attic Muſe that Homer fill'd, 
Her other fon, thy Milton, taught; _ 
Or range the flow'ry fields of gentle Spenſer, 


And ever as I go, allurements vain 
Cheriſh a feeble fire, and feed my idle 
Fancy: O could I once 
Charm to their melody my ſkrilling reeds ! 
To Henries and to Edwards old, | 
Dread names! I'd meditate the faithful ſong; 
Dr tell what time Britannia, 0 
VMhilom the faireſt daughter of old Ocean, 
In loathly diſarray, dull eyes, 5 
And faded check, wept o' er her abject ſons: 
TLill William, great deliverer, 
Led oa the comely train, gay Liberty, 
Religion, matron ſtaid, 5 
VPViich all her kindred goddeſſes; 
I Juſtice wich ſteady brow, 
Trim Plenty, laureat Peace, and green-hair'd 
Commerce, | | 
In flowing veſt of thouſand hues. 


Fain would I ſhadow out old Bourbon's pile, 
Tort'ring with doubtful weight, and threat'ning 
cumb'rous fall; 
Or trace our ravy, where in tow'ring pride 
Oer the wide-fwelling waſte it rolls avengeful. 
As when collected clouds 
Forth from the gloomy ſouth in dcep array, 
Athwart the dark'ning landſcape throng, 
 Fraught with loud ſtorm's, and thunder's 
; dreadful peal, | 
Ar which the murd'rer ſtands aghaſt, 
And waſting Riot ill diſſembles terror. 


meek Charity, | 
Shall faſhion Onſlow forth in faireſt portrait; 


1 HALL, 


EXTRACTS, Book It, poor 1 


| How headlong Rhone and Ebro, erſt diſdaim a Sort 18 

With Mooriſh carnage, quakes through all her Though 

3 IRS | C Im th 

| oon ſhall I erect the morn na 1 

When Europe fav'd, Britain and on Aud TI 
Shall found o'er Flandria's level field, 

Fauilliar in domeſtic merriment ; Slow as 

| Or by the jolly mariner When \ 

Be carol'd loud adown the echoing Danube, Uaſcen, 

The juſt memorial of fair deeds 3 

Still flouriſhes, and, like th'untainted ſoul, Then le 

BhBloſſums in freſheſt age, above Full in 

| The weary fleſh, and Envy's rankling wound, 4 

|| Such after years mature Ee Let flut 

In full account ſhall be thy meed. Then g 

2 O! may your riſing hope Beucatt 

Well principled in ev'ry virtue bloom 

Till a freſh-ſpringing ſtock implore Re Care 

With infant hands a grandſire's powerful bencatk 

bh pray 'r, 3 [ſports purſue, ¶ Let Gri 

| Or round your honour'd couch their prattling W7.. Lo. 

| | — | With B 
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Whets 


queen of thought ſublime ! propitious 


Perch'd 
Let Gu 
Scar'd- 


Leit H 


| Wer, . 
Who o'er L waſte art joy'd to roam, 
Led by the moon, when at the midnight hour 
Her pale rays tremble thro' the duſky gloom. 


O bear me, goddeſs, to thy peaceful ſeat ! 

Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey'd, 

Or lodg'd where mountains ſcreen thy deep re- 
wear,” 

Or wand'ring wild thro? Chili's boundleſs ſhade, 


Say, rove thy ſteps o'er Lybia's naked waſte ? 


Or ſeek ſome diſtant ſolitary ſhore ? | Here, v 
Or on the Andes? topmoſt mountain plac'd, Sill pri 
Do'ſt fit, and hear the ſolenin thunder roar ? To ſee 
Fix'd on ſome hanging rock's projected brow, Or trac 
Hear'ſt thou low murmurs from the diſtant dome? ¶ hould 
Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejected Woe Let jud 
Pours her long wail from fone lamented tomb? Or, fir? 
Hark yon deep echo ſtrikes the trembling ear! Read © 
ee night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole! I Nhat: 
Oer heav'n's blur arch yon rolling worlds ap- What 
| RR: Y EE 1 
| And rouſe to folemn thought th'aſpiring ſoul. rack | 
O lead my ſteps, beneath the moon's dim ray, e 
Where Tadmor ſtands all-deſart and alone! When 
While from her time-ſhook tow'rs, the bird 0 5 
| prey i moan. I Uhen 
Sounds through the night her long- reſounding * — 
Or bear me far to yon dark diſmal plain, ; 
| Where fell-ex'd tigers, all athirſt for blood, * 
Howl to the deſart: while the horrid train W. Se 
Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel be 
ſtood. — 
Why f 


That queen of nations! whoſe ſuperior call 
Rous'd the broad Eaſt, and bid her arms deſtroy 
When warm'd to mirth, let judgment mark het 


[fa ' 


Sho! 


And deep reflection daſh the lip of joy. 


mb. Ambit deceirful d 
ne port is Ambition's gay dece1 ream; 
dein d Though wreaths of blooming laurel bind her 
all her r | 
Calm thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 
[name Aud Time's cold breath diſſolves the withering 
J. © $ bough. _ | 
7 glow as ſome miner ſaps th'aſpiring tow'r, 
| When working fecret with deſtructive aim; _ 
be. Uaicen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, 
£0 zut works the fall of empire, pomp, and name. 
l Then let thy pencil mark the traits of man; 
15 5 K. 6 
| Full in the draught be keen-ey'd Hope pour- 
wound try d: 3 
er flutt'riug Cupids crowd the growing plan: 
Then give one touch, anddaſh it deep with ſhade. 
Betteath the plume that flames with glancing 
5 rays N | = | 
Be Care's deep engines on the ſou] impreſsd; 
ow'rful beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze 
purſue, Let Griet fit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 
rattling Let Love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, 


While, cloſely couch'd, pale fick'ning Envy 
Whets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart. 


opitious | 
Perch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, 
o roam, ¶ Let Guilt revolve the thought diſtracting fin 
hour WE Scar'd—while her eyes ſurvey th'ethereal blue 
oom. Leſt Heav'n's ſtrong lightning burſt the dark 
within. | 5 
Mnvey'd, WM Then paint, impending o'er the madd'ning deep, 
leep re- That rock, where heart-ftruck Sappho, vainly 


brave, | 
Stood firm of ſoul ;—then from the dizzy ſteep 
Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boiling wave. 


s ſhade, 


"4d, Sill prompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare; 
ar? To ſee where Anguiſh nips the bloom of Love, 
brow, Or trace proud Grandeur to the domes of Care. 
t dome? WI hould c'cr Ambition's tow'ring hopes inflame, 
oe Let judging Reaſon draw the veil aſide; 
| tomb? or, fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, 
ing ear! Read o'er the monument that tells—He dy'd. 
ne pole! BF V hat are the enfigns of imperial ſway ? 7 
clds ap- What all that Fortune's lib'ral hand has 
I brow? 5 ; 
- ſoul. Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay ? 
i Or rouſe the ſoul to more exalted thought? 
a Tay, . ; d 
ne | When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms un- 
> bird of. known? _ : | 
[ moat When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier? 
ſounding WY Not Wealth, but Pity, ſwells the burſting groan, 
| Net Power, but whiſp'riag Nature, prompts the 
- tear. 
1 : ber, gentle mourner, in yon mouldy vault, 
at Babel Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter'd brow, 
Neath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 
* hy ileeps unmoy'd the breatlileſs duſt below? 


8 


Here, wrapt in ſtudious thought, let Fancy rove, 


wor If, DID AC TIC. DESCRIPTIVE, Kc. 


With Beauty pierc'd - yet heedleſs of the dart: 


465 
Sleeps it more ſweetly than the ſimple ſwain, 
Beneath ſome moſly turf that reſts his head ? 


And eve with dewy tears embalms the dead. 
The lily, ſcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, 


But blows neglected in the peaceful vale, 


| And ſcents the zephyr's balmy breathing wing. 


The buſts of grandeur and the pomp of pow'r, 
Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears ſubſide? 


| Can theſe avail, in that tremendous hour, [tide! 


When Daath's cold hand congeals the purple 


| Ah no! the mighty names are heard no more: 
Pride's thought ſublime, and Beauty's kindling 


bloom, : 
Serve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 


And ſwell with pompuous verſe the ſcutcheon'd 


tomb. 


For me—my Paſſion ne'er my ſoul invade, 

Nor be the whims of tow'ring Frenzy givin; 

Let Wealth ne'er court me from the peaceful 
ſhade, — 


O guard me ſafe from Joy's enticing ſnare ! 
| With each extreme that Pleaſure tries to hide, 


The poiſon'd breath of ſlow- conſuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride. 


But oft, when midnight's ſadly ſolemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ſk y-topp'd tow'r, 
Calm let me fit in Proſper's lonely cell , 

Or walk with Milton thro” the dark obſcure. 


Thus, when the tranſient dream of life is fled, 
May ſome fad friend recall the former vears ; 
Then fretch'd in ſilence o'er my duſty bed, 
Pour the warm guſh of ſympathetic tears 


FI 130. Ode to the Genins of Shakeſpeare. 


Oka | L 1. 
R APT from the glance of mortal eye, 

+> Say, burſts thy Genius to the world of light) 
Seeks it yon ſtar-beſpangled ſry? | 
Or {kims its fields with rapid flight? 

Or mid yon plains where Fancy ſtravs, 


| Courts it the balmy breathing gale 3 


Or where the violet pale 5 
Droops o'er the green-embroider'd ſtream; 


— 


Lies all- diſſolv'd in fairy dream. 

O'er yon black defart's unfrequented round 
Sec'ſt thou where Nature treads the deepening 
| gloom, | 
Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crown'd, 


| Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb; 


Hear'ſt thou the ſolemn muſic wind along? 
Or thrills the warbling note in thy metiifluous 


* Sce Shake ſpeare's Tempeſt, 


ſong i 


Or. 


Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 


Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes ſpring: 


Where Contemplation wings the ſoul to Heav'nt 


OGILVIF, 


Or where young Zephyr ſtirs the ruſtling ſpravs, 


— — — 
— - — — 
* — . 


— 
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Ott, while on earth, twas thine to rove 
Wbere'er the wild-ey'd goddeſs lov'd to roam) 


That pour the foul tranſporting ſtrain; 
Join'd to the Loves gay train, | 


I. 2. 


To trace, ſerene, the gloomy grove, 
Or haunt meek Quiet's ſimple dome; 
Still hov'ring round the Nine appear, 


Tue looſe - rob'd Graces crown'd with flow'rs, 


And wake the roſy- featur'd hours. 
Over all bright Fancy's bcamy radiance ſhone, 

How flam'd thy boſom as her charms reveal! 

Her fire-clad eye ſublime, her ſtarry zone, 


The light-wmg'd 


gales that lead the vernal year, 


S 


Her treſſes looſe that wanton'd on the gale, 


* 


Or Love's deſponding tale 


On thee the goddeſs fix'd her ardent look, | 
Then from her glowing lips theſe melting ac- 


cents broke : 
„ 8 
To thee, my fav'rite ſon, belong 


The lays chat ſteal the liſt'ning hour, 


To pour the rapture-darting ſong, 

To paint gay Hope's Elyſium bow'r ; 
From Nature's hand to ſnatch the dart, 
To cleave with pangs the bleeding heart, 
Or lightly ſweep the trembling ftring, 
And call the Loves with purple wing 
From the blue deep, where they dwell _ 
With Naiads in the pearly cell, 

© Soft on the ſea-born goddeſs gaze , 
Or, in the looſe robe's floating maze, 


Diſſolv'd in downy ſlumbers reſt ; 
Or flutter o'er her panting breaſt : 


Or, wild to melt the yielding tou!, 


et Sorrow, clad in fable ſtole, 


Slow to thy muſing thought appear, 
Or penſive Pity pale, EO 
| tear.“ 
«* Cul from th'intender'd heart the ſympathetie 


II. Y | 


Sav, whence the magic of thy mind? 
\Whv thrills thy muhic on the ſprings of thought ? 


Wh, at thy pencil's touch refin'd, 


Stairs into life the glowing draught? 
On vonder fairy carpet laid, . 
Where beauty pours eternal bloom, 
And zephyr breathes perfume; 
There, nightly, to the tranced eve 


P'rofuſe the radiant Goddefs ftoud diſplay'd, 


With all her filing offspring nigh. 
Sudden, the mantling cliff, the arching wood, 


The broider'd mead, the landſkip, and the grove, Vain with ! tho' anguith heaves the burſting 


Hills, vales, and ſky-dipt ſens, and torrents rude, 


: p | 44S . | 
Grots, rills, and ſhades, and bow'rsthat breath'd , Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 
_ | Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan : 


of love, | 


All burſt to fight ! while glancing on the view, | Heart-pierc'd he bleeds, and, ſtung with wik 
itania's fporting train bruſh'd lightly o'er the 
f de w. | | 


Venus. 


ELEGANT EXT RAC 
OE 


| 


| 


The bcautcous thapes appear, 


JJ 
But hark! the tempeſt howls afar ! 


| While in paſtime, all-unſeen, 


The bleak heath ruſhes on the fight, 


+ Then, wrapt in ſudden niglit, 


TS, 


The pale-ey'd genius of the ſhade 


 Boox II. 


| Led thy bold ſtep to Proſper's magic bow'r, 


Whoſe voice the howling winds obey'd, 
| Whoſe dark ſpell chain'd the rapid hour; 


Then roſe ſerene the ſea-girt iſle, 


Gay ſcenes, by Fancy's touch refin'd, 


| Glow'd tn the muſing mind: 


Such viſions bleſs the hermit's dream, | 
When hov'ring angels prompt his placid ſmile, 


Or paint ſome hign ceſtatic theme. 


Then flam'd Miranda on th'enraptur'd gaze, 
Then ſail'd bright Ariel on the bat's fleet wing; 


Or ſtarts the liſt'ning throng in ſtill amaze! 


| The wild note trembling on th'abrial ſtring 
The form, in Hcav'n's reſplendent veſture gay, 
Floats on the mantling cloud, and pours ths 
melting lay *, „ 

II. 3. 

O lay me near von limpid ſtream, 

Whote murmur ſoothes the car of woe ! 
There, in ſome ſweet poetic dream, 

Let Fancy's bright Elyſtum glow ! 
Iis done ;—o'cr all the bluſhing mead 
The dark wood thakes his cloudy head; 


Below, the lily-fringed dale | 


Breathes its mild fragrance on the gale 
Titania, rob'd in maatle green, 

Sports on the moſſy bank; her train 
Skims light along the gleaming plain, 
Or to the flutt'ring breeze unfold 
| The blue wing ſtreak'd with beamy gold, 
Its pinions op'ning to the light !— 

Say, burſts the viſion on my fight? 

Ah no! by Shakefpear's pencil drawn, 


While meek-cy'd Cynthia near 
Illumes with ſtreamy ray the ſilver-mantled 


Purſts the wide whirlwind o'cr the pathleſs waſte? 
| What cherub blows the trump of war? 

| What demon rides the ſtormy blaſt ? 
Red from the lightning's livid blaze, 


Diſſolres —But ah: what kingly form 
Roams the lone defart's deſolated maze f, 

Unaw'd! nor heeds the {weeping ſtorm. 

Ve pale-ey'd lightnings ſpare the cheek of age 


» Ariel; ſee the Tempeſt. 
+ See the Midſummer Night's Drean, 3 Lear, 


groan, 


deſpair, (har? 


Dares his time-blaſted head, and tears his $15 
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Book II. 


III. 2. 


Lo! on yon long-reſounding ſhore, - 
Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep, | 
What phantoms, bath'd in infant gore, 
Stand mutt'ring on the dizzy ftcep ! 
Their murmur thakes the zephyr's nog! 
The ſtorm obeys their pow” ful ſpell! 
See! from his gloomy cell | 
Fierce Winter ſtarts I his ſcowling eſs 
Blots the fair mantle of the breathing Spring, 
And lowrs along the ruffled ſky | 
To the deep vault the yellow harpies run *; 
Its yawning mouth receives th'infernal crew. 
Dim thro” the black gloom winks the glimm'ring 
ſun, (blue! 
And the pale furnace gleams with brimſtone 
Hell howls ! and fiends that join the dire acclaim 


Dance on the bubbling tide, and point the livid | 


flame ! 
III. 3. 


But ah 1 on Sorrow's cypreſs bough - 

Can Beauty breathe her genial bloom? 
On Death's cold check will Paſſion glow ? £ 
Or Muſic warble from the tomb ? 

There ſleeps the bard, whoſe tuneful tongue 
Pour'd the full ſtream of pr ſong ! 

Young Spring, with lip of ruby, here - 
Showers from her lap the bluſhing Year; 
While, along the turf reclin'd, 

The looſe wind ſwimming on the wind, 

The Loves, with forward geſture bold, 
Sprinkled the ſod with ſpangling gold - | 
And oft the blue-cy'd Graces trum 

Dance lightly round on downy limb; 

Oft too, when Eve demure and ſtill 
Chequers the green dale's purling rill, 

dweet Fancy pours the plaintive ſtrain, 

Or, wrapt in ſoothing dream, 

By Avon's ruffled ftream, (the plain. 
Hears the low-murmuring gale thee Ges along 


F 31. Ode to 7 me. tient by EY 4 
Ruins of an Old Caſtle. OGILYIE. 
| WP 


0 THOU! who, mid the world-involving 
Sitt'ſt on yon ſolitary ſpire ! [ gloom, 

Ur lowly ſhak'ſt the founding dome, | 

Ur hear'tt the wildly-warbling ] yrez 

day when thy muſing foul 

Bids diſtant times unroll, 

And marks the fliglit of each revolving year, 

Ot years whoſe flow conſuming pow'r 

3s clad with moſs von leaning tow'r, 

That faw the race of Glory run, 

hat mark'd Ambition's ſcttipg ſun, 

hat ſhook old Empire's tow'ring pride, 

hat ſwept them down the Aoating tide; 

wy, when theſc long-nnfolding ſcenes appear, 

teams down thy hoary check the pity-darung 

tear? 


'DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| 


I. 2. 


Von hill, whoſe gold illumm'd brow, 
Juſt trembling thro' the bending ſky, 
 O'erlooks the boundlets wild below, 
Once bore the branching wood 
That o'er yon murm'ring flood 


| Hung, wildly waving to the ruſtling les : 


The naked heath with moſs o'ergrown, = 
That hears the lone owl's nightly moan, 


Once bloom'd with ſummer's copious ſtore, 


| Once rais'd the lawn-beſpangling flow'r; 

Or heard ſome lover's plaintive lay, | 
When by pale Cynthia's filver ray, _ | 
All wild he wander'd o'er the lonely dale, (tale, 


3 
LS 

| Ye wilds, where heav' n-rapt Fancy roves, 
Ve ſky-crown'd hills and folemn groves! 
Ye low-brow'd vaults, ye gloomy cells! 
Ye caves, where night-bed Silence dwells l 
Ghoſts that in yon lonely hall 

[.ightly glance along the wall, 

Or, bencath yon ivy'd tow'r, 


At the filent midnight hour, 


Stand, array'd in ſpotleſs w hite, 
And ſtain the duſky robe of Night! 
Or, with ſlow ſolemn pauſes, roam 


Ober the long- ſounding hollow dome! 
Say, 'mid von defart ſolitary round, 


When darkneſs wraps the boundleis ſpheres, 


I Does ne'er ſome diſmal dying found 
| On Night's dull ſerious ear rebound, 
That mourns the ceaſclels lapſe of life-conſums | 


ing years? 


IL . 


O call th'inſpiring glorious hour to view, 
When Caledonia's martial train 

From yon ſteep rock's high-arching brow 
Pour'd on the heart - ſtruck flying Dane! 
When War's blood-tinctur'd ſpear 
Hung o'er the trembling rear ; 


Yon defart gleam'd with ſhining arms! 
While on the bleak hill's bright'ning ſpire 
Bold Vict'ry flam'd with eves of fire, 

Her limbs ccleſtial robes infold, | 
Her wings were ting'd with ſpangling gold, 


| She ſpoke :—her words infus'd reſiſtleſs might, 
| And warm'd the bounding heart, and rous'd the 


ſoul of fight. 


þ : © 
But ah! what hand the ſmiling 5 brings! 


What voice recals th'expiring day! 
See, darting ſwift on eagle-wings, 
The glancing moment burſts away! 
So, from ſome mountain's head, 

In mantling gold array'd, 


While bright-ey'd Fancy ſtands in ſweet . : 
* The witches in Macbeth, 


455 


Caſt oer yon trackleſs waſte thy vand ' ring eye: 2 


And _ the liſt' ning moon the —y ; 


[long flicht: 
When licht. heel'd Terror wing'd their head- 
1 Yon tow'rs then rung with wild alarms! | 


11 R The 
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The vale where muſing Quiet treads, 

The flow'r-clad lawns and bloomy meads, | 

Or ſtreams, where Zephyr loves to ſtray, 

Beneath the pale cve's twinkling ray 

Or waving woods detain the ſight. 

When, from the gloomy cave of night, 

Some cloud ſweeps ſhadowy o'er the duſky ſkies, 
And wraps the flying ſcene that fades, and 

wims, and dies. e 
Lo! riſing from yon dreary tomb, 
What ſpectres ſtalk acroſs the gloom ! 

With haggard eyes and viſage pale, 
And voice that moans with feeble wail! 

Ober yon long-reſounding plain 
Slowly moves the folemn train, 

_ Wailing wild with ſhrieks of woe 

O'er the bones that reſt below 

While the dull Night's ſtartled ear 
Shrinks, aghaſt with thrilling fear! 
Or ſtand, with thin robes waſting ſoon, 
And eyes that blaſt the fick'ning moon! | 
Yer theſe, ere Time had roll'd their years away, 

Ere Death's fell arm had mark'd its aim, 
Rul'd yon proud tow'rs with ample ſway, 

HBeheld the trembling ſwains obey,  _ 
And wrought the glorious deed that fwell'd the 
trump of Fame. „„ 


I. x. 


But why ofer theſe indulge the burſting ſigh? 
| Feels not each ſhrub the tempeſt's power? 
Rocks not the dome when whirlwinds fly? 
Nor ſhakes the hill when thunders roar ? 

Lot mould'ring, wild, unknown, 

What fanes, what tow'rs o'erthrown, 

What tumbling chaos marks the waſte of Time! 
I ſce Palmyra's temples fall ! 

Old Ruin ſhakes the hanging wall! 

Von waſte, where roaming lions howl, 

You aiſle, where moans the grey-ey'd owl, 
Shows the proud Perſian's great abode * ! 
Where, ſcepter'd once, an carthly god! 


His pow'r-clad arm controuPd each happier 


clime, [ foars ſublime. 


* here {ports the warbling Muſe, and Fancy 


. '®. 


Hark! — what dire ſound rolls 
the pale? 2 2 85 
Ah! what ſoul-thrilling ſcene appears! 
1 fee the column'd arches fail ! | 
And ſtructures hoar, the boaſt of years 
What mould'ring piles decay'd 
 Gleam thro? the moon-ſtreak'd ſhade, 


Where Rome's proud genius rear'd her awful 


Sad monument !—Ambition near 
Rolls on the duſt and pours a tear, 
Pale Honour drops the flutt'ring plume, 


| brow ! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| ow, | Woe, 
And Fancy's liſt'ning ear attends the plaint of 


Ib Stands the 
O'er his _ he bends; his hand 


| While the Hours, an airy ring, 


And ſeals the nations awful doom: | 
He ſees proud Grandeur's meteor ray; 


- | Whole voice, in gentle whiſpers near, 


| By Thought's inſpiring viſions bleſt, 


- | | And bring the harp, whole 
murm'ring on 


| Thought, mountain ſage! who loves ro clunby 
And haunts the dark rock's ſummit dum: 


Book II. 
Slow Patience ſits with eye depreſt, 
And Courage beats his ſobbing breaſt ; 


Ev'n War's red check the guſhing ſtreams o'er. 


ph Fes | EW 

Lo! on yon pyramid ſublime, 
Whence lies Old Egypt's defart clime, 
Bleak, naked, wild! where ruin lowrs, 


{Mid fanes, and wrecks, and tumbling tow'rs 1 


On the ſteep height, waſte and bare, 
Power with hoary hair! 


Slowly ſhakes the flowing ſand, 


Lightly flit with downy wing, _ 

And ſap the works of man; and ſhade 
With filver locks his furrow'd head. | 
Thence rolls the mighty Pow'r his broad ſurvey, 


He viclds to joy the feſtive day;— 3 
Then ſweeps the length'ning ſhade, and marks 
5 them for the tomb. 


8 132. Ode to Evening. OGILVIE, 


Steals o'er the flow'r-cnamell'd dale; 


Oft ſighs to Quier's liſt'ning ear, 
As on her downy couch at reſt, 


She ſits, with white-rob'd Silence nigh, 
And, muſing, heaves her ſerious eye, 

| To mark the flow ſun's glimm'ring ray, 

| To catch the laſt pale gleam of day; 

Or, ſunk in ſweet repoſe, unknown, 

Lies on the wild hill's van alone, 

And ſees thy gradual pencil flow | 

Along the heav*n-illumin'd bo. 

Come, Nymph demure, with mantle blue, 

| Thy treſſes bath'd in balmy dew, | 

With ſtep ſmooth- ſliding o'er the green, 

The Graces breathing in thy mien, 
And thy veſture's gather'd fold, | 

Girt with a zone of circling gold, _ 

— ſtring 

Dies to the wild wind's murm'ring wing, 

And the Nymph, whoſe eye ſerene 

Marks the calm-breathing woodland ſcene, 


Let Fancy, falcon-wing'd, be near; 

And, thro” the cloud-envclop'd ſphere, 
Where, muſing, roams Retirement hoar, 
Lull'd by the torrent's diſtant roar, 

O bid, with trembling light, to glow 

The raven plume that crowns his brow. 

| Lo, where thy mcek-cy'd train attend! 


And Conqueſt weeps o'er Celar's tomb; 


* Perfipolis,. 


1 Queen of the lv!cing thought, deſcend! 
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O hide me in romantic bow'rs! 

Or lead my ſtep to ruin'd tow'rs! 
Where, gleaming thro” the chinky door, 
The pale ray gilds the moulder'd floor: 
While, beneath the hallow'd pile, 
Deep in the defart-ſhrieking aiſle, 

'Rapt Contemplation ſtalks along, : 
And hears the ſlow clock's pealing tongue! 
Or, *mid the dun difcolour'd gloom, 

Sits on ſome hero's peaceful tomb, | 
Throws Life's gay glitt'ring robe aſide, 
And tramples on the neck of Pride. 
Oft, ſhelter'd by the rambling ſprays, 


Lead o'er the foreſt's winding maze, 


Where, thro' the mantling boughs, afar _ 

Glimmers the filver-ſtreaming ſtar, 

And, ſhow'r'd from ev'ry ruſtling blade, 

The looſe light floats along the ſhade: 

So, hov'ring o'er the human ſcene, 

Cay Pleaſure ſports with brow ſerene; 

By F * beam'd, the glancing ray 

Shoots, flutters, gleams, and fleets away; 

Unſettl'd, dubious, reſtleſs, blind, 

Floats all the buſy buſtling mind; | 

While Mem'ry's unſtain'd leaves retain 

No trace from all th'ideal train. 
But ſee, the landſkip, op'ning fair, 

Invites to breathe the purer air! 

O when the cowſlip-ſcented gale 

Shakes the light dew-drop o'er the dale, 

When, on her amber-dropping bed, 

Looſe Eaſe reclines her downy head, 

How bleſt ! by fairy-haunted ſtream 

To melt in wild ecſtatic dream, 

Die to the pictur'd wiſh, or hear 

(Breath'd ſoft in Fancy's trembling ear) 

duch lays, by angel-harps refin'd, 

As half unchain the flutt'ring mind, 

When on life's edge it eyes the ſhore, 

And all its pinions ftretch to foar. 


Lo, where the ſun's broad orb, withdrawn, 
Skirts with pale gold the duſky lawn, 
While, led. by ev'ry gentler pow'r, 
dteals the ſlow, ſolemn, muſing hour. 
Now, from the green hill's purple brow, 
Let me mark the ſcene below, _ 
Where, feebly glancing thro” the gloom, 
Yon myrtle ſhades the ſilent tomb : 
Not far, beneath the ev'ning beam, 
The dark lake rolls his azure ſtream, | 
Whoſe breaſt the ſwan's white plumes divide, 
dlow-ſailing o'er the floating tide. 5 
Groves, meads, and ſpires, and foreſts bare, 
Shoot glimm'ring thro? the miſty air, | 
Dim as the viſion- pictur'd bow'r 
That gilds the ſaint's expiring hour, 
When, rapt to ecſtaſy, his eye 
Looks thro? the blue ethereal ſky :— 
All heav'n unfolding to his fight! | 
Gay forms that ſwim in floods of light ! 
The ſun-pav'd floor, the balmy clime, 
The ruby-beaming dome ſublime, | 
The towers in glitt'ring pomp r — 
The bright ſcene hovers o'er his bed. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


He ſtarts—but from his eager gaze 
Black clouds obſcure the leſs'ning rays ; 
On mem'ry {till the ſcene is wrought, 


| And lives in Fancy's featur'd thought, 


On the airy mount reclin'd, 


What wiſhes ſoothe the muſing mind! 


How ſoft the velvet lap of Spring | 


| How ſweet the Zephyr's violet wing! 


Goddeſs of the plaintive ſong, 

That leads the melting heart along, 
O bid thy voice of genial pow'ir _ 
Reach Contemplation's lonely bow'r, 


Aud call the ſage with tranced fight 


To climb the mountain's ſteepy height. 8 


_ | To wing the kindling wiſh, or ſpread 
| O'er Thought's pale cheek enliv'ning red; 


Come, hoary Pow'r, with ſerious eye, 


| Whoſe thought explores yon diſtant ſky z d 


Now, when the buſy world is ſtill, 


Nor paſſion tempts the wav'ring will, 


I And Quiet whiſpers to the ſoul, 
Nov ſweep from life th'illuſive train 
| That dance in Folly's dizzy brain; 


When ſweeter hopes each pow'r controul, 


Be Reaſon's ſimple — pourtray'd, 


| | Where blends alternate 1ght and ſhade; 


Bid dimpled Mirth, with thought bely'd, 


] Sport on the bubble's glitt'ring ſide; 
I Bid Hope purſue the diſtant boon, 
| And Frenzy watch the fading moon; 


Paint Superſtition's ſtarting eye, 
And Wit that leers with geſture ly ; 


Let Cenſure whet her venom'd dart, 


And green-ey'd Envy gnaw the heart 
Let Pleaſure lie, on flow'rs reclin'd, 


| While Anguiſh aims her ſhaft behind. 


_ Hail, Sire ſublime! whoſe hollow'd cave 


| Howls to the hoarſe deep's daſhing wave, 


Thee Solitude to Phoebus bore, 


| Far on the lone deſerted ſhore, 


Where Orellano's ruſhing tide 
Roars on the rock's projected fide : 
Hence, burſting o'er thy ripen'd mind, 
Beams all the father's thought refin'd: 
Hence, oft in filent vales, unſeen, 


Thy footſteps print the fairy green; 


Or thy ſoul melts to ſtrains of woe, 


| That from the willow's quiv'ring bough 


Sweet warbling breathe; — the zephyrs round 


[Oer Dee's ſmooth current waft the ſound, 


When ſoft, on bending oſiers laid, - 
The broad ſun trembling thro? the bed, 
All wild thy heav'n-rapt Fancy ſtrays, 


Led thro? the ſoul-diſſolving maze, 
| Till Slumber, downy pinion'd, near 


Plants her ſtrong fetlocks on thy ear, 
The ſoul, unfetter'd burſts away, 


| And baſks, enlarg'd, in beamy day. 


— 


$ 133. Ode to Innocence. OGILYIE. 
„Was when the flow-declining ray | 
»PWAS: w-declining 1 

| Had ting'd the cloud with ev'ning gold 
No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 


No oy diſturb'd the ſleeping fold, 
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When by a marm'ring rill reclin'd | 
Sat wrapt in thought a wand'ring ſwain ; 
Calm peace compos'd his muſinz mind; 
And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtrain: 


Fail Innocence ! celeſtial maid 
What joys thy bluſhing charms reveal! 
Sweet, as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 
And milder than the vernal gale. 


On Thee attends a radiant choir, 

Soft- ſmiling Peace, and downy Reſt; 

With Love, that prompts the w arbling lyre, | 
And Hope, that ſoothes the throbbing breaft, 


_ © O Sent from Heav'n to haunt the grove, 
© Where ſquinting Envy ne'er can come! 

Nor pines the check with luckleſs Love, 
Nor Anguith chills the living bloom. 

But ſpotleſs Beauty, rob'd in white, 

* Sits on yon mots-grown hill reclin'd 

« Serene as heav'n's unſully'd light, 

And pure as Delia's gentle mind. 


Grant, Heav '"nly Pow'r | thy peaceful [w ay 
« May ſtill my ruder thoughts controul; 
Thy hand to point my dubious w ay, 

3 hy voice to ſootlie the melting foul! 


Far in the ſhady ſweet retreat 


© Let Thought beguile the ling'ring hour; 
« Let Quiet « count the motly ſcat, 
And twining olives form the bow'r! 


"I Let dove-ev'd Peace her wreath beſtow, 
And oft fit liſt'ning in the dale, 


* While Night's ſweet warbler from the bough 


Tells to the grove her plaintive tale, 


© Soft as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 
et cach conſenting paſſion move; 

« Let Angels watch its ſilent reſt, 
And all its blifsful dreams be Love!“ 


§˖ 134. 4 Deſeriptio of a Pariſh Poor-Houle. 
| CRABBE. 


HEIRS is yon houſe that holde the pariſh poor, 


Whole walls of mud ſcarce bear the broken 
| door; 

There, here the putrid vapour aner play, 
And the dull wheel hums doleful thro' the day; 
There children dwell u ho know no parents care, 
Parents, who know nochildrens love, dwell there; 
Fcart- broken matrons on their joyleſs bed, 
Forſaken wives, and mothers never wed; 
Dejected widows with unheeded tears, 

And crippled age with more than childhood-fears ! 
The lame, the blind, and, far the happieſt they! 
The moping idiot, and the madman gav. 

| Here too the ſick their ſinal doom receive, 
Here brought, amid the ſcenes of grief. tO grieve ; 4 
Where the loud groans from ſoine 14d chamber 

flow, 
Mixt with the clamours of the crowd below; 
Here ſorrowing, they cach kindred ſorro can, 
And the cold charitics of mn to man. 
VWhotc laws indeed for ruin'd age provide, 
And tirong comnpulfiun plucks the tcrap from 
pride; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| With timid eye, to read the diſtant glance ; 


| Where all that's wretched paves theway for death? 


|] And naked rafters form the floping fides 


No friends with ſoft diſcourſe his pain beguile, 


. 
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| But ſtill that ſcrap is bought with many a ſigh, 
And pride embitters what it can't deny. 

| Say ye, oppreſt by ſome fantaſtic woes, 

Some jarring nerve that baffles your repoſe ; 

Who preſs the downy couch, while ſlaves advance 


Who with ſad pravers the weary doctor teaze 
To name the nameleſs ever-new diſeaſe; 
Whowith mock-patience dire complaints endure, 
| Which real pain, and that alone can cure; 
How would ye bear in real pain to lie, 
Deſpis'd, neglected, left alone to die? 
How would ye bear to draw your lateſt breath, 


Such is that room which one rude beam divides, 


| Where the vile bands that bind the thatch are ſeen, 
And lath and mud is all that he between; [way 
Save one dull pane, that, coarſely patch'd, gives 
To the rude tempett, yet excludes the day : 
Here, on a matted flock, with duſt o'er{pread, 
| The. drooping wretch reclines his languid head ; 
For him no hand the cordial cup applies, 
Nor wipes the tear that ſtagnates in his eyes; 


Nor pronule hope till hekneſs wears a ſmile. 


Deyjeription of a "Wa A 


Br T ſoon a loud and haſty ſummons calls, 
Shakes the thin roof, and echoes round the 
Anon a figure enters, quaintly neat, [ walls: 
All pride and bus'neſs, buſtle and conceit; 
With looks unalter'd by theſe ſcenes of woe, 
With ſpecd that, entering, fpeaks his haſte to go; 
He bids the gazing throng around him fly, 
And carries fate and phyhe in his eve; 
A potent quack, long vers'd in human ills, 
Who firſt inſults the victim whom he kills; 
Whoſe murd'rous hand a drowſy bench protect, 
And whoſe molt tender mercy is neglect. 
Paid by the pariſh for attendance here, 
He wears contempt upon his fapient ſncer! 
In haſte he ſecks the bed where miſery lies, 
Impatience mark'd in his averted eyes 3 
And, ſome habitual queries hurried o er, 
Without reply, he ruthes on the door; 
His drooping paticnt, long inur'd to pain, 
And long unheeded, knows remonftrance vain 5 
| He ceales now the feeble help to crave 
[Ot man, and merely haſtens to the grave. 


— 
— 


—— 


18 136. - De ſcription > a Commiry Clergymas 

| viſiting the Sick, CRABBE. 

BY T cre his death ſome pious doubts ariſe, 
Sunc Hwple fears which * bold bad” men 

deſp iſe ; 3 

Fain would he atk the pariſh · prieſt to prove 

His title certain to the joys above ; 

For this he lends the murmuring nurſe, ho calls 

The holy ſtranger to tlieſe diſmal walls; 'W 

And doth not he, the pious man, appear, 

He, “ palſing rich with forty pounds a yr | 
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Ah! no, a ſhepherd of a different ſtock, 

And far unlike him, feeds this little flocæ; 
A jovial youth, who thinks his Sunday's taſk 
As much as God or man can fairly . 
The reſt he gives to loves and labours light, 
To fields the morning, and to featts the night; 
None better ſkill'd the noiſy pack to guide, 


To urge their chace, to cheer them or to chide; | 


Sure in his ſhot, his game he ſeldom miſt, 
And ſeldom fail'd to win his game at whiſt ; 
Then, while ſuch honors bloom around his head, 
Shall he fit ſadly by the ſick man's bed,. 
To raiſe the hope he feels not, or with zcal 
To combat fears that ev'n the pious feel? | 


§ 137. The Reaſon for deſcribing the Vices of 
e Village. CRABBE. „ 

YET why, you aſk, theſe humble crimes relate, 

Why make the poor as guilty as the great? 

To ſhew the great, thoſe mightier ſons of Pride, 

How near in vice the loweſt are ally'd; _ 

Such are their natures, and their paſſions ſuch, 

But theſe diſguiſe too little, thoſe roo much: 

So ſhall the man of power and pleaſure fee 

Ia his own flave as vile a wretch as he; 

In his luxuriant lord the ſervant fing 

His own low pleaſures and degenerate mind: 

And each in all the kindred vices trace 

Of a poor, blind, bewilder'd, erring race 

Who, a ſhort time in varied fortune paſt, 

Die, and are equal iu the duſt at laſt.— 

And you, ye poor, who ſtill lament your fate, 

Forbear to envy thoſe you reckon great ; 

And know, amid thoſe bleflings they poſſeſs, 

They are, like you, the victims of diſtreſs; 

While Sloth with many a pang torments her ſlave, 

Fear waits on guilt, and Danger ſhakes the brave. 


$ 138. Apology for Vagrants. Axov. 
FOR him who, loft to ev'ry hope of life, 

Has long with fortune held uncqual ſtrife, 
Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendleſs, homeleſs object of deſpair ; 
For the poor vagrant, feel, while he complains, 
Nor from ſad freedom ſend to ſadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Thoſe laſt of woes his evil days have wrought ; 
believe with ſocial mercy, and with me, 
Folly's misfortune in the firſt degrec. 

Perhaps on ſome inhoſpitable thore | 
The houſeleſs wretch a widow'd parent bore ; - 
Who then, no more by golden proſpects led, 

Of the poor Indian begg'd a leafy bed. 

Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain, 
Perhaps that parent mourn'd her ſoldier flain ; 
Bcut o'er her babe, her eye diſſolv'd in dew, 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the fad preſage of his future years, 

The child of mitery, baptiz'd in tears! 


— 


913 9. Epiſtle to à young Gentleman, on his 
leaving Eton School. By Dr. RontrTs. 


SINCE now a nobler ſcene awakes thy care, 


Zince manhood, dawning to fair Granta's towers, 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 469 


| Where once in life's gay ſpring I lov'd to roam, 


Invites thy willing ſteps, accept, dear youth, 
This parting ſtrain; accept the fervent prayer 
Of him, who loves thee with a paſſion pure 

As ever friendſhip dropp'd in human hcart, _ 
The prayer, That he who guides the hand of youth 
Thro' all the puzzled and perplexed round | 
Of life's meandring path, upon thy head 


| May ſhowerdownevery blefling, every joy, [givel 


Which health, which virtuc, and which fame can 
Vet think not I will deign to flatter thee : 


Shall he, the guardian of my faith and truth, | 


The guide, the pilot of thy tender years, 


| Teach thy young heart to feel a ſpurious glow 


At undeſerved praiſe ? Periſh the flave _ 
Whote venal breath in youth's unpractis'd car 
Pours poiſon'd flattery, and corrupts the foul 
With vain conceit ; whoſe baſe ungenerous art 
Fawns on the vice which ſome with honeſt hand 
Have torn for ever from the bleeding breaſt. 
Say, gentle youth, remember'ſt thou the day 

When o'er thy tender ſhoulders firit I hung 


The golden lyre, and taught thy trembling hand 


To touch th'accordant ftrings ? From that bleſt 


| I've ſeen thee panting up the hill of fame; [hour 
Thy little heart beat high with honeſt praiſe, 
{ Thy check was fluſh'd, and oft thy ſparkling eye 
Shot flames of young ambition. Never quench | 


That generous ardour in thy virtuous breaſt. 
Sweet is the concord of harmonious founds, 
When the foft lute or pealing organ ſtrikes 


| The well-attemper'd ear; ſweet is the breath 


Of honeſt love, when nymph and gentle twain 
Waft ſighs alternate to cach other's heart; 
Bur nor rhe concord of harmonious ſounds, 
When the ſoft Jute or pealing organ ſtrikes 
The well-attemper'd ear; nor the ſweet breath 
Of honeſt love, when nymph and gentle ſwain 
\Waft fighs alternate to each other's heart, 
So charm with ravithment the raptur'd ſenſe, 
As does the voice of well-dc{crv'd report 


| Strike with ſweet melody the conſcious foul, 


On every object thro” the giddy world 
Which fathion to the dazzled eve preſents, 
Freſh is the gloſs of newneſs; look, dear youth, 
Oh look, but not admire : O let not theſe 
Raſe from thy noble heart the fair records 
Which youth and education planted there: 
Let nor affection's full impetuous tide, | 
Which riots in thy generous breaſt, be check d 
By felfiſh cares; nor let the idle jecrs 
Of laughing fools make thee forget thyſelf. 


} When didſt thou hear a tender tale of woe, 
And feel thy heart at reſt ? Have I not ſeen 


In thy ſwoln eye the tear of ſympathy, 

The milk of human kindneſs? When didſt thou, 
With envy rankling, hear a rival prais'd ? | 
When didſt thou flight the wretched ? When 
The modeſt humble ſuit of poverty? . [ deſpiſe 
Theſe virtues ſtill be thine ; nor ever learn 

To look with cold eye on the charities 

Of brother, or of parents; think on thoſe ¶ path 
Whoſe anxious care thro' childhood's flippery 
Suſtain'd thy feeble ſteps; whoſe py with 

Is wafted ſtill to thee: remember thoſe, 
Even in thy heart while memory holds her ſeat : 
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Theſe lines give back the image of my heart) 


470 ELEGANT 


And oft as to thy mind thou ſhalt recal 


The ſweet companions of "”y earlieſt years, 
Mates of thy ſport, and rivals in the Arife 
Of every generous art, remember me. 


$ 149. Ad Amicos. f. R. WEs r. 


2 VEsõ, happy youths, on Camus' ſedgy fide, 


You feel each joy that friendſhip can divide; 
Each realm of ſcience and of a:t explore, 
And with the ancient blend the modern lore, 
Studious alone to learn whatc'er may tend 
To raiſe the genius, or the heart to mend; 
Now pleas'd along the cloiſter'd walk you rove, 


And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 


Where ſocial oft, and oft alone, ye chuſe 


To catch the zephyr, and to court the Muſe. 


Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 


At me the pow'r that comes or ſoon or late, 
Or aims, or ſeems to aim, the dart of fate, 
From you remote, methinks, alone I ſtand, 
Like ſome fad exile in a deſart land: 


Around no friends their lenient care to join 


In mutual warmth, and mix their heart with 


Dr real pains, or thoſe which fancy raiſe, mine. 
For ever blot the ſunſhine of my days; 
To fickneſs ſtill, and ſtill to grief a prey, 


Wealth turns from me her roſy face away. 
Juſt Heav'n ! what fin, ere life begins to 
| bloom, | 5 | 
De votes my head untimely to the tomb; _ 
Did e' er this hand againſt a brother's life knife? 


Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd'rous 


Did e'er this tongue the ſland'rer's tale proclaim, 
Or madly violate my Maker's name? 
Did e'er this heart betray a friend or foe, 

Or know a thought but all the world might 
As yet juſt ſtarted from the liſts of time, [know ? 


My growing years have ſcarcely told their prime; 


Uſeleſs, as yet, through life I've idly run, 
No pleaſures taſted, and few duties done. 
Ah, who, ere autumn's mellowing ſuns appear, 
Would pluck the promiſe of the vernal year; 
Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 
Tear the crude cluſter from the mourning ſpray 
Stern power of Fate, whoſe eban ſceptre rules 


The Stygian deſarts and Cimmerian pools, 
Forbear, nar raſhly fmite my youthful heart, 
A victun yet unworthy of tl | 5 


„ PRESET 
Ah, ſtay till age ſhall blaſt my withering face, 
Shake in my head, and falter in my pace; 


Then aim the ſhaft, then meditate below, 


And to the dead my willing ſhade ſhall go. 

How weak is Man to Reafon's judging eye 
Born in this moment, in the next we die; 
Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 


Too proud to creep, roo humble to aſpire, 


In vain our plans of happineſs we raiſe, 

Pain is our lot, and patience is our praiſe; 
Wealth, lineage, honors, conqueſt, or a throne, 
Are what the wiſe would fear to call their own. 


Health is at beſt a vain precarious thing, 


And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing : 


+ Almoſt all Tibullus's Elegy is imitated in this little piece, from whence his tranſirion to Mr. Pope's 
letter is very artfully cuntrived and beſpeaks a degree of judgment much beyond Mr. Weſt's years. 


And ſinks, untimely, in the whelming tide. 


The world will paſs as cheerful as before; 


| That Solitude's the nurſe of woe. 


EXTRACTS, Boon II. 


| »Tis like the ſtream, beſide whoſe wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow'ry head ; 
Nurs'd by the wave the ſpreading branches riſe, 
Shade all the ground, and flouriſh to the ſkies ; 
The waves the while beneath in ſecret flow, 
And undermine the hollow bank below : 
Wide and more wide the waters urge their way, 
Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey. 
Too late the plant bewails his fooliſh pride, 


But why repine, does life deferve my ſigh ! 
Few will lament my loſs whene'er I die. 
For thoſe, the wretches I deſpiſe or hate, 

I neither envy nor regard their fate, 1 
| For me, whene'er all - conquering Death ſhall 
His wings around my unrepining head. 
I care not, tho? this face be ſeen no more, 


Bright as before the dav-ſtar will appear, 
The fields as verdant, and the ſkies as clear; 
Nor ſtorms nor comets will my doom declare, 
Nor ſigns on earth, nor portents in the air; 
| Unknown and filent ail die my breath, 
Nor nature e'er take notice of my death. 
Yet ſome there are (ere ſpent my vital days) 
Within whoſe breaſts my tomb I wiſh to raiſe; | 
Lov'd in my life, lamented in my end, [mend : 
Their . would crown me, as their precepts 
To them may theſe fond lines my name endear, 
Not trom the Poet, but the Friend fincere. 


6 141. Hymn to Contentment. PARNELL, 
] OVELY, laſting peace of mind ! 

, + Sweet delight of human kind! 

' Heav*nly born, and bred on high, 

I crown the fay'rites of the ſky 

. With more of happineſs below 

Than victors in a triumph know ! 

| Whither, O whither art thou fled, 

To lay thy meek contented head; 

What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 

To make the ſeat of calms and eaſe! 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 

Of pomp and ſtate, ro meet thee there: 

Encreafing avarice would find _ | 

Thy preſence in its gold inſhrin'd : 

The bold advent'rer ploughs his way 

Through rocks, amidſt the foaming ſea, 

To gain thy love; and then perceives 

Thou wert not in the rocks and waves: 

The filent heart which grief aſſails, 

Treads ſoft and lon-{ome o'er the vales, 

Sees daiſies open, rivers run, . 

And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 

Amuſing thought; but learns to know 


No real happincfs is found 

In trailing purple o'er the ground : 
Orin a foul exalted high, 
To range the circuit of the ſky, 
Converts with ſtars above, and know 
All Nature in its forms below z 


The 
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The reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dies; 
And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſe. 
Lovely, laſting peace, appear ; | 
This world itſelf, if thou art here, 
Js once again with Eden bleſt, 
And man contains it in his breaſt. 
*T was thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 
J ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 
The branches whiſper as they wav'd ; 
It ſeem'd as all the quiet place 
Confeſs'd the preſence of his grace, 
When thus ſhe ſpoke—Go rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill, 
Know God—and bring thy heart to know 
The joys which from religion low; 
Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 
And P1l be there to crown the reſt. 
Oh! by yonder molly ſeat, 
In my hours of ſweet retreat, 
Might I thus my foul employ, _ 
With ſenſe of gratitude and joy; 
Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 
In heav'nly viſion, praiſe, and prayer; 
Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 
Pleas'd and bleſs'd with God alone; 
Then while the gardens take my fight, 
With all the cdlours of delight! 
While filver waters glide along, 
To pleaſe my ear and court my ſong, 
PII lift my voice and tune my ſtring, 
And thee, Great Source of Nature, fing. 
The ſun that walks his airy way, | 
To light the world, and give the day; 
The moon that ſhines with borrow'd light ; 
The ſtars that gild the gloomy night; 
The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves 
The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves 
The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 
The yellow treaſure of the plain ; 
All of theſe, and all I fee, 
Should be ſung, and ſung by me: 
They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 
But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your buſy or your vain extremes ; 
And find a life of equal bliſs, 
Or own the next begun in this. 
| I 142. An Addreſs to Winter. CowyER. 
O's Winter ! ruler of th'inverted year, : 
The ſcatter'd hair with ſleet like aſhes fill'd, 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy checks 
Fring'd with a beard made white with other 
ſnows _ „ 
Than thoſe of age; thy forehead wrapt in clouds, 
A leafleſs branch thy ſceptre, and thy throne 
A ſliding car indebted to no wheels, 
But urg'd by ſtorms along its ſlipp'ry way; 
Llove thee, all unlovely as thou ſeem'ſt, 
And dreaded as thou art. Thou hold'ſt the ſ 
A pris'ner in the yet undawning Eaſt, _ 
dhort'ning his journey between morn and noon, 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


And hurrying him, impatient of his ſtay, 


| 


Down to the roſy Weſt. But kindly till 
Compenſating his loſs with added hours 
Of ſocial converſe and inſtructive eaſe, 
And gathering at ſhort notice in one group 


The family diſpers'd, and fixing thought 

| | Not leſs diſpers'd by daylight and its cares, 
I crown thee King of intimate delights, 
Fire- ſide enjoyments, home-born happineſs, 


And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of undiſturb'd retirement, and the hours 


I Of long uninterrupted evening know. TE 
| | No rattling wheels ſtop ſhort before theſe gates; 
No powder'd pert proficient in the art 
Of ſounding an alarm, aſſaults theſe doors 
Till the ſtreet rings. No ſtationary fteeds 
| Cough their own knell, while heedleſs of the 


found 


5 The ſilent circle fan themſelves, and quake J 


But here the needle plies its buſy taſk. 


The pattern grows, the well-depicted flow'r, 5 
| Wrought patiently into the ſnowy lawn, 


Unfolds its boſom, buds, and leaves, and ſprigs, 
And curling tendrils, gracefully diſpos'd, 
Follow the nimble finger of the fair, 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flow'rs that blow 
With moſt ſucceſs when all beſides decay. 

The poet's or hiſtorian's page, by one 

Made vocal for th'amuſement of the reſt; 


The ſprightly lyre, whoſe treaſure of ſweet 


ſounds | [ out ; 
And the clear voice ſymphonious, yet diſtinct, 
And in the charming ſtrife triumphant ſtill, 
Beguile the night, and ſet a keener =. 


IJ On female induſtry ; the threaded ſteel 


Flies ſwiftly, and unfelt the taſk proceeds. 


The volume clos'd, the cuſtomary rites 


Of the lat meal commence : a Roman meal, 
Such as the miſtreſs of the world once found 


{ Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 


Perhaps by moon- liaht at their humble doors, 


And under an old oak's domeſtic ſhade * 
IEnjoy'd, ſpare feaſt! a radiſh and an egg. 


Diſcourſe enſues, not trivial, yet not dull, 
Nor ſuch as with a frown forbids the play 


Or fancy, or preſcribes the ſound of mirth. 


Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 


| Who deem religion frenzy, and the God 


That made them an intruder on their joys, | 


| Start at his awful name, or deem his praiſe 


A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love, | 
White we retrace with mem'ry's pointing wand, 


| That calls the paſt to our exact review, 


The dangers we have ſcap'd, the broken ſnare, 
The diſappointed foe, deliv*rance found 


| Unlook'd for, life preſery'd and peace reſtor'd, 


Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 
Oh evenings worthy of the Gods ! exclaim'd 


The Sabine bard. Oh evenings, I reply, 


More to be priz'd and coveted than yours, 
As more illumin'd and with nobler truths, 


That I and Mine, and thoſe we love, enjoy. 
Hh4 | | 
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The touch from many a trembling chord ſhakes 


Liberty 
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8 143. Liberty renders England preferable to 
| ather Nations, notwithſtanding Taxes, Sc. 
EE ns | | CowPER. 
| 3 liberty alone that gives the flow'r 
: Of fleeting life its luſtre and perfume, 
And we are weeds without it. All conſtraint, 
Except what wiſdom lays on evil men, | 
Is evil ; hurts the facultics, impedes 


Their progreſs in the road of ſcience ; blinds _ 


The eye- ſight of diſcov'rv, and begets 
In thoſe that ſuffer it. a ſordid mind 
Beſtial, a meagre intellect, unfit 

To be the tenant of mats noble form. 
Thee therefore ſtill, blame-worthy as thou art, 
With all thy loſs of empire, and though ſqueez'd 
By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the ſtate, 
Thee I account ſtill happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, ſeeing thou art free? 
My native nook of earth! thy clime 1s rude, 
| Replete with vapours, and diſpoſes much 
All hearts to ſadneſs, and none more than mine; 

Thine unadulr'rate manners are leſs ſoft 
And plauſible than ſocial life requires, 

And thou haſt need of diſcipline and art 
To give thee what politer France receives | 
From Nature's bounty—that humane addrefs 

And ſweetneſs, without which no pleaſure is 
In converſe, either ſtarv'd by cold reſerve, 


Or fluſh'd with fierce diſpute, a ſenſeleſs braw]; | 


Yet, being free, I love thee. For the ſake 
Of that one feature, can be well content, 


| Diſgrac'd as thou haſt been, poor as thou art, | 


— 


To ſcek no ſublunary reſt beſide. | 
But once enſlav'd, farewell! I could endure 

Chains nowhere patiently ; and chains at home, 

Where I am free by birthright, nor at all. 

Then what were left of roughneſs in the grain 

Of Britiſh natures, wanting its excuſe 5 
That it belongs to freemen, would diſguſt 
And ſhock me. I ſhould then with double pain 

Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime ; 

And if I muſt bewail the bleſſing loſt | 
For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 
I would at leaſt bewail it under ſkies 
NMlilder, among a people leſs auſtere, 


In ſcenes which having never known me free, | 
_ | Wrapp'd in the ſolitary gloom, 


| Would not reproach me with the lols I felt. 


8 144 Deſcription a Poet. CowrER. 
1 KNOW the mind that feels indeed the fire 

» 7 * muſe imparts, and can command the 
| ww 
Acts with a force, and kindles with a zcal, 
Whate'er the theme, that others never feel. 
If human woes her ſoft attention claim, 
A tender ſympathy pervades the frame : 
She pours a ſenſibility divine OY 

Along the nerve of ev'ry feeling line. 

But if a deed not tamely to be borne, 
Fire indignation and a ſenſe of ſcorn, | 
The ſtrings are ſwept with ſuch a pow'r, fo loud, 
The ſtorm of muſic ſhakes th'aſtoniſh'd crowd. 


loft Prophet and of Poet was the ſame ; 
Hence Britiſh poets too the prieſthood ſhar'd, 
I And ev'ry hallow'd druid was a bard. | 


4 TI night, dead night; and o'er the plain 


or, to the church-yard's horrors led, 


So when remote futurity is brought 

Before the keen enquiry of her thought, 

A terrible ſagacity informs | 

The Poet's heart, he looks to diſtant ſtorms, 

He hears the thunder ere the tempeſt lowrs, 

And, arm'd with ſtrength ſurpaſſing human 
pow'rs, | Bro . 

| Seizes events as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his ſoul into the dawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 


145. Love Elegien. By ——— 
. 


Darkneſs extends her ebon ray, 
| While wide along the gloomy ſcene 
} Deep filence holds her folemn tway. 


Throughout the earth no cheerful beam 
The melancholic eye furveys, 

Save where the worm's fantaſtic gleam 
The *nighted traveller betrays, 

The ſavage race (ſo Heav'n decrees) 
No longer through the foreſt rove; 

All nature reſts, and not a breeze 
Diſturbs the ſtillneſs of the grove. 

| All nature reſts ; in Sleep's ſoft arms 
The village ſwain forgets his care: 

Slecp, that the ſting of Sorrow charms, 
And heals all ſadneſs but Deſpair. 

| Deſpair alone her power denies, 

And when the fan withdraws his rays, 

To the wild beach diſtracted flies, 

Or cheerleſs through the deſart ſtrays; 


While fearful echoes burſt around, 
On ſome cold ſtone he Icans his head, 
Or throws his body on the ground. 


To ſome ſuch drear and folemn ſcene, 

Some friendly power direct my way, 

Where pale Misfortune's haggard train, 
Sad luxury! delight to ftray. | 


Retir'd from life's fantaſtic crew, 

| Refign'd, I'll wait my final doom, 

And bid the buſy world adieu. 

The world has now no joy for me, 
Nor can life now one pleaſure boaſt, 

| Since all my eyes defir'd to fee, 

My wiſh, my hope, my all, is loſt ; 

Since the, ſo form'd to pleaſe and bleſs, 

So wiſe, ſo innocent, fo fair, 

Whoſe converſe ſweet made ſorrow leſs, 


And brighten'd all the gloom of care; : 0 
Since ſhe is loſt Ve powers divine, Ar 
What have I done, or thought, or ſaidꝰ | 


O ſay, what horrid act of mine | 
| Has drawn this vengeance on my head! 
: Why 


d? 


d! 
Why 


Why ſhould Heav'n favour Lycon's claim? 
Why are my heart's beſt wiſhes croſt? 
What fairer deeds adorn his name? 
What nobler merit can he boaſt ? 
What higher worth in him was found 
My true heart's ſervice to outweigh ?_ 
A ſenſcleſs fop '—A dull compound 
Of ſcarcely animated clay! _ 
He dret+'d, indeed, he danc'd with caſe, 
And charm'd her by repeating o'er 
Vameaning raptures in her praiſe, _ 
That twenty fools had told before : 
But I, alas ! who thought all art 


My paſſion's force would meanly prove, 


Could only boaſt an honeſt heart, 
And claim'd no merit but by love. 


Have I not ſar—ve conſcious hours 
Be witneſs—while my Stella ſung 


| From morn to eve, with all my powers 


Rapt in th'enchantment of her tongue 
Ye conſcious hours that ſaw me ſtand 
Entranc'd in wonder and ſurpriſe, 
In filent rapture preſs her hand, 
With paſſion burſting from my eyes. 
Have I not lov'd— 0 earth and heav'n! 
Where now is all my youthful boaſt ? 
The dear exchange I hop'd was given, 
For ſlighted fame and fortune loſt ; 
Where now the joys that once were mine ? 
Where all my hopes of future bliſs ? 
Muſt I thoſe joys, thole hopes reſign ? 
Is all her friendſhip come to this? 
Muſt then each woman faithleſs prove, 
And each fond lover be undone ? 
Are vows no more l Almighty Love! 
The ſad reſemblance let me nun! 
It will not be My honeſt heart 
The dear fad iniage ftill retains ; 


And, ſpite of reaſon, ſpite of art, 


The dreadful memory remains. 
Ye Pow'rs divine, whoſe wond'rous ſkill. 
Deep in the womb of time can fee, 
Behold I bend me to your will, 
Nor dare arraign your high decree. 
Let her be bleſt with health, with eaſe, 
With all your bounty has in ſtore; 


Let forrow cloud my future days : 


Be Stella bleſt! I atk no more. 6 
Bur lo! where high in yonder caſt 
The ſtar of morning mounts apace ! 


Hence Allet me fly th'unwelcome gueit, 
Aud bid the Muſe's labour ceaſe. 
F 0: 
WHEN, young, life's journey I began, 
The glittering proſpect charm'd my eyes, 
I ſaw along th'extended plan 
Joy after joy exceſſive riſe: a 
And Fame her golden trumpet blew; 


And Power diſplay'd her gorgeous charms; 


And Wealth engag'd my wandering view, 
And Pleaſure woo'd me to her arms: 


0 
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| To each by turns my vows I paid, 

As Polly led me to admire ; 
While Fancy magnify'd each ſhade, 
And Hope encreas'd each fond defare, 


] But ſoon I found 'twas all a dream; 


And learn'd the fond purſuit to ſhun, | 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim, 
And thouſands daily are undone: 


And Fame, I found, was empty ait; 1 
And Wealth had Terror for her gueſt; 


And Pleaſure's path was ſtrewn with Care; 


And Power was vanity at beſt. 


Tir'd of the chace I gave it o'er; 


And in a far ſequeſter'd ſnade, 


ö To Contemplation's ſober power 


My youth's next ſervices I paid. 


There Health and Peace adorn'd the ſcene J : 
And oft, indulgent to my prayer, MT 
With mirthful exe and frolic mien 


0 | The Muſe would deign to viſit there. ; 


There would ſhe oft delighted rove 

The flower-enamell'd vale along : 
Or wander with me through the grove, 
And liften to the woodlark's ſong. 


Or mid the foreſt's awful gloom, 


Whilſt wild amazement fill'd my eyes, 


| Recall paſt ages from the tomb, 
{ And bid ideal worlds ariſe. 


Thus in the Muſc's favour bleſt, 


One with alone my foul could frame, 


And Heav'n beſtow'd, to crown the reſt, 
A friend, and Thyrſis was his name. 
For manly conſtancy and truth, _ 
And worth, unconſcious of a ſtain, 
} He bloom'd the flower of Britain's youth ; 
The boaſt and wonder of the plain. | 


| Still with our years our friendſhip grew; 


No cares did then my peace deſtroy ; 

Time brought new bleſſings as he flew, 
And every hour was wing'd with joy. 

But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was loft, ; 

Bp! Soon did the fad reverſe appear; 

Love came, like an untimely froſt, 

To blaſt the promiſe of my year. 

T ſaw voung Daphne's angel- form 

( Fool that I was I bleſsd the ſmart) 

And. while T gaz'd, nor thought of harm, 

The dcar infection ſeiz'd my heart. 


| She was—at leaſt in Damon's eves,— 


| Made up of lovelineſs and grace; 
Her heart a ſtranger to diſguiſe, 
Her mind as perfect as her face. 


To hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move 


(Unhappy I. alas! the while) 

Her voice was joy, her look was love, 

And Heaven was open'd in her ſmile ! 

She heard me breathe my amorous prayers, _ 
She liſten'd to the tender ſtrain, 

She heard my ſighs, ſhe ſaw my tears, 
Aud ſcem'd at length to ſhare my pain, 


She 
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She ſaid ſhe lov'd—and I, poor youth ! 
(How ſoon, alas, can Hope perſuade) 
Thought all ſhe faid no more than truth ; 

And all mv love was well repaid. 
- joys unknown to courts or kings, 

With her I fat the live-long day, 
And ſaid and look'd ſuch tender things, 
As none beſide could look or ſay! 


How ſoon can Fortune ſhift the ſcene, 
And all our earthly bliſs deſtroy ! 
Care hovers round, and Grief's fell train 
Still treads upon the heels of Joy. 
My age's hope, my youth's beſt boaſt, 
= My foul's chief bleſſing, and my pride, 
In one ſad moment all.were loſt, = OE 
And Daphne chang'd, and Thyrſis dy'd ! 
O! who, that heard her vows ere-while, 
Could dream theſe vows were infincere ! 
Or who could think, that ſaw her fimile, 
That fraud could find admittance there! 


Yet ſhe was falſe my heart will break! 

Her frauds, her perjuries were ſuch— 
Some other tongue than mine muſt ſpeak— 
I have not power to ſay how much! 


Ye ſwains, hence warn'd, avoid the bait, 
O ſhun her paths, the trait'reſs ſnun! 
Her voice is death, her ſmile is fate; 
Who hears or ſees her is undone. 


And when Death's hand ſhall cloſe my eves 
( For ſoon, I know, the day will come) 
O cheer my ſpirit with a ſigh, | 
And grave theſe lincs upon my tomb: 


we THE EPITAPH, | 
CONSIGND to duſt, beneath this tone, 


In manhood's prime, is Damon laid 
Jovlets he liv'd, and dy'd unknown, 
In bleak misfortune's barren ſhade. 


Lov'd by the Muſe, but lov'd in vain: 

__ ?PT'was beauty drew his ruin on; 
He ſaw young Daphne on the plain; 
He lov'd, believ'd—and was undone ! 
His heart then ſunk beneath the ſtorm 
(ad meed of unexampl'd youth!) 
And forrow, like an envious worm, 
Devour'd the bloſſom of his youth. 


Beneath this ſtone the youth is laid 
O greet his aſhes with a tear 


May Heaven with bleſſings crown his ſhade, 
And grant that peace he wanted here ! | 


$ 146. Great Cities, and London in particular, 
allowed their due Praiſe. CowreeR. | 


BUT tho' true worth and virtue, in the mild 
And. genial foil of cultivated life 
Thrive moſt, and may perhaps thrive only there, 
Yer not in critics oft, In proud and gay 
And yain-devored cities: thither flow, 
As to a common and moſt noiſome fewer, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| By frequent lapſe, can ho 
| Beyond th'atchiavement 


All her reflected features. 


In London. | 
_ | With which ſhe calculates, computes, and ſcans, 


The dregs and fæculence of ev'ry land. 


In cities foul example on moſt minds 


IH Begets its likeneſs. Rank abundance breeds 


In groſs and pamper'd cities ſloth and Juſt, 
And wantonneſs and gluttonneſs exceſs. 
In cities, vice is hidden with moſt eaſe, | 
Or ſeen with leaſt reproach ; and virtue, taught 
no triumph there 


I do confeſs them nurs'ries of the arts, 
In which they flouriſh moſt; where, in the beams 


| Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfe 


ſize. 


| | Such London is, by taſte and wealth proclaim'd 
| The faireſt capital of all the world, 


By riot and incontinence the worſt. 


There, touch'd by Reynolds, a dull blank be- 
[comes | 


A lucid mirror, in which Nature ſees 
Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a ſtone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips. 
Nor does the chiſſel occupy alone 


The pow'rs of ſculpture, but the ſtyle as much: 


Each province of her art her equal care. 


Wich nice inciſion of her guided ſteel | 
She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a ſoil 
| So ſterile with what charms ſoe'er ſhe will, 


The richeſt ſcen'ry and the lovelieſt forms. 
Where finds philoſophy her eagle eye, 
With which ſhe gazes at yon burning diſk. 
Undazzled, and deteCts and counts his ſpots ? 
Where her implements exact, 


All diſtance, motion, magnitude, and now 


} Meaſures an atom, and now girds a world? 


In London, Where has commerce ſuch a mart, 
So rich, ſo throng'd, ſo drain'd, and fo ſupplied 
As London, opulent, enlarg'd, and ſtill 
Increating London? Babylon of old 

Not more the glory of the earth, then ſhe 


| A more accompliſh'd world's chief glory now. 
She has her praiſe. Now mark a ſpot or two | 

| That fo much beauty would do well to purge ; 

And ſhew this queen of cities, that ſo fair 

| May yet be foul, fo witty, yet not wiſe. 


It is not ſeemly, nor of goood report, 
That ſhe is lack in in diſcipline : more prompt 
T'avenge than to prevent the breach of law. 
That ſhe 1s rig1d in denouncing death 

On petty robbers, and indulges life 


Aud liberty, and oft-times honor too, 
| To peculators of the public gold. | 


Thatthieves at home muſt hang; but he that puts 
Into his overgorg'd and bloated purſe 


| The wealth of Indian provinces, eſcapes. 
Nor is it well, nor can it come to good, 


That, through profane and infidel contempt 
Of holy writ, ſhe has preſum'd t'annul 
And abrogote, as roundly as ſhe may, 

The total ordinance and will of God ; 
Advancing faſhion to the poſt of truth, 
And cent'ring all authority in modes 

And cuſtoms of her own, till Sabbath rites 
Have dwindled into unreſpected forms, 


And knees and haſſocks are well-nigh 2 
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ſucceſsful flight. 3 


God made the country, and man made the town. 
What wonder then, that health and virtue, gifts 
Thar can alone make ſweet the bitter draught 
That life holds out to all, ſnould moſt abound, 
And leaſt be threaten'd in the fields and groves? 
Poſſeſs ye. therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and ſedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleneſs, and taſte no ſcenes 
But ſuch as art contrives, poſſeſs ye ſtill 
Your element; there only ye can ſhine; 

There only minds like yours can do harm. 
Our groves were planted to conſole at noon 
The penſive wand'rer in their ſhades. At eve 
The moon- beam, ſliding ſoftly in between 
The ſleeping leaves, is all the light they wiſh, 
Birds warbling all the muſic. We can ſpare 
The ſplendor of your lamps, they but eclipſe 
Our ſofter ſatellite, Your ſongs confound _ 
Our more harmonious notes. Thethruſh departs 
Scar'd, and th'offended nightingale is mute: 
There 1s a public miſchief in your mirth 
It plagues your country, Folly ſuch as yours, 
Grac'd with a ſword, and worthier of a fan, 
Has made, which enemies could ne'er have done, 
Our arch of empire, ſtedfaſt but for you, 
A mutilated ſtructure ſoon to fall. 


$ 147. The Want of Diſcipline in the Engli/h 
Univerſities, COWPER = 
* colleges and halls in ancient days, 

When learning, virtue, piety, and truth, 
Were precious and inculcated with care, | 
There dwelt a ſage call'd Difcipline His head 
Not yet by Time completely filver'd oer, 
Beſpoke him paſi the bounds of freakiſh youth, 
But ſtrong for ſervice ſtill, and unimpair'd. 


His eye was meek and gentle, and a {mile | 


Play'd on his lips, and in his ſpeech was heard 
Paternal ſweetneſs, dignity, and love. 
The occupation deareſt to his heart ES 
Was to encourage goodneſs. He would ſtroke 
The head of modeſt and ingenuous worth 
That bluſh'd at its own praiſe, and preſs the 
| youth 1 1 [agrew, 
Cloſe to his fide that pleas'd him. Learning 
Beneath his care a thriving vigofous plant; 
The mind was well inform'd, the palſions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 0 
If e*er it chanc'd, as ſometimes chance it muſt, 
That one among ſo many overleap'd x 
The limits of controul, his gentle eye 
Grew ſtern, and darted a ſevere rebuke; 
His frown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook the delinquent with ſuch fits of awe, 
As left him not, till penitence had won 
Loſt favour back again, and clos'd the breach. 
But Diſcipline, a faithful ſervant long, 
Declin'd at length into the vale of years: 
A palſy ſtruck his arm, his ſparkling eve 
Was quench'd in rheums of age, his voice un- 
ſtruag, 
Grew tremulous, and mov'd deriſion more 
Than rev'rence in perverſe rebellious youth. 


$0 colleges and halls neglected much 
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ö 


| 


Their good old friend; and Diſcipline at length, 
O'erlook'd and unemploy'd, fell ſick and died. 
Then Study languiſh'd, Emulation ſlept, 

And Virtue fled. The ſchools became a ſcene 
Of folemn farce, where ignorance in ſtilts, 

His cap well lin'd with logic not his own, 


Wich parrot-tongue perform'd the Scholar's part, 


Proceeding ſoon a graduated Dunce, - 
Then Compromiſe had place, and Scrutiny 
Became ſtone-blind, Precedence went in truck, 
And he was competent whoſe purſe was ſo. 


A diſſolution of all bonds enſu'd; 


The curbs invented for the muleiſn mouth : ; 


Of headſtrong youth were broken ; bars and bolts _ 
{ Grew. ruſty by diſuſe, and maſſy gates 


Forgot their office, op'ning with a touch; 


Till gowns at length are found mere maſquerade; 


The tafſel'd cap and the ſpruce band a jeſt, 


A mock'ry of the world. What need of theſe 


For gameſters, jockics, brothellers impure, 


Spendthrifts, and bouted ſportſmen, oft'ner ſcen 


With belted waiſt and pointers at their heels, 
Than in the bounds of duty? What was learn'd, 
If aught was learn'd in childhood is forgot ; 


And tuch expence as pinches patents blue, 


And mortifies the lib'ral hand of love, 

Is ſquander'd in purſuit of idle ſports 

And vicious pleaſures; buys the boy a name 
That fits a ſtigma on his father's houſe, 
And cleaves through life inſeparably cloſe 


To him that wears it. What can after- games | 


Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 


| The lewd vain world that muſt receive him ſoon, 


Add to ſuch erudition thus acquir'd, 

Where ſcience and where virtue are profeſs'd > 
They may confirm his habits, rivet faſt 

His folly; but to ſpoil him is a taſk 

That hids defiance to th' united pow'rs 


Of faſhion, diſſipation, taverns, ſtews, _ 
Now, blame we moſt the nurſlings or the nurſe? 


The children crook'd, and twiſted, and deform'd 


Through want of care, or her whoſe winking eye 


And ſlumb'ring oſcitancy mars the brood ? 


The nurſe no doubt. Regardleſs of her charge, 


She needs herſelf correction; needs to learn 
That it is dang'rous ſporting with the world, 
With things fo ſacred as a nation's truſt, 


The nurture of her youth, her deareſt pledge. 


18 148. Happy the Freedom of the Man whom | 
Grace makes free— His reliſh of the Works of 


Cod — Addrefs to the Creator. COWPER. 
'TE is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 


And all are ſlaves beſide. There's not a chain 


That helliſh foes confed' rate for his harm 
Can wind around him, but he caſts it off 


| With as much caſe as Samſon his green withes. 


He looks abroad into the varied field 

Ot Nature, and tho? poor, perhaps, compar'd 
With thoſe whoſe manſions glitter in his fight, 
Calls the delightful ſcenery all his own. 


His are the mountains, and the vallies his, 


And the reſplendent rivers; his t' enjoy 
\With a propriety that none can feel, 


But 
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But who with filial confidence inſpir'd, | 
Can lift to Heav'n an unpreſumptuous eye, 
And ſmiling ſay — My Father made them all: 
Are they not his by a 8 right; 

And by an emphatis of int'reſt his, 

Whoſe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 


EXTRACTS, Book 11, 


Of ignorance till then ſhe overlook'd, 

A ray of heav'nly light gilding all forms 

| Terreſtrial, in the vaſt and the minute, 

The unambiguous footſteps of the God 
Who gives its luſture to an inſect's wing, 

| | And heels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 


Whoſe heart with praiſe, and whoſe exalted mind | Much converſant with Heav'n ſhe often holds 


With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 


That plann'd, and built, and till upholds a world, 

So cloth'd with beauty, for rebellious man? 

Les —ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded foil, and ye may waſte much good 
In ſenſeleſs riot; but ye will not find 

In feaſt or in the chace, in ſong or dance, 

A liberty like his, who, unimpeach'd 

Of uſurpation, and to no man's wrong. | 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work, 
Aud has a richer uſe of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman ; free by birth 

Of no mean eity, plann'd or cre the hills 

Were built, the founrains open'd, or the fea 

With all his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the ſame in ev'ry ſtate, 

Aud no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whoſe ev'ry day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it leſs: 

For he has wings that neither ſickneſs, pain, 

| Nor penury, can cripple or conſinemn 

No nook fo narrow but he tpreads them there 

With enfe, and is at large, 

His body bound, but knows not what a range 

His ſpirit takes, unconſcious of a chain 

And that to bind him is a vain attempt, 


Whom God delights in, and in whom hedwells. 
Acquaint thyſelf with God, if thou wouldſt taſte 


_ His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 


Thou ſhalt perceive that thou waſt blind before; 


Thine cyc thall be inſtructed, and thine heart, 
Made pure, ſhall reliſh with divine delight, 


Till then unfelr, what hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes grazc the mountain-top with faces prone, 
And eyes intent upon the ſcanty herb 
It vields them, or, recumbent on its brow, 


Ruminate heedlefs of the ſcene outſpread 
Bencath, beyond, and ſtretching far away 
From inland regions to the diſtant main. 
Man views it and admires, but reſts content 
With what he views. 
J | | 5 
But not its Author! Unconcern'd who form'd 
The paradiſe he ſees, he finds it ſuch, oe 

And fuch well pleas'd to find it, aſks no more. 


Not ſo themind that hasbeentouch'd from Heav'n, 


And in the ſchool of ſacred witlom taught 


To read his wonders, in whoſe thought the 
[ world, 


Fair as it is, exiſted ere it was: 
Not for its own fake merely, but for his 


Much more who faſhion'd it, he gires it praife; | 


Praiſe that, from earth reſulting as it ought, 


Taearth's acknowledg'd Sovereign, finds at once 


Its only juſt proprictor in Him. : 
The ſoul that fees him, or receives ſublim'd 
New faculties, or tearns ar leaft, employ 
More worthily the pow'rs ſhe own'd before, 


Diſcerns in all things, what with ſtupid gaze 


dent forth a voice, and all the ſons of God 
| Shouted for joy — “ Tell me, ye ſhining hoſts, 
| © That navigate a fea that knows no ſtorms, 


Th'oppreſſor holds 


— 


Wich thoſe fair miniſters of light to man, 
That fill the ſkies nightly with ſilent pomp, 


| With which heav'n rang, when ev'ry ſtar, in 
To gratulate the new-created earth, (haſte 


* Bencath a vault unſullied with a cloud, 
If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Diſtinctly ſcenes inviſible to man, 


And ſyttems of whoſe birth no tidings yet 


*« Favour'd as ours, tranſgreſſors from the womb, 
And haſting to a grave, vet doom'd to rife, 


As one who, long detain'd on foreign ſhores 
Pants to return, and when he ſces afar [rocks 
His country's weather-bleach'd and batter'd 
F rom the green wave emerging, darts an eye 

Radiant with joy towards the happy land; 
So with animated hopes behold, : 
„And many an aching wiſh, your beamy fires, 
«© That ſhew like beacons in the blue abyſs, 
| © Ordain'd to guide th'embodied ſpirit home 
„From toilſome life to never-ending reſt. 
„Love kindles as I gaze. I feel defires 
That give aſſurance of their own ſucceſs, 
„And that infus'd from heav'n muſt thither 

0 wane.” | 3 
So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth 

Illuminates ; thy lamp, myſterious word ! 
Which whoſo fees no longer wanders loſt, 
With intellects bemaz'd, in endlefs doubt, 
| But runs the road of wiſdom. Thou haſt built, 

With means that were not till by thee employ'd, 

Worlds that had never been, hadſt thou in ſtrength 


. 


Bcen leſs, or leſs benevolent than ſtrong. 


They are thy witneſſes, who ſpeak thy pow'r | 


And goodneſs inſinite, but ſpeak in ears 
The landicape has his | 


That hear nor, or receive not their report. 

In vain thy creatures teſtify of then 
| Till chou proclaim thyſelf. Theirs is indeed 
| A teachiny voice; bur 'tis the praiſe of thine, 
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to lcarn, 
And with the boon gives talents for its uſe. 
Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Poſſeſs the heart, and fables falſe as hell, 
Yet deem'd oracular, lure down to death _ 
The uninform'd and heedleſs ſons of men, 

We gi OT chance, blind chance, ourſelves as 

ind, | 

The glory of thy work, which yet ap} 
perfect 4 ics Some do of ” x | 
Challenging human ſcrutiny, and prov'd 
Then ſkilful moſt when moſt ſeverely judg'd. 
But chance is not; or is not where thou rergn'ſt: 


Thy providence forbids that fickle pow'r 


— 


Sweet conference; enquires what ſtrains were they 


Have reach'd this nether world, ye ſpy a race 


% And to poflcſs a brighter heav'n than yours? 
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(If power the be that works but to confound) 
To mix her wild vagarics with thy laws. 
Yet thus we doat, refuſing while we can 
Inſtruction, and inventing to ourſelves _ 
Gods ſuch as guilt makes welcome, Gods that 
Or diſregard our follics, or that fit [ſleep 
Amus'd ſpectators of this buſtling ſtage. 
Thee we reject, unable to abide 
Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure, 
Made ſuch by thee, we love thee for that cauſe 
For which we ſhunn'd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free : then liberty like dag 
Breaks on the ſoul, and by a flaſh from Hcav'n 
Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 
A voice i, heard that mortal cars hear not 
Till thou haſt touch'd them :—'tis the voice of 
= OT, 
A loud IIoſanna ſent from all thy works, 
Which he that hears it with a ſhout repeats, 
And adds his rapture to the gen'tal praife. 
In that bleſt moment, Nature throwing wide 
Her veil opaque, diſcloſes with a ſmile 
The Author of her beauties, who, retir'd 
Behind his own creation, works unfecn 
By the impure, and hcars his pow'r deny'd. 
Thou art the ſource and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of reſt,, Eternal Word! 


From thee departing, they are loſt, and rove 


At random, without honor, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all that ſoothes the lite of man, 
His high cndcavour, and his glad ſucceſs, 

His ſtrength to ſutter, and his will to ferve. 
But, oh ! thou buuntevus Giver of all good, 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyſelf the crown! 
Give what thou canit, without thee we arc poor, 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 


——ä—zĩꝛ— —— 


$ 149. That Philoſophy which flops at Secondary 
Cauſes, reproved, COW PER. 


H“ the man who ſees a God mo 
In all the good and ill that chequer life! 
Reſolving all events, with their effects | 
And manifold reſults, into the will 
And arbitration wile of the Supreme. 
Did not his eye rule all things, and intend 
The leaſt of our concerns (ſince from the leaſt 
The greateſt oft originate) could chance 
Find place in his dominion, or diſpoſe 
One lawleſs particle to thwart his plan, 
Then God might be ſurpris'd, an unforeſeen 
Contingeuce might alarm him, and diſturb _ 
The ſmooth and equal courſe of his affairs. 
This truth, philoſophy, though eagle-cyecd 
In nature's tendencies, oft overlooks, | 
And having found his inſtrument, forgets _ 
Or diſregards, or, more preſumptuous ſtill, 
Denies the pow'r that wields it. God proclaims 
His hot diſpleaſure againſt fooliſhi men 
That live an atheiſt life; involves the heav'n 
In tempeſts; quits his graſp upon the winds, 
And yives them all their fury; bids a plague 
Kindle a ficry bile upon the kin, 
And putrify the breath of blooming health, 


| 
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| He calls for famine, —and the meagre kend 
| Blows mildew from between his ſhrivell'd lips, 
And taints the golden ear: he ſprings his mines, 


And deſolates a nation at a blaſt, 
Forth ſteps the ſpruce philoſopher, and tells 
Ot homogeneal and ditcordant fprings 


| And principles; of cauſes, how they work 


By neceflary laws their ſure effects; 

Of action and re-aftion. He has found 

The ſource of the diſcaſe that Nature feels, 
And bids the world take heart and banith fear, 
Thou fool! will thy diſcovery of the cauſe 
Suſpend th'effect or heal lit? Has not God 


| Still wrought by means ſince ſirſt he made the 


| world ? . | 

And did he not of old employ his means 

To drown it? What is his creation leſs 

Than a capacious reſervoir of means 

Form'd for his uſe, and ready at his will ? 

Go, dreſs thine eyes with eye-falvc, aſk of him, 


I 150. Rural Sounds as well as Sights delighi ful. 
E | — 
OR rural fights alone, but rural ſounds 
Exhilarate the ſpirit, and reſtore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds, 
That ſweep the ſkirt of ſome far-tpreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make muſic not unlike 
The daſh of ocean on his winding ſhore, 
And lull the fpirit while they fill the mind, 
Unnumber'd branches waving in the blaft, 
And all their leaves faſt flutt'ring, all at once. 
Nor leſs compoſure waits upon the roar 
Of diſtant floods, or on the fofter voice 
Of nerghb'ring fountain, or of rills that ſlip _ 
Through the cleft rock, and chiming as ther fall 
Upon looſe pebbles, lofe themſelves at length = 
In matted graſs, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the ſecret of their filent courſe. 
Nature inanimate cmploys ſweet ſounds, 


3 But animated nature ſweeter ſtill, 


To tooth and ſatisfy the human car. 
Ten thouſand warblers cheer the as and one 
The live-long night: nor thefe alone, whoſe 


Nice-finger'd art muſt emulate in vain, ſ notes 


But cawing rocks, and kites that fivim ſublime 


In ſtill repeated circles, ſcreaining loud, 
The jay, the pie, and e'en the boding ow] 


That hails the rifing moon, have charms for me. 
_ | Sounds inharmonious in themiclves and karth, 


Yet heard in ſcenes where peace for ever reigns, 


| And only there, pleaſe highly for their ſakc. 


$ 151. The Weariſomeneſs of what is common.y 


called a Life of Pleaſure, CowPER. 


THE ſpleen is ſeldom felt where Flora reigns; 
The lowring eye, the petulance, the frown, 
And fullen ſadneſs that o'crthade, diftort | 
And mar the face of beauty, when no cant; 
| | For 


1 


Or aſk of whomloever he has taught, 8 
| And learn, tho' late, the genuine cauſe of all. 


CowreR, 


— by 
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Feet thouſands ſtill deſire to journey on, 
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For ſuch immeaſurable woe appears | 
Theſe Flora baniſhes, and gives the fair [own. 
Sweet ſmiles and bloom, leſs tranſient than her 
It is the conſtant revolution, ſtale 28 
And taſteleſs of the ſame repeated joys, _ 
That palls and ſatiates, and makes languid life 
A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health ſuffers, and the ſpirits ebb; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice—at the full feaſt 
Is famith'd—finds no muſic in the ſong, 
No ſmartneſs in the jeſt, and wonders why. 


Though halt and weary of the path they tread, 
The paralytic, who can hold her cards, 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend's h- nad | 


Too deal and ſhuffle, to divide and fort. 


Her mingled ſuits and ſequences, and fits 
Fpectatreſs both and ſpectacle, a ſad 
And ſilent cypher, while her proxy plays. 

Others are dragg'd into the crowded room 

Between ſupporters ; and once ſeated, fit, 
*Fhrough downright inability to riſe, - 

Till the ſtout bearers lift the corpſe again. ; 
Theſe ſpeak a loud memento. Yet even theſe 
Themſelves love life, and cling to it, as he 

That overhangs a torrent to a tW ig. 

They love it, and yet loath it; fear to dic, 

Yet ſcorn the purpoſes for which they live. 

Then wherefore not renounce them? No—the 

FW 3 + 
The laviſh dread of ſolitude that breeds 

Reflection and remorſe, the fear of ſhame, 

And their invet'rate habits all forbid. | 

Whom call we gay > That honor has been long 

- 'The boaſt of mere pretenders to the name. 

The innocent are gay—the lark 1s gay 

That dries his feathers, ſaturate with dew, 

Beneath the roſy cloud, while yet the beams 

Of day-ſpring overſhoot his humble neſt. 

The pealant too, a witneſs of his ſong, 

Hunmſelf a ſongſter, is as gay as he. 

But fave me from the gaiety of thoſe | 

Whoſe head-achs nail them to a noon-day bed; 

And fave me too from theirs whole haggard eyes 
Flaſh deſperation, and betray their pangs 

For property ſtripp'd off by cruel chance; 

From gaiety that fills the bones with pain, 

The mouth with blaſphemy, the heart with woe. 


8 152. Satirical Review of our Trips to France. 
arg VV CowrER. 
Now hoiſt the ſail, and let the ſtreamers float 
Upon the wanton breezes; ſtrew the deck 
With lavender, and ſprinkle liquid ſweets, 
That no rude favour maritime invade 
The nole of nice nobility. Breathe ſoft 

Ve clarionets, and fofter ſtill ye flutes, 

That winds and waters, tull'd by magic ſounds, 
May bear us ſmoothly to the Gallic ſhore. 
True, we have loſt an empire—ler it paſs. 
True, we may thank the perfidy of France, 
That pick'd the jewel out of England's crown, 
With all the cunning of an envious ſhrew. | 
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| Of its legitimate peculiar pow'rs) 


_ | Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
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| And let that paſs—'twas but a trick of ſtate. 


A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets, in peace, the injuries of war, 

And gives his direſt foe a friend's embrace. 
And, ſham'd as we have been, to the very beard 
Brav'd and dety'd, and in our own fea prov'd 
Too weak for thoſe decifive blows, that once 


Inſur'd us maſt'ry there, we yet retain 


Some ſmall pre-eminence; we juſtly boaſt 
At leaſt ſuperior jockeyſhip, and claim 


| The honors of the turf as all our own. 
| Go then, well worthy of the praiſe ye ſeek, 


And ſhew the ſhame ye might conceal at home, 
In foreign eyes !—be grooms, and win the plate, 
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown !. 
F$ 153. The Pulpit the Engine of Reformation. 
5 . ö; ôf 8 
THE pulpit therefore (and J name it, fill'd 
With ſolemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch the holy thing) 
The pulpit (when the fat'riſt has at laſt, 
Strutting and vap'ring in an empty ſchool, 
Spent all his force and made no proſelyte) 
I fay the pulpit (in the ſober uſe 
| [ſtand, 
Muſt ſtand acknowledg'd, while the world ſhall 
The moſt important and effectual guard, 
Support, and ornament, of virtue's cauſe. 
There ſtands the meſſenger of truth; there ſtands 
The legate of the ſkies : his theme divine, 
His office facred, his credentials clear. 
By him the violated law ſpeaks out | 
Its thunders; and by him, in ſtrains as ſweet 
As angels uſe, the golpel whiſpers peace. 
He ſtabliſhes the ftrong, reſtores the weak, 
Reclaims the ward'rer, binds the broken heart, 


| And, arm'd himſelf in panoply complete 
_ | Of heav'nly temper, furniſhes with arme 


Bright as his own, and trains by ev'ry rule 
Of holy diſcipline, to glorious war, 
The ſacramental hoſt of God's eleft. 


I VENERATE the man, whoſe heart is warm, 
* Whoſe hands are pure, whoſe doctrine and 
| [whole lite 
That he is aoneſt in the ſacred cauſe. 

To ſuch I render more than mere reſpece, 
Whoſe actions ſay that they reſpect themſelves, 
But looſe in morals, and in manners vain, 
In converſation frivolous, in dreſs 


Extreme, at once rapacious and profuſe; 


Frequent in park, with lady at his ſide, 
Ambling and prattling ſcandal as he goes; 


But rare at home, and never at his books 


Or with his pen, ſave when he ſcrawls a card; 
Conſtant at routs, familiar with a round 


| Of ladyſhips, a ſtranger to the poor; 


Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 
And well prepar'd by ignorance and ſloth, 


* infidelity and love o' th'world, 
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To make God's work a finecure : a ſlave 

To his own pleaſures and his patron's pride— 
From ſuch Apoſtles, oh, ye mitred heads, 
Preſerve the church nl 

On ſculls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 


C155 ,- Verſes evritten upon a Pedeſtal beneath a 
Row of Elms in a Meadow near Richmond- 


Ferry, belonging to Richard Owen Cambridge, | 


EV. September, 1760. 


By the Author of Love Elegies. 


VE green-hair'd nymphs vom Pan allows 


To guard from harm theſe favour'd boughs ; 


Ye blue-cy'd Naiads of the ſtream, 
That ſoothe the warm poetic dream 
Ye elves and ſprights, that thronging round, 
When midnight darkens all the ground, 
In antic meaſures uncontrouPd, 
Your fairy ſports and revels hold, 
And up and down, where'er ye paſs, 
With many a ringlet print the graſs; 
If e'er the heed hath hail'd your power 
At morn's grey dawn, or evening hour ; 
f &er by moon-light on the plain | 
Your ears have caught th'enraptur'd ſtrain ; 
From every flow'ret's velvet head, | 
From reverend Thames's oozy bed, | 
From theſe moſs'd elms, where, priſon'd deep, 
Conceal'd from human eyes, ye — 
If theſe your haunts be worth your care, 
Awake, ariſe, and hear my prayer 

O baniſh from this peaceful plain 
The perjur'd nymph, the faithleſs ſwain, 
The ſtubborn heart, that ſcorns to bow, 
And harſh rejefts the honeſt vow: 
The fop, who wounds the virgin's ear, 
With aught that ſenſe would bluſh to hear, 
Or, falſe to honor, mean and vain, | 
Defames the worth he cannot ſtain : 
The light coquet, with various art, 
Who caſts her net for ev'ry heart, 
And ſmiling flatters to the chace 
Alike the worthy and the baſe : 
The dame, who, proud of virtue's praiſe, 
I; happy if a fiſter ſtrays, ' 
And, conſcious of unclouded fame, 
Delighted, ſpreads the tale of ſhame : 

But far, O! baniſh'd far be the,, 
Who hear unmov'd the orphan's cry, 
Who ſee, nor wiſh to wipe away 8 

The tear that ſwells the widow's eye; 
Th'unloving man, whoſe narrow mind 
Diſdains to feel for human-kind, | 
At others bliſs whoſe cheek ne'er glows, 
Whoſe breaſt ne'er throbs with others woes, 
Whoſe hoarded ſum of private joys 
His private care alone deſtroys; 

Ye friries, caſt your ſpells around, 
And guard from ſuch this hallow'd ground 


But welcome all, who ſigh with truth, 
Each conſtant maid and faithful youth, 
Whom mutual love alone hath join'd, 
dweet union of the willing mind 


lay not careleſs hands 
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Hearts pair'd in Heaven, not meanly fold, 

| Law-licenc'd proſtitutes for gold : 

And welcome thrice, and thrice again 

The chofen few, the worthy train, 

Whoſe ſteady feet, untaught to ſtray, 

| Still tread where virtue marks the way 
Whoſe ſouls no thought, whoſe hands have 


Who, torn with pain, or ſtung with care, 
In others bliſs can claim a part, | 
| And, in life's brighteſt hour, can ſhare 
Each pang that wrings another heart ! 
Ve guardian ſpirits, when ſuch ye ſee, 
Sweet peace be theirs, and welcome free! 


| Clear be the {ky from clouds or fhowers ! 


| Green be the turf, and freſh the flowers ! 
And that the youth, whoſe pious care 
{ Lays on your ſhrine this honeſt praver, 


May, with the reſt, admittance gain, 


And viſit oft this pleaſant ſcene, 


I Let all who love the Muſe attend : 
Who loves the Muſe is Virtue's friend! 


Such then alone may venture here, 
Who, free from guilt, are free from fear; 
Whoſe wide affections can embrace 


The whole extent of human race; | 
| Whom Virtue and her friends approve; 


Whom Cambridge and the Muſes love. 


(Fell tyrant of the human breaſt !) 
His vaſſal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant late I ſpurn'd the chain; 


| In verſe, in proſe, I ſuny and ſwore, 
| | No charms ſhould cer enſlave me more, 


Nor neck, nor air, nor lip, nor eye, 
Again ſhould force ne tender ſigh. 


| As, taught by Heaven's informing pewer, 
From ev'ry fruit and ev'ry flower, 
That nature opens to the view, 
The bee extracts the neCtar-dew; , 
A vagrant thus, and free to change, 
From fair to fair I vow'd to range, 


| | And part from each without regret | 
3 As pleas'd and happy as I met. | 


: 1 Then freedom's praiſe inſpir'd my tongue, 


With freedom's praiſe the vallies rung, 
And every night, and every day 

My heart thus pour'd th'enraptur'd lay: 
My cares are gone, my ſorrows ceaſe, 


“ My breaſt regains its wonted peacc, 


And joy and hope returning prove, 
| * That Reaſon is too ſtrong for Love.” 


Such was my boaſt—but ah! how vain! 
How ſhort was Reaſon's vaunted reign ! 
The firm reſolve I form'd ere-while, 
How weak, oppos'd to Clara's fmilc ' 
Chang'd is the ſtrain— The vallies round 

With Freedom's praiſe no more reſound; 
But ev'ry night and e ry day 


My full heart pour'd the alter'd lay. 


— 


Offe Ti ! ed 


No deed which honour might not own ; [known 


8156. Ne Recantation. An Ode. By the ſame. 
4 BY Love too long depriv'd of reſt 


—— ͤũ ͤ ———ßꝑ—2— UU— 3 — 3 — 


1660 


480 
Offended Deity, whoſe power 


My rebel tongue but now forſwore, 
Accept my penitence ſincere, _ | 
My crime forgive, and grant my prayer! 
Let not thy ſlave, condemn'd to mourn, 
With unrequited paſſion burn ; DRY 
With Love's ſoft thoughts her breaſt inſpire, 
Aud kindle there an equal fire! 267 
It is not beauty's gaudy flower 

(The empty triumph of an hour) 

Nor practis'd wiles of female art, 

That now ſubdue my deſtm'd heart: 
O no!—'Tis Heaven, whoſe wond'rous hand 
A tranſcript of itſelf hath plann'd; _ 
And to each outward grace hath join'd 

Fach lovelier feature of the mind. 


Theſe charms ſhall laſt, when others fly, 
When roſes fade, and lilies die; | | 
When that dear eye's declining beam 
Its living fire no more ſhall ſtream: 

HBleſt then, and happy in my chain, 
The ſong of Freedom flows in vam ; 
Nor Reaſon's harſh reproof I fear, 
For Reaſon's ſelf is Paſſion here. 


O dearer far than wealth or fame, 

My daily thought, my nightly dream, 

If yet no youth's ſucceſsful art | 
(Sweet Hope) hath rouch'd thy gentle heart, 
If vet no ſwain hath bleſt thy choice, 

Ind ulgent hear thy Damon's voice; 

From doubts, from fears, his boſom free, 
And bid him live for Love and Thee! 


$ 167. The Country Life. Cow EY. 


(Plac'd far out of the roads of hope and fear) 

A little field and little garden, feeds: | 
The field gives all that frugal nature needs; 
The wealthy garden liberally beftows 

All ſhe can aſk, when the luxurious grows, 
The ſpecious incouveniences, that wait 
Upon a life of buſineſs and of ſtate, 

He tees (nor does the fight diſturb his reſt) 
By fools deſir'd, by wicked men poſſeſt. 
Thus, thus (and this deferv'd great Virgil's 
> N04 | | s 
The old Corycian ycomen paſs'd his days; 
Thus his wiſe life Abdolonymus ſpent: 
Th'ambaſſadors, which the great emperor ſent 


* 


Jo offer him a crown, with wonder found 


The rev'rend gardener hocing of his ground; 
Unwillingly, and flow, and diſcontent, 

From his lov'd cottage to a tarone he went; 
And oft he ſtopt, in his triumphant way, 
And oft look'd back, and oft was heard to ſay, 
Not without ſighs, Alas! I there forſake 

A happier kingdom than I go to take | 

Thus Aglaus (a man unknown to men, | 
But the gods knew, and therefore lov'd him then) 
Thus liv'd obſcurely then without a name, 
Aglaus, now conſign'd t'sternal fame. | 
For Gyges, the rich king, wicked and great, | 
Preium'd, at wiſe Apollo's Delphic feat | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Preſum'd to aſk, Oh thou, the whole world's 
{.Sce'ft thou a man that happier is than I ? 


—— 5 
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eve, 
The god, who ſcorns to flatter man, . 
Aglaüs happier is. But Gyges cry'd, 1 
In a proud rage, Who can that Aglaüs be ? 
We have heard, as yet, of no ſuch king as he. 
And true it was, through the whole earth around 
No king of ſuch a name was to be found. 


Ils ſome old hero of that name alive, 
| Who his high race does from the gods derive > _ 
; s it ſome mighty general, that has done 


Wonders in fight, and god-like honours won? 


Ils it ſome man of eydleſs wealth ? ſaid he. 
| None, none of theſe. Who can this Aglaüs he? 
After long ſearch, and vain enquiries paſt, 


In an obſcure Arcadian valc at laſt 


t (Th' Arcadian life has always ſhady been) 
Near Sopho's town (which he but once had ſeen} 


This Aylaiis, who monarchs envy drew, 
Whoſe happineſs the gods ſtood witneſs to, 


| This mighty Aglaüs, was labouring found, 
{| With his own hands, in his own little ground. 


So, gracious God! (if it may lawful be, 
Among thoſe fooliſh gods to mention thee). 


| So let me act, on ſuch a private ſtage, 


The laſt dull ſcenes of my declining age; 


| After long toils and voyages in vain, 


This quiet port let my toſt veſſel gain; 


Of heavenly reſt, this earneſt to me lend, 
| Let my life ſleep, and learn to love her end. 


$ 168. | Of Tuftice. DExHAM. 
TB the firſt ſanction nature gave to man, 
Each other to aſſiſt in what they can; 


| | Juſt or unjuſt, this law for ever ſtands, 
EEST be the man (and bleſt he is) whoe'er | 


All things are good by law which the commands; 


ho t'us himſelf, and all we have, did give; 
In vain doth man the name of juſt expect, 
If his devotions he to God neglect; 


] So mutt we reverence God, as firſt to know 
| Juſtice from him, not from ourſelves, doth flow; 


God thoſe wm who to mankind are friends, 


The ſun alike on good and bad doth ſhine; 
And he that doth no good, although no ill, 


| Does not the office of the juſt fulfil, 


Virtue doth man to virtuous actions ſteer, 
*T'is not enough that he ſhould vice forbear ; 
We live not only for ourſelves to care, 5 
Whilſt they that want it are deny'd their ſhare. 
Wile Plato ſaid, the world with men was ſtor'd, 
That tuccour each to other might afford; 


Nor are thoſe ſuccours to one fort confin'd, 


But ſeveral parts to ſeveral men conſign'd ; 

He that of his own ſtores no part can give, 
May with his counſel or his hands relieve. 

If fortune make thee powerful, give defence 
'Gainſt fraud and force, to naked innocence : 
And when our juſtice doth her tributes pay, 
Method and order muſt direct the way: 
Firſt to our God we muſt with rev'rence bow; 


The ſecond honour to our prince we owe; 
be — | Next 


F 


The firſt ſtep, man towards Chriſt muſt juſtly live, 


{ Whoſe juſtice far as their own power extends; 
In chat they imitate the power divine, we. 
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1's Next to wives, parents, children, fit reſpeCt, And yet, if many equal guilt involve, 
eye And to our friends and kindred we direct: Thou may'ſt not theſe condemn, and thoſe ab- 
, Then we muſt thoſe who groan beneath the ſiolve. 5 
| —_— —_ OR _ | Juſtice, when equal ſcales ſhe holds, is blind, 
Of age, diſcaſe, or want, commiſerate : [ mend, | Nor cruelty nor mercy change her mind; 
* Mongſt thofe whom honeſt lives can recom- When ſome eſcape for that which others die, 
ound Our juſtice more compaſſion ſhould extend; {| Mercy to thoſe, to theſe is cruclty. 
To ſuch, who thee in ſome diſtreſs did aid, A fine and flender net the ſpider weaves, 
Thy debt of thanks with intereſt ſhould be paid: | Which little and light animals receives; 
? As Heſſod ſings, ſpread waters o'er thy field, And if ſhe catch a common bee or ly, 
"Y And a moſt juſt and glad increaſe twill vicld. | They with a piteous groan and murmur die; 
n But yet cake heed, leſt doing good to one, But if a waſp or hornet ſhe entfa s,, 
SY Miſchief and wrong be to another done = They tear her cords, like Sampſon, and eſcape; ; 
be? Such moderation with thy bounty join, 80 like a fly the poor offender dies; = 
5 That thou may'ſt nothing give that is not thine; | But, like the waſp, the rich eſcapes and flies. 
That liberality's but caſt away Do not, if one but lightly thee offend, d, 
"2 Which makes us borrow what we cannot pay: | The puniſhment beyond the crime extend; 
een] And no acceſs to wealth let rapine bring; | Or af — warning the offence forget; | 
Do nothing that's unjuſt to be a king. So God himſelf our fajlings doth remit. 
Juſtice muſt be from violence exempt, Expect not more from ſervants than is juſ;, | 
But Fraud's her only object of contempt. | Reward them well if they obſerve their truſt; | ”h 
nd. Fraud in the fox, force in the lion dwells; Nor them with cruclty or pride invade, 2 
But juſtice both from human hearts expells; Since God and nature them our brothers made; "AY 
| But he's the greateſt monſter (without doubt) | If his offence be great, let that fuſhce; [ 
Who is a wolf within, a ſheep without. I light, forgive; for no man's always wiſe. | 
Nor only ill injurious actions are, 1 ß | 
* _ words and flanders bear a ond: Ds 9 8 P RgeY 155 8 = 
ruth juſtice loves, and truth injuſtice fears, — © 1 8 1 
— — ali things a juſt — reveres: 8159. The Progreſs of Learning. Dunne. | 4-4 
10ugh not by oaths we God to witneſs call, | | „ | | | 
He fees and — and ſtill remembers all! 1 V 8 | | 
And yet our atteſtations we may wreſt, Muy early Miſtreſs, now my ancient Muſe, FE 
Sometimes to make the truth more manifeſt ; | That ſtrong Circæan liquor ceaſe t'intuſe, 
=o If by a lye a man preſerve his faith, | Wherewith thou didſt int: xic ate my youth, 
| He pardon, leave, and abſolution hath 3 ! Now ſloop with diſenchanted wings to truths | | 
* Or if I break my promiſe, which to thee As the dove's flight did guide Eueas, now | 1 
N55 Would bring no good, but prejudice to me. | May thine conduct me to the golden bough; 1 
live, All things committed to thy truſt conceal, Tell (like a tall old oak) how learning thwuts 
5 Nor what's forbid by any means reveal. | To heaven her branches, and to hell her roots. LEN 
Exprefs thyſelf in plain, not doubtful words, | M; 5 5 . 4-4 
That ground for quarrels or diſputes affords : + | WIEN God from earth form'd Adam in the | | 
Unleſs thou find occaſion, hold thy tongue | _ 5 | | 
low; WM Thyſelf or others careleſs talk may wrong. He his own image on the clay impreſt; 
nds, WW When thou art called into public power, As ſubjects then the whole creation came, 
Is; And when a crowd of ſuitors throng thy door, | And from their natures Adam them did name; 
12 Be ſure no great offenders ſcape their dooms; Not from experience (for the world was new ) 
Small praiſe from lenity and remiſſneſs comes : He only from their cauſe their natures knew. | 
Crimes pardon'd, others to thoſe crimes invite, | Had memory been loſt with innocence, | | 
5 Whilſt Jookers-on ſevere examples fright: | We had pot known the ſentence nor th'offence; 
: When by a pardon'd murd'rer blood is ſpilt, {| 'Twas his chief puniſhment to Keep in ſtore 4 
I The judge that pardon'd hath the greateſt guilt; Thie tad remembrance, what he was before; | | 
| Who accuſe rigour make a groſs miſtake; And, tho' th'offending part felt mortal pain, 
ar One criminal pardon'd may an hundred make: Thiimmortal part its knowledge did retain. 
or'd, When juſtice on offenders is not done, After the flood, arts to Chaldæa fell, 5 
au, government, and commerce are o'erthrown; | The father of the faithful there did dwell, 1424 
As beſieg'd traitors with the foe conſpire, Who both their parent and inſtructor was; M 
T'unlock the gates, and ſet the town on fire, From thence did learning into Egypt paſs * 
Yet leſt the puniſhment th'offence exceed, Moſes in all th' Egyptian arts was kill d. 
juttice with weight and meaſure muſt proceed : | When heav'nly power that choſen veſſel fill'd; 15 
8 Yet when pronouncing ſentence ſecm not glad, And we to his high inſpiration owe, EY Wz 
8 duch ſpectacles, tho' they are juſt, are ſad; That what was done before the flood we know. it. 
p Tho! what thou doſt thou oughr'ſt not to re» From Egypt arts their progreſs made to Greece, Hh 
: Yet human bowels cannot but releut: [ pent, | Wrapt in the fable of the Golden Fleece, 222 1 
W 3 ather than all muſt ſuffer, ſome muſt dic; Mulzus firſt, then Orpheus, civilize = * 
Next let nature muſt condule their miſery. — and gave the world their deitics; n 1 
| 1 ls] | 48 
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To many gods they taught devotion, 

Which were the diſtin faculties of one; 

Th'Eternal Cauſe in their immortal lines 
Was taught, and poets were the firſt divines: 
God Moſes firſt, then David did inſpire, | 
To compoſe anthems for his heavenly quire ; 

Io thone the ſtyle of friend he did impart; 
On th'other ſtamp the likeneſs of his heart: 

And Moſes, in the old original, 

Even God the Poet of the World doth call. 
Next thoſe old Greeks, Pythagoras did riſe, 

Then Socrates, whom th'oracle call'd wie ; z 
The divine Plato moral virtue ſhews, 

Then his diſciple Ariſtotle roſe, | 
Who nature's ſecrets to the world did * 
Met that great ſoul our noveliſts impeach ; 

Too much manuring fill'd that field with weeds, 

While ſects, like locufts, did deſtroy the ſceds; 
The tree of knowledge, blaſted bv diſputes, 

Piroduces ſapleſs leaves inſtead of fruits; 

Proud Greece all nations elſe barbarians held, 
Boaſting her learaing, all the world exccl'd. 
Flying from thence, to Italy it came, | 
And to the realm of Naples gave the name, 
Till both their nation and their arts did come 

A welcome trophy to triumphant Rome; 
Then whercſoc'er her conquering cagles fled, 
Arts, learning, and civility were ſpread ; 

And as in this our microcoſin, the heart 

Heat, ſpirit, motion, gives to every part; 
So Rome's victorious influence did diſperſe 
All her own virtucs through the univerſe. 

Here ſome digreſſion 1 muſt make, t'accuſe 

Ther. my for getful and ungrateful Muſe: 
Could'ſt thou from Greece to Latium take thy | 
And not to thy great anceſtor do right ? Uflight, 
can no more believe old Homer blind, 

Than thoſe who ſay the ſun hath never ſhin' d; 
The age wherein he he'd was dark; but he 
Could not want fight, who taug nt the world 
to ſce: | 

They who Minerva from. To e's wad derive, 
Alight make od Homer's fcull the Muſes hive ; : 
And from his brain thar Helicon dittiil, 

Whoſe racy liquor did his offspring fill. 
Nor old Anacreon, Heſiod, Flies, 
Muſt we forget, nor Pindar's lofty flight. 

Old Homer's ſoul, at laſt from Greece retir'd, 

In ltaly the Mantuan ain inſpir'd. [ecaſt, | 

When great Avugutias made war's tempeſts 
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Then ages fer remote ſhall underſiand 
„The iſle of Thule is not the fartheſt land.” 
Sure God, by theſe diſcoveries, did deſign 


That his clear light through all the wo! IA mould 


ſhine ; 


{| Bur the obſtruction from that diſcord ſprings 


Tue Prince of Darkneſs made tw 1X Chriſtian 
| Kings; 


That peaceful age with happineſs to crown, 


From heav'n the Prince of Peace himſclf came 


| down; 


| Then the rrue Sun of Knon ledge firſt appear'd, 


And the old dark myſterious clouds were clear'd, 
The heavy cauſe of told accurſed flood 
Sunk in the ſacred deluge of his blood: 
His paſſion man from his firſt fall redeem'sd 
Once more to Paradiſe rcſtor'd we ſcem'd; 
Satan himſelf was bound, till thiiron chain 
Our pride did break, and let him looſe again. 
Still the old ſting remain'd, and man began 
To tempt the ſerpent as he tempted man; 
Then Hell ſends forth her furies, Axarice, 
| Prade, 
Fraud, Diſcord, Force, Hypoerify , their guide, 


+ Tho! the foundation on a rock were laid, | 
The church was undermin'd, and then betray'd: 
| Tho! the apoſtles theſe events foretold, 

Vet cren the ſhepherd did devour the fold: 


The tither to convert the world began, 


The pride convincing of vainglorious man; 


{ Bur ſoon his followers grew a ſovereign lord, 


| And Peter's keys exchany' d for Peter's ſu ord, 

Which ſtill maintains for his adopted ſon 

| Vaſt patr monies, tho' himſelf had none; 

| Wreſting the text to the old giant's ſenſe, _ 
That heav'n once more muſt ſuffer violeuce. 
Then ſubtle doctors ſcriptures made their prize, 

Caſuiſts, likk cocks, ſtruck out each other's eves; 

Then dark diſtinctions reaſon s light diſguis'd, 

And into atoms truth anatomiz'd. 

Then Mahomer's creſceut, by our feuds encreaſt, 

Blaſted the learn'd remainders of the caſt: 

That project, when from Greece to Rome it 

came, 
lade mother Irnorance Dev otion' 8 . j 
| Then be whom Lucifer's own pride did ſwell, 


[IU faithful emiſſarv, rote from hell 


To poltels Peter's chair, that Hildebrand, 
\Whote foot on mitres, then on crowns did ſtand; 
And bethre that exalted idol al! { fall, 


| His hale you days brought forth the arts of | (Whom we call Gods on earth) did proſtrate 


race; 
He ſtill in his triumphant chariot ſhines, 
By Horace drawn, and Virgil's mighty lines. 
Twas certainly mvſterious that tlie nume 
Of prophets and of poets is the ſame ! 
What the Tragedian + Wrote, the late ſucceſs 
Declares was inſpiration, and not gueſs: 
As dark a truth chat author did unfold, 
As oracles or prophets c'cr foretold: 
« Art laſt the occan ſhall unlock ; the bound 


| Then darkneſs Europe's face did overſpread, 
From lazy cells, where ſuperſtition bred, 


Which, link'd with blind obedience, fo cncreafl, 
That the whole world ſome ages they oppreſt; 
Till throngh thoſe clouds the ſun of knowledge 
brake, 
i And Europe from her lethargy did wake; 
Then firſt our monarchs were acknow Iedg'd here, 
That they their churches nurſing-fathers were. 
| When Lucifer no longer could advance 


Of things, and a new world by Tiph ys found; His works on the falſe ground of ignorance, 


3 The Pr orhecꝝ. 


* Vates. 
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New arts he tries, and new deſigns he lays, 
Then his meg br maſter-piece he plays; 
Loyola, Luther, Calvin he inſpires, | 
And kindles with infernal flames their fires, 
Sends their forerunner (conſcious of th'event) 
Printing, his moſt pernicious inſtrument | 
Wild controverſy then, which long had ſlept, 
Into the preſs from ruin'd cloyſters leapt; 

No longer by implicit faith we err, 5 
Whilſt ev'ry man's his own interpreter; 

No more conducted now by Aaron's rod, 
Lay elders from their ends create their God; 


But ſeven wiſe men the ancient world did know, 


We ſcarce know ſeven who think themfelves 
....- not fa. 5 5 | 
When man learn'd undefil'd religion, 


Fierv diſputes that union have calcin'd, 
Almoſt as many minds as men we find; 
And when that flame finds combuſtible earth, 
Thence fatuus fires and meteors take their birth, 
Legions of ſects and inſects come in throngs; 


So were the Centaurs of Ixion's race, 


Who a bright cloud for Juno did embrace; 


And ſuch the monſters of Chimzra's kind, 
Lions before, and dragons were behind. 


Then from the claſhes between popes and kings, 


Debate, like ſparks from flint's colliſion ſprings: 
As Jove's loud thunder-bolts were torg'd by 
heat, . | 1 

The like cur Cyclops on their anvils beat; 

All the rich mines of learning ranſack'd are, 

To furniſh ammunition for this war : 

Uncharitable zeal our reaſon whets, 

And double edges on our paſſions lets ; 

'Tis the moſt certain ſigu the world's accurſt, 

That the beſt things corrupted are the worſt; 

Twas the corrupted light of knowledge hurl'd 

Sin, death. and ignorance, o'er all the world; 

That ſun like this (from which our ſighi we 
have e 

Gaz'd on . long, reſumes the light he gave; 

And when thick miſts of doubts obſcure his 

J Sy 

Our guide is error, and our viſions dreams; 

Twas no falſe heraldry, when madneſs drew 

Her pedigree from thoſe who too much knew; 

\Who in deep mines for hidden knowledge toils, 


Like guns o'ercharg'd, breaks, miſſes, or re- 


| coils ; | | 
When ſubtle wits have (| pun their thread too fine, 
'Tis weak and fragile, like Arachne's line: 
True piety, without ceſſation toſt 

By theories, the practic part is loſt, 


Rather than yield, both ſides the prize will quit; 

Then whilſt his foe each gladiator foils, | 

The atheiſt looking on, enjoys the ſpoils. 

Through ſcas of knowledge we our courſe ad- 
vance, | 

Diſcovering ſtill new worlds of ignorance; 

And theſe diſcoveries make us all confeſs 

That ſublunary ſcience is but guct: 3 
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| Matters of fact to man are only known, 
And what ſeems more is mere opinion; 


| The ſtanders-by ſce clearly this event, 


All parties ſay they're ſure, yet all diſſent! 
Wich their new light our bold inſpectors preſs, 
Like Cham, to ſhew their father's nakcdnefs, 
By whole example, after-ages may | 
! Diſcover we more naked are than they; 

All human wiſdom to divine is folly; 
This truth the wiſeſt man made melancholy ; 


| Hope, or belief, or gueſs, gives ſome relief, 


But to be ſure we are decciv'd, brings grief: 
Who thinks his wife is virtuous, tho” not ſo, 

Is pleas'd and parient till the truth he know. 
Our God, when heaven and earth he did create, 
Form'd man, who ſhould of both participate ; 


If our lives motions theirs muſt imitate, 


Our knowledge, like our blood, muſt circulate, 
When, like a bridegroom, from the eaſt the tun 


Into earth's ſpongy veins the ocean ſinks, 


_ | Thoſe rivers to repleniſh which he drinks; 
To name them all would tire a hundred tongues. 


80 Learning, which from Rcaſon's fountain 
| ſprings, | | | 
Back to the ſource ſomę ſecret channel brings. 


Tis happy when our ſtreams of knowledge 


flow | 
To fill their banks, but not to overthrow, 


$ 160. The Converſation. A Tale. PRIOR. | 


JT always has been thought diſcreet, 
To know the company you meet; 
And ſure there may be fecret danger 
In talking much before a ſtranger, 


I" ll pledge you, and repeat my tale: 
No matter where the ſcene is fixt: 
| The perfons were but oddly mixt; 
When ſober Damon thus began 
(And Damon is a clever man) 


— 141 now grow old; bur ſtill. from youth, 


* 
* 


Have held for Modeſty and Truth. 
Ie men who by theſe ſca-marks ſtecr, 
In life's great voyage never err: - 


„Upon this point I dare defy 
| + The world. I pauſe for a reply.“ 


dir, either is a good affiſtant,” 
Said one who fat a little diſtant : | 
Truth decks our ſpeeches and our books; 
And Modeſty adorns our looks: 

But farther progreſs we muſt make; 
Not only born to look and ſpeak : 


1 The man muſt act. The Stagyrite 
And, like a ball, bandy'd *twixt pride and wit, 


Says thus, and ſays extremely right: 
Strict juſtice is the ſovcreign guide 

© That oer our actions ſhould pretide : 
This Queen of Virtucs is confeſt 
To regulate and bind the reſt. 
Thrice happy, if you once can find 
Her equal balance poilc your mind: 

© All different graces ſoon will enter, 
Like lines concurrent to their center.“ 


| 


TT wis 


Sets forth, he thither, whence he came, doth run; 


* Agreed; What then?” Then drink your ale; 
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Twas thus, in ſhort, theſe two went on, 
With Tra and Nav, and Pro and Con. 
Thro' many points divinely dark, 
And Waterland aſſaulting Clarke ; ; 


Till, in theology half-loſt, 
Damon took up the Evening · Poſt; 


Confounded Spain, compos'd the North, 
And, deep in politics, held forth: | 


6 Met rinks we're in the like condition, 


As at the Treaty of Partition: 


* That ſtroke, for all King William's care, . 


„ Begat another tedious war. 

4 Matthew, who knew the whole intrigue, 
LNe'er much approv'd that myſtic Agee: 
In the vile Utrecht Treaty too, | 
. Poor Man! he found enough to do. | 
* Sometimes to me he did apply; 
„ But Downright Dunſtable was I, 

4 And told him where they were miſtaken, 

„ And counſel'd him to ſave his bacon : 

* But (pats his politics and proſe) 
* } never herded with his foes; _ 


„ Nav, in his verſes, as a friend, 


* fill found ſomething to commend. 
„ Sir, 1 excus'd his Nut-brown Maid, 

« Whatc'cr ſeverer critics ſaid: | 
« Too far, I own, the girl was try'd: 
* The women all were on my fide. 

„ For Alma I return'd lim thanks; 


„I lik'd her w ich her little pranks : 
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% Was much too grave to be 
Pindar and Damon ſcorn wen, 
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Indeed, poor Solomon in rhy 
— 


So on he ran a new diviſion ; 


Till, out of breath, he turn'd to ſpit; 
(Chance often helps us more than wit.) 


Teother that lucky moment took, 


Juſt nick'd the time, broke in, ns — 


Of all the gifts the gods afford 


{© (If we may take old Tully's word) 


© The greateſt is a friend; whoſe love 


 ]* Knows how to praiſe, and when reprove: 
From ſuch a treaſure never part, | 
But hang the jewel on your heart: 
And, pray Sir (it deligh 


ts me) tell; 
Lou know this Author mighty well 2 
| * Know him! d'ye queſtion it? Ods-fiſñi! 


| Sir, does a beggar know his diſh ? 
ES | lov'd him; as I told vou, I 


6 Advis'd hn — Here a tander-by 
Tv itch'd Damon yently by the cloke, 


| And thus, unwilling, filence broke: 
7 6 Damon, *tis time we ſhould retire : 
The man you talk with is Mat. Prior.” 


Patron thro? life, and from my birth ny friend, 


8 Dorſet ! to thee, this Fable let me ſend: 
Iich Damon's lightneſs weigh thy ſolid worth, 
| The foil is known to ſet the diamond forth : 


Let the feign'd Tale this real moral give, 


— — * how ages Dorſets, live! 


END OF THE SECOND BOOK. 
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